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LIFE OF WILLIAM COWPER. 



17niH>rCowFEft.lliBmortnajaldr »it Wli 



<rf tbs King, ind. wllh hlB hhi. Jolin. vim Im- 
priBoned by the puUamflDt Jn r^r Uddw. HuI- 
fnin. John dl«d in priHin, leaving an luhinl 
■on, WDUUn. kIu) iu<x«i]sa to tlie IIIlB and 
eat&tetvf hli crandtather JmflH. S\t WIUIvd. 



Inheclllng Irani- bin Enuiitluher 1 
elder ion reprvHULed In phUiuuqdi 



gnflDoer, tfaarooiinriion. becBin« t;i 
oiCIicBterend n Jqdpe of the Com 
Spencar Cowper died In Llncolii'i 



John Cowper WM chniiliiln w Oooije U. Mid 
held UtB Urln; of Oreil Uerk]iiun|>*T«Ad| In Hen- 
fordihln. He DuiTTlei] Ann. dJimrhtBrot HtiaoF 
Donne EH|.. at L^idhim Hall. InHortnlk. Tlili 
lidf. Blicr glvdng Unh lo wTenl children, wlio 
died Id in£no7, axplntil In childbirth, In 1737. 

Iiinlllc! Ill Enslnnd. d.'mndcil bT lour dllTcrent 
lino rruni Rlujr Henry III Tlii. IpTtj llnenee 

ii'd^Ui' Oo'lhe'd '■^'^'', P!''^''" V"™""'' 
iHnmeb 111 lilillfe.-ha Hill iiliicedncii ImrdinK- 
tyrannyuT oneof hln ™iiaoiri>llDwii. who held In 
cem^ib BoldecUoii and flb}eet rear the [Imid 

■ »ln»t the whole ftyiiem ni pnbUi; edncQllnn. 



irDin Liie onpgrlnnity olcultivaUnirtbembialur 
IUe._ 

VBBeliJhteenyeiinoriiffe; nnd.EafIap ipendlnf 



■III principal ruipiiB Irain ibe drnd(erlsi of 

Mr. AihCr Ciiwjier. In utonthanpton llov. 
TMirlov, alierwanla Lord Chancellor. n-QHalto 
articled ID Cliapnuui, and he and Cowper niied 
to spend tliolr lelAore honn In BoathnmpImL 
Jtov. "giMllnv and makln^jEiirffle-"aB Cowper 



fjffl'i 



]n llui pCBUiKe ai loine iadlo>,~CDiTii>> playlillrr 
myi be nobody, and you win'be Chancelloi^ 

hli HnDM bad not art In the thnnder^laiia 
hrowai. ^ I raridy wltl." ''TlieMlBdlcii.''rEioln«d 
Cowper, "areourvilneuiw." "Let them ben,** 
onawered Ihe Colare Chancallor. Mill tmlllnb 
~lor Iwincertalnlydn II." II lenotapleDMOC 
ThurlowaEtnallr became Chanoellor he forgM 
fndepvndentlT of the asreeable reionrce ha 
Coirper there. In (lie pennn of hli conaln. Mlaa 



spfrlH capumed tke iinuBLnBtlan ol the visitor. | norror gHdualiy pusaca away: biiiI <hi IiU ra- 
irtwH natunl llmWIlj In locleij gnanMllr coverj. ba reKflved to w)thil«» nilireb- tnmi 
won swar nnagr tb* roHnf nee ol her Inipin- tbe aoelair and bniJneai bI ibt world. He bud 
uon. Tba Maetlons oi reiatUimhlp [icllluted 1 iiltl b hdhU portion of tali fundi lelt. int nii 
I* ovporttinltlH olm iDierconrae whicb led . lTlendi<abMnb«dBltinherBuin.taerisbleta]Diw 
— __».■. — ..,.K ..J— . — — o^Uj In reliremani. The bright bo™ of 



pouf UMir Dnlou->[ um 
udorMlatM, ud, fliwllj, o 



10 ground ol 

r'oMe«ion~tiie TndT'tTeil'ed lliEttTi «nd 
ber^tbar uked wbat sbe woold do II ihe 

^UU HI a»). and ride 'out on'th^e^a^diig 
SI night.-' But tbe latter ohlecllon oae Inonr- 
raounuble. For nnje time the lorora bojiod to 

happiness, Lo obey hU Injanctlon. They never 



he had depleted wai loo pittlont a 
lutlsg liBvrae>lon. Upon lEo Uidf li 
tail regard ; feU a coDttant I 



rellgloos lervoot, his 
neat Cambridge, wbe: 



;;a,' 






lima atOM IntM HIddlaTenipla.iBim. ttu 
dIOeMi u raconeUa tb* aoconnl he iItm ol 
hUiMir M tbli pMad with ihe tut oT Ug at- 
tKkmant i« hli couin, wblcboeganabMiihU 

■flatbli •eniament In the 'Amiite. ba wu ttiieS 
with ■ leartnl '^- - -' 

ror, and ridni 



the pUee. anl t 
prinapla." be no 






laplraUM'olf ploSi gratlloda Cor 
int tliat solan periwiM bin 

prfnijpla." be dc 

In hU cbaDbara In tbe ToiDple. he wt 
Tiraea, and anodaled with BodirI Th 
Colman. Lloyd, and other wits. Ha cant 

fAreafcfebofhaondDetedbrblftrteildL 
<ir> were at band. Cowpai'i falkern 
Mad, hll palrtuHHIT waa null, awl ha wi 
tblR^-HGond THT, ainou 'anpreTMad 
profaaaloii r"'h*««*"i»'JW" «iw#ii»i— i 
loan. Major 



thejoamahi 10 Ui 



WKOHMMlll: Irat Iba labour ot MiOtIiii ibe 
farniB of pr«cadnre, and the dread of qnallFyliw 
blinaelf by appearing at the bar of tbe Hotlie or 
Lord! phniflod bbn In Iba deapcat Btaarr and 
dlnrMi ne .aadi ot laaanltj vera ibanin ble 
frame ; and atler bnmding over hit faiMtad llti 

lUncboIr aplHida of hli Hfe 



EJ-K „.,..,„ „...„„„ 

"■I,,"?'" "" ""■ "■"■ " '" 

[undancf , and mdured a parrla^ aHenai 
17e5.bewafl pamaded to tnanlaia aoiBe 






ndmlntple poem cbleAy o«nplad 
Inme. wlild ¥nu pahUilied ini 



LbooDdloi with Ftrl 



a idecaitrongly wruta& 
lUng abHrratfou, wtaai 



ganeral oOecI la hald and pnaalc 

rIooH work, be nadllatad a ravlifoB ol 11, ai aleo 

and a new didactic poem, tQ ba enililad ihe 
'-Poar Aiei:" bat. alUtaaab ha occaalcaallr 
twnte a AwTano.aDdreiEHdble "Odyuey.' 
■ufdgt bl> EthninailnKa ot raaHu, iboae aiid 
■R otber midarUklnn anally gave wty ra a 

vtlh nnle InMmlHlan. to ihe doaa ol U(e| 



Puu for It. ilnu u 1 C (oWn It, ud dm i 
RIa wdU-botlt >TU«Dn. phHoHplilG diwH i 



M Ud For the nmnl 



iR. tbuojftl DUequkL 



Tika It ua pdtah : I 



(lu rlfb.! war '■ U jcu ckiuH I 



Bd alHin Iktimnil (niB ■tar 

Csnsilciiaa u tin MWitBMi irilbe tur, 
LailN* gulf tar llM UgKtIwf ■!•«, 
Stand tlw M>£qoWuDlii( w<ii&-uuivb. ui 
Tdo lunr, (bniik'd U lAU iboold tAmir Ota 
DtilAw tba pUlB dlREHOD, utd Bn IsjL 

inendlMi, tBwoMlMa, and nu:— 

Ktb< tocuM 'lU «v IS (*u> ; 

And nan. lor m on uk*. tb» sradvoi wkf. 

Tluaa anUu •sber. In wbsaa awta r bnlM 

On th« Hd theme, lb 

Hpott (or a d*;, wtd p«fWi la 
Til* touB npon tlH nun Mr 
wm tDda-d tiu Ftmtittt 

EnOHd kloi to llK mtMDM of tin kwa » 
tiad lu Hdnc'd ■ diflB. wnns'd i MMd. 
Or maVd ■ rau to Hm Moe pHnm sodr 
Wu MaiMunv Ilia do I Ordldhsiln* 
From Ik* nrtS dDtlu of tbe Mcnd day? 

ISacta wen the iIob vitb wbicblia cbarfed hig 
LmiL) 



>eTI->ppl4ii<Iln; lilrd, nie pencoA. ■«>— 




irnar prafor'a «> aalMa Uu( tMDM.aU 
Ula pniifl BoMKHMd, aod noTBr totba paJdi 

With all tiiat btiDtTT B^optB Jnnilr'il. 
Wtsrlng oH Ule Id bit rsUitMu iiihlni^ 

High CnOnuni 



iBUXHinhl 



Tand iBHMUrnMMiMnBlBmiL 
1 ha ondHTMia nfltr nil eoMaal. 
Uch l« tba lalBtlHr werHiT of Ike [wo I 
all dIflpiBB, rra aoflberlta, lay jou. 



rvellM Iwrmln mfler lim. tl->n ft-. 
,i„rti~ h.,.^(r .'^\~ JSirr^' 
liitn riant irrowtli. 



Not Bl] tbe plenty at » Ustaop't boanl. 
Hli IM^uw, ud bis lacqagjri. ind, "UjLc 
Hon DDubh pride. UiM coDdeiundlng vl 
Hub alNdMBa, *Bd bMai;, ind 11« ; 
It Uutra In pilHt7i ■noMmiidiint gnvi : 
Jn BlH^ leoli ••—■—. 1 



atm'd nod w«1t Instructed ! Von s 

might bo jwini Mme torlj jenri i 
' elJjowB pUiLon a close apou ber bi 

-- ->»owi luoh'd. hM eyes botfigi. 
1 yom ■mHoniiosiipla In their p 
oj uA ■ukefffltalra neck dsOvs 
?(_■ otwSitij -■'-- 



j POETICAL WORKS, 
raw. His iqaaiffr's Interei 
'niDUKhl. word, HDd 



b gone as 
lefr pl»7, 



TharaMlD 
llnlTiU sl^ a 

Sha TB( mlUnn noBui HiBft PDj Dviima; 
Ida iblTailng nnUni bendhic ni he goes. 
^VUb tftpAga IWBli ud 4«wdrui> at hli nose. 
Ht* fniEMHgr^ OM adniiMd ID wear, 
Whlft fitBiB MIS jM ut dooni'd ta share, 
(.'uTki bar BSBtuTd Mneuh Ills arm. 
AM hllH U> iMOdttakMp bis flDBtrs wum. 

Mm, ttiH u auella bar own accoiint. 
BonHi DM barannarivlUi Uh uUnts to mono 
TbanA not *lTao« UMiui on strictest Kurt 
But tKt ibB liiti, taSiUm. m*t u chnrcli, 
Vonaeifual an, tb* rKsOiot* berjoutii, 
Ant telU,DDt ilmvi irllli an a;* to imia, 
WlH> qiun'd bar waM, ana who, when'er 

Henwrd apon (lau HIsa BrldKci's lovely nan; 
Who itola bar "JEPW, filled It with toKay, 

CenHHtoni, and b«t every word a'wasp : 



ARIifi, afUnd-Teur trashes a 
Prodace lhan-u£e a ehalr-noi 



Tor otban' iroaL bnt inillei 
Wbat pnrpoaa baa tba Kli 
Wbr lalTa IHe ftaanal Ilka a I 
1o can np plentrtrom tna t 
Or SBIM tSa doaai- -" - ' 



The principle and inotlve all In alL 

Yon hsTO Iwo serynnls— Tom, an arch, sly rogne, 

Genteel In flguro. ensf In address. 

KepoHs a ntessan rtth a vtenslnv grawi' 

i.xpert In all tbe duties of his place; 

flay, on what hinge dees bis obedience move ? 

No. not a sparit— ^tls all loere sluirpw's plAy ; 
llednce bis waf es. or get rlit of lier. 



The laroVd to 

Aiid,tilHa*aat 

, someilmei a auttw kjpiicilta la , 

. Itcproaeh a paonla mn Ua itaula ML 
And cast bli mlR rataMl MflnaidL 
Attendl an apt flmUltada iball abovr 
Whence qului tba oondnat thaloOand* ron so. 
See when If HBokaa aliaa tha aaandlnE ululn. 
niuwnaU««Mit,aiinrtnt,teibtnsTafii, 
Fenl upon paalradoabUiui ail ammd, 
ijhakei IE a^bi and taitar to tin groandi 
Now flashing wide, now glanclna ni In ploy. 
Swif ibejond tungtit the ligtitittDR dart awaf. 

Lons hid brlmerpcislns bill or wood. 
Kijoie Dumuoo, ntat and alegnntlr drais'il. 
Rr Fome kluilioapltaUe bean ijasaesa'd, 
oiTer him wamllL. taanrltj, and rest : 
TlilDk with what piaaiviB: Ufa, awl at hb esic^ 
lie hears Eha tampeit howllnB tai tha troosi 
What ilowtaii tlianki hla Hpa and btatt eioploy. 
White danger past l> tam'd to prasoiit Joy. 
So (ares It wltS Iba itnner. wban Ui-fMls 
A growlnn drand ol vanireafiMathlshaelt: 



a shelter from the w, 



COWPER'S POETICAL WORKS. 



The Bible oaty stands neglected there^ 
Though that of alLiuitt worthy of hi»cftre; 
And, Uke an infant troahlesome awake. 
Is left to sleep for pence and quiet selce. 

What shall thfrtnan deBenre^ftnunan kind. 
Whose happy sklU andlndiwtry oombih'd 
Shall prore (what argument eould-'never yet) 
The Bible an ImpoBtar&tfnd a dieat ? 
The praises of the libertine profess'd; 
The worst of men, and «arasefl of tiie'best 
Where should the Ihrtof ; weepins o'erlilft woes ; 
The dying trembling at tne awf uTcAom ; 
Where the betray'd, foraaken, sndopprMs'd; 
The thousands whom the world' fbrmds^to rest ; 
Where shoold they find (ttaoee oomforts at an 

end, «» 

The Scripture yields), or hope'to find, ar friend? 
Sorrow might mnse herself to madnese then, 
Ind, seeking exile from the sight of men. 
Bury herself in solitude profound, 
Grow frantic with her pongs, and bite the 

ground, 
fhus often Unbelief, grown sicfe of life. 
Flies to the tempting pool, or felon bniie. 
The Jury meet, the coroner is short, 
And lunacy the verdict of the court. 
Reverse the sentence, let the tmtti be known, 
Such lunacy is ignorance alone ; 
They knew not, what some bishops may not 

know, 
That Scripture is the only oure of woe. 
That field of promise how it fiingd abroad 
Its odour o'er the Christian's thorny road I 
The soul, reposing on assured relief. 
Feels herself happy amidst all her grief. 
Forgets her labour as she toils along. 
Weeps tears of Joy, and bursts intoa song. 
But the same word, that, like the puUsh'd 
share. 
Ploughs up the roots of a believer's eare. 
Kills too the flowery weeds; where'er they grow, 
That bind the sinner's Bacchanalian brow. 
Oh, that unwelcome voice of heavenly love. 
Sad messenger of mercy from above ! 
How does it grate upon his thankless ear, 
Crippling his pleasures with the cramp of fear ! 
His wiU and Judgment at continual-strife, 
Ihat civil war embitters all his life ; 
In vain he points his powers against the skies, 
In vain he closes or averts his eyes. 
Truth will intrude-she bids him yet beware. 
And shakes the sceptic in the scomer's chair. 
Though various foes against the Truth com- 
bine. 
Pride above all opposes her design : 
Pride of a growth superior to the rest. 
The subtlest serpent with the loftiest crest. 
Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage. 
Would hiss the cherub Mercy from the stnge 
And U the soul indeed so lost ?— she cries. 
Fallen from her glory, and too weak to rise ? 
Torpid and dull, beneath a frozen zone. 
Has she no spark that may be deem'd her own ? 
<]rrant her Indebted to what zealots call 
Grace undeserved, yet surely not for all ! 
Some beams of rectitude she yet displays. 
Some love of virtue, and some power to ]iralte ; 
Can lift herself above corporeal thinvs, 
And, soaring on her own nnborrow'd wings. 
Possess herself of all that's good or true. 
Assert the skies, and vindicate her due. 
Past indiscretion in a venial crime ; 
And If the youth, unmellow'd yet bytlme, 
Bore on his branch, luatnrlant, then- and rude. 
Fruits of a blighted slse, austere and crude, 
Maturer years shall happier stores produce. 
And meliorate the well<<eDncocted Juice. 
Then, conscious of her meritorious zeal. 
To Justice she may make- bw bold «pp>-al ; 
And leave to Mercy, with a tranquil mind. 
The worthless andnnfmitfnl of mankind. 
Hear then how Mercy, slighted and defied, 
.Beiorta tbe sUltoat4»0iamt tlie crown of pride. 



Perish the virtue, as itoui^tabhorr'd. 
And the fool with It, who.in8alt8.his Lord. 
The atonement a Bedeemer's'love'has wrought 
Is not for you— the righteous need'it not. 
Seest thou yon hariot, wooing all she meets. 
The worn-out nuisance of the public streets. 
Herself from mom to night, from night to 

mom. 
Her own abhorrence,- andastnmch your scorn? 
The gracious shower, unlimited and free. 
Shall fall on her, when Heaven denies it thee. 
Of all that wisdom dictates, this the drift- 
That man is dead in sin, and Ufe a gift. 

Is virtue, then, unless of Christian g^rowtb, 
Mere fallacy, or foolishness, or both ? 
Ten thousand sages lost In endless woe. 
For ignorance of what they could not know?~ 
That speech betrays at once a bigot's tongue. 
Charge not a god with such outrageous wrong! 
Truly, not I— the partial li^t men have. 
My creed persuades me, well employ'd, may 

save; 
While he that scorns the noon-day beam, per- 
verse. 
Shall find the blessing, unimproved, & curse. 
Let heathen worthier, whose exalted mind 
Left sensuality and dross behind. 
Possess, for me, their undisputed lot, 
And take, unenvied, the reward they sought. 
But still in virtue of a Saviour's plea. 
Not blind by choice, but destln'd not to see. 
Their fortitude and wisdom were a fiame 
Celestial, though Uiey knew not whence it 

came. 
Derived from the same source of light and 

grace. 
That guides the Christian in his swifter race : 
Their judge was conscience, and her rule their 

That rule pursued with reverence and with 

awe. 
Led them, however faltering, faint, and slow. 
From what they knew to what they wish'd to 

But let not him that shares a brighter day 

Traduce the splendour of a noontide ray. 

Prefer the twilight of a darker time. 

And deem his base stupidity no crime; 

The wretch who slights the bounty of the skies. 

And sinks, while favour'd with the means to 

rise, 
Shall find them rated at their full amount. 
The good he scom'd all carried to account. 

Marshalling all his terrors as he came. 
Thunder, and earthquake, and devouring flame. 
From Sinai's top Jehovah gave the law- 
Life for obedience— death for every flaw. 
When the great sovereign would his will ex- 
press, 
He gives a perfect rule, what can he less ? 
And guards it with a sanction as severe 
As vengeance can inflict, or sinners fenr : 
Else his own glorious rights he would disclaim. 
And man might safely trifle with his name. 
He bids him glow with unremittinir lore 
To all on earth, and to himself above; 
Condemns the injurious deed, the slanderous 

tongue. 
The thought that meditates a brother's wrong ; 
Brings not alone the more consplcaoun part, 
Hi» conduct, to the test, but tries his heart. 

Hark ! universal nature shook and groaii'd, 
'Twas the last trumpet— see the Judge en- 
throned: 
Rouse all your eonmge at your utmost need, 
Now summon every virtue, stand and plead. 
What! silant? Is your boasting heard no 

more? 
That self-renouncing wisdom, leam'd before, 
Had shed immorial glories on your brow. 
That all your virtues cannot purchase now 

All Joy tothe*believer ! He Can speak— 
Trembling, yet happy, confident, yet meek. 



TKUTR 



Since the dear hoar that brought me to thj 
foot, 
And cut up all my follies by the roo^, 
I no ver trusted In an arm ont thine, 
Kor hoped, bat in thj righteoa^uess divine : 
My prayers and alms, imperfect and defiled, 
Were bat the feeble efforts of a child ; 
Howe'er performed, it was their brightest 

That tney proceeded from a gratefol heart ; 



(Mifansed In thine own all-parifyinR blood, 
ForKive their evil and accept their good : 
1 caKt them at thy feet— my only ijlea 
Is what it waff, dependence apon thee: 
While struggling in the vale of tears bflow, 
That never laM'd, nor shall it fail me now. 

Angelic gratulations rend the skies. 
Pride falls on pitied, never more to rl<(e, 
Humilitv is crown'd, and Faith receives 
prize. 



the 



ill puDdas— VliiGr JEd. O. 



CloAJogal Ug( la dvhnfeH and (l«p«Lr^ 
^llw poor, IddtM M dradctrr and olttreaa. 
ABt wUlwat Mm. tUntSiUt, ud "•■ >«•■ 
Aim Dowlun, but In telin'd Amdlan Kcnin. 
Tute iMppliMiL or know wku pluuon mcniii 
JocbM ua pua'a Mniy Inni bind to ImiuI, 
At toRDW, Tloa. or fallv mu comuMM 1 
A> la B dance Uh jufthiimkc ike ksd 
Tun] itonnward, and tli« lowaat pair auccecd. 

Vlcli^de wheel) round the nwtlEr Grovil. 
Tba rich j™" IHMr. Ihe peor Lecuine ijuaai 

BTrapelltionpaird, bjaaeoblaae. 
Yonth lot in diulpatlan we decora, 
nuongta llle'i lad remnant, what no alehe re 



Wooia a«e la ttiee realm tala wintrj r 
Aad yontta InTigorate that frame hbpI 



roUngUan 



Iba r^low lUth, m 
Btrcama. edged wltb 
Where'er^ tber How, n 



"n> griT* pUloeopiiT'i'aliiiurdegl dream, 

lliat Ueann's Intenlloni are not wbat thej 

So, yiurn'B nroatli tbmngta coluur'd crjslala 
TJifl roHO or Illy appeara blae or areon. 
ISul BLIll tbelmpnted tlntaaroIbOKiuono 



ch a life, ao tedloa^l; ttao aami-, 

ildolallnllllti'or^, 

poor Jonquil, ^IthalmoHtov^r^hrtatli, 

Sj0lia For Ilia exit, vuLjurly called d<'H 111: 

:ut now and thai partiapa « looble oij 
liy wblcli ha iMda, that UA vUbtml apian 

teaaatlhamonMitltbMmi. 
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COWPEB'S POETICAL WORKS. 



The mat that mention'd him at once dismiss'd 
All mercy from his lips, and sneer'd and hiss'd ; 
His crimes were such as Sodom never knew, 
And Perjury stood up to swear all true ; 
His aim was mischief, and his zeal pretence. 
His speech rebellion against common sense ; 
A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rule ; 
And when by that of reason, a mere fool ; 
The world's best comfort was, his doom was 

pass'd. 
Die wnen he might, he must be damn'd at last. 
Kow, Truth, perform thine office, waft aside 
The curtain drawn by Prejudice and Pride, 
Keveal (the man is dead) to wond'ring eyes 
This more than monster In his proper guise. 
He lov'd the world that hated him ; the tear 
That dropped upon his Bible was sincere ; 
Assail'd by scandal and the tongue of strife. 
His only answer was a blameless life ; 
And he that forged, and he that threw the 

dart, 
Had each a brother's interest in his heart. 
Paurslove of Christ and steadiness unbrib'd. 
Were copied close in him and well transcribed. 
He followed Paul, his zeal a kindred flame, 
His apostolic charity the same. 
Like him, crossed cheerfully tempestuous seas, 
Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and ease ; 
Like him ne laboured and like him content 
To bear it, suffered shame where'er he went. 
Blush, calumny! and write upon his tomb. 
If honest eulogy can spare thee room. 
Thy deep repentance of thy thousand lies. 
Which, almNl at him, have pierc'd the offended 

skies; 
And say. Blot out my sin, confessed, deplored. 
Against thine image, in thy saint, O Lord ! 

iNo blinder bigot, I maintain it'still, 
Than he who must have pleasure come wliat 

will; 
He laughs whatever weapon Truth may draw, 
And deems her sharp artillery mere straw ; 
Scripttire indeed is plain ; but God and he 
On scripture ground are sure to disagree ; 
Some wiser rule must teach him how to live. 
Than this his Maker has seen fit to give ; 
Supple and flexible as Indian cane. 
To take the bend his appetites ordain ; 
Contrived to suit frail nature's crazy case, 
And reconcile his lusts with saving grace. 
By this, with nice precision of design. 
He draws upon lif e s map a alg-zag line. 
That shows now far 'tis safe to follow sin. 
And where his danger and God's wrath begin. 
By this he forms, as pleas'd he sports along. 
His well-poised estimate of right and wrong; 
And flnds the modish manners of the day, 
Thouffh loose, as harmless as an infant's play. 

Built by whatever plan caprice decrees, 
With wnat materials, on what ground you 

please. 
Your iiope shall stand unblam'd, perhaps ad- 

mir'd. 
If not that hope the Scripture hath reqnir'd. 
The strange conceits, vain projects, and wild 

dreams. 
With which hypocrisy for ever teems, 
(Though other follies strike the public eye. 
And raise a laugh), pass unmolested by : 
But if, unblameable in word and thought. 
A HAN arise, a man whom God has taught, 
With aU Elijah's dignity of tone. 
And all the love of the beloved John. 
To storm the citadels they build in air. 
And smite the untemper'd wail; 'tis death to 

spare. 
To sweep away all refuges of lies. 
And place. Instead of quirks themselves devise, 
Lama Sabacthani before their eyes : 
To prove that without Christ all gain is loss. 
All hope despair that stands not on his crn<>8; 
Except the few his Gtod may have impress'd, 
A tenfold frenzy seizes all the rest. 



Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at 

least. 
There dwells a consdonsncss in every breast. 
That tolly ends where genuine hope begins, 
And he that flnds his heaven must lose his sins. 
Nature opposes, with her utmost force. 
This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce. 
And, while religion seems to be her view. 
Hates with a deep sincerity the true : 
For this, of all that ever influenced man. 
Since Abel worshipp'd or the world begun. 
This only spares no lust, admits no plea. 
But makes nim If at all, completely free; 
Sounds forth the signal, as she mounts her car. 
Of an eternal, universal war : 
Hejects all treaty, penetrates all wiles. 
Scorns with the same iudiilerciice frowns and 

smiles. 
Drives through the realms of sin, where riot 

reels ; 
And grinds his crown beneath her biiniiiig 

wheels ! 
Hence all that is in man, pride, passion, art. 
Powers of the mind, and feelings of the heart. 
Insensible of Truth's almighty charms. 
Starts at her first approach, und sounds to 

arms! 
While Bigotry, with well-dissembled fears, 
Hie eyes shut fast, his fingers in his ears. 
Mighty to parry and push by God's Word 
With senseless noise, his argument the sword. 
Pretends a zeal for godliness and grace, 
And spits abhorrence in tlie Christian's face. 
Parent of Hope, immortal Ti'uth ! mako 

known 
Thy deathless wreaths and triumphs all thiuo 

own. 
The silent progress of thy power is such. 
Thy means so feeble, and uespis'd so mucli. 
That few believe the wonder^ thou hfv%t 

wrought, 
And none can teach them but whom tliou hast 

taught. 
Oh see me sworn to serve thee, and command 
A painter's skill into a poet's hand ! 
That, while I trembling trace a work divhie. 
Fancy may stand aloof from the design. 
And light and shade, and evciy stroke, be 

If ever thou hast felt another's pain. 
If ever when he sigh'd hast sigh'd again. 
If ever on thy eyelid stood the tdor 
That pity had engendered, drop one here. 
This man was nappy— had the world s good 

word. 
And with it every joy it can afford : 
Friendship and love seem'd tenderly at strife. 
Which most should sweeten his untroubled 

life; 
Politely leam*d, and of a gentle race. 
Good breeding and good sense gave all a grace. 
And whether at the toilet of the fair 
He laugh'd and trifled, made him welcome 

there. 
Or, if in masculine debate he sluired, 
Ensur'd him mute attention and regard. 
Alas ! how changed ! Expressive of his mind, 
His eyes are sunk, arms folded, head reclin'd; 
Those awful syllables, hell, death, and sin. 
Though whisper'd, plainly tell what works 

within ; 
That conscience there performs her proper part. 
And writes a doomsday sentence on his heart ! 
Forsaking and forsaken of all his friends. 
He now perceives where earthly pleasure ends; 
Hard task! for one who lately knew no care. 
And harder still as learnt beneath despair ! 
His hours no longer pass unmark'd away, 
A dark importance saddens every day : 
He hears the notice of the clock, perplex'd. 
And cries. Perhaps Eternity strikes next ! 
Sweet music is no longer music here. 
And laughter sounds like madness in his car 



HOPE. 
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His grief the world of all her power cTl^arms : 
Wine has no taste, and beaatV has no charms : 
Ood*s holT Word, once trivial in his view, 
liow hy the voice of his experience true. 
Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 
Host spring that hope he pants to make his 

own. 
Now let the bright reverse be known abroad ; 
Say man's a worm, and power belongs to Uod. 
As when a felon, whom his country's laws 
Have Justly doom'd for some atrocious cause. 
Expects, in darkness and heart-chillmg fears. 
The shameful close of all his misspent years; 
If chance, on heavy pinions slowly borne, 
A tempest usher in the dreaded mom. 
Upon nis dungeon walls the lightning play, 
The thunder seems to summon him away. 
The warder at the door his key applies, 
Shoots back the bolt, and all his courage dies. 
If then, Just then, all thoughts of mercy lost. 
When Hope, long lingering, fiX last yields the 

ghost, 
Ihe sound of pardon pierce his startled ear, 
Ee drops at once his fetters and his fear ; 
Atransport glows in all he looks and speaks. 
Aid the first thankful tears bedew his cheeks. 
Jo/, far superior joy, that much outweighs 
ThV comfort of a tew poor added days, 
Invtdes, possesses, and overwhelms the soul 
Of Urn, whom Hope has with a touch made 

whole. 
^Tis leaven, all heaven descending on the 

wings 
Of th« glad legions of the King of kings ; 
'Tis more— 'tis God diffused through every part, 
^Hs G*d himself triumphant in his heart. 
O welcome now the 8un'« once hated light. 
His noinday beams were never half so bright. 



Not kindred minds alone are call'd to employ 
Their hours, their days, in listening to his Joy ; 
Unconscious nature, all that he surveys, 
Itocks, groves, and streams, must Join him In 
his praise. 
Tliese are thy glorious works, eternal Truth. 
The scoff of withered age, and beardlcKw youth : 
These move the censure and lUib'ral grin 
Of fools, that hate thee and delight in sin : 
But tliese shall last when night has quenchM 

the pole 
And heaven Is all departed as a scroll. 
And when as Justice has long since decreed. 
This earth shall blaze, and a new world suc- 
ceed. 
Then these thy glorious works, and they who 

share 
That hope, which can alone exclude despair. 
Shall live exempt from weakness and decay. 
The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy the bard, (if that fair name belong 
To hlin that blends no fable with his song,) 
Whose lines uniting by an honest art. 
The faithful monitor's and poet's part. 
Seek to delight that they may mend mankind. 
And, while they captivate, inform the mind : 
Still happier, if he till a thankful soil. 
And fruit reward his honourable toil : 
Unt happier far, who comfort those that wait 
To hear plain truth at Jiidah*s hallow'd gate. 
Tlielrilanguage simple, as their manners meek. 
No shining ornaments have they to seek : 
Nor labour they, nor time nor talents waste. 
In sorting flowers to suit a fickle taste ; 
Rut while they speak the wisdom of the skies. 
Which art can only darken and disguise, 
Th' abundant harvest, recompense divine. 
Uepays their work^Uie gleaning only mine. 



CHARITY. 



Qno^nihil majas meliusve terris 
Fata donavdre, . boaique divi ; 
Kec dalmnt. qnamvis redeant in amnnn 
tejaxpon, priscaiDir 

HOR. Lib. iv. Ode 2. 



Faikest and foremest of the train tbat wnit 
Ob rnm's most dignified and lioppiest stute, 
Whetlier we name tliee Gtiaritv or iiove, 
Chief grace Delow, and all in all above. 
Prosper (I press tliee with a poM)>erftti plea) 
A task I venture on, impeird by thee: 
Oh never seen bat in~thy blest effects. 
Or felt but in the soul that heaven selects ; 
Who seeks to praise thee, and to make thee 

known 
To other hearts, must hare thee in his own. 
Come, prompt me with benevolent desires, 
Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires. 
And, though disgraced and slighted, to redeem . 
A poet's name, by making thee t-he theme. 
God, working ever on a social plan. 
By various ties attaches man to man : 
He mad3 at first, though free and unconfln'd, 
One man the common father of the kind : 
. That every tribe, though placed as he sees best, 
Where seas or deserts part them from the rest, 
Differing in language, manners, or in face, 
Might feel themselves allied to all the race. 
When Cook— lamented, and with tears as just 
As ever mingled with heroic dust— 
Steer'd Britain's oak into a world unknown, 
And in his country's glory sought his own. 
Wherever he found man to nature true. 
The rights of man were sacred in his view ; 
He soothed with gifts, and greeted with a smile, 
The simple native of the new-found isle ; 
He spum'd the wretch that slighted or with- 
stood 
The tender argument of kindred blood ; 
Nor would endure that any should control 
His freebom brethren of the southern pole. 

But, though some nobler minds a law respect. 
That none shall with impunity neglect, 
In baser souls unnumbered evils meet. 
To thwart its infiuence, and its end defeat 
While Cook is loved for savage lives he saved. 
Sec Cortez odious for a worla enslaved ! 
Where wast thou then, sweet Charity ? where 

then. 
Thou tutelary friend of helpless men ? 
Wast thou in monkish cells and nunneries 

found. 
Or building hospitals on English ground ? 
No.— Mammon makes the world hisle^tee 
Through fear, not love ; and Heaven abhors the 

fee. 
Wherever found (and all men need thy care), 
Nor age, nor infancy could And thee there. 
The hand that slew till it could slay no more. 
Was glued to the sword-hilt with Indian gore. 
Their prince, as Justly seated on his throne 
As vain imperial Philip on his own, 
Trick'd out of all his royalty by art. 
That stripp'd him bare, and broke his hon?st 
heart, 



Died, by tiie sentence of a shaven priest, 
For scoming-what they taught him to detes:;. 
How dark the veil that intercepts Hie blaze 
Of Heaven's mysterions purposes and^vays! 
God stood not, though he seem'd to stand, aloof; 
And at this hour the conqueror feels the rrouf : 
The wreath he won drew down an mstant 

enrse. 
The fretting plague is in the public pnrse, 
The cankerM spoil corrodes the pining state, 
Stanred by that indolence their mines create. 

Oh, could their ancient Incas rise again. 
How would they take up Israel's taunting 

strain! 
Art thou too fallen, Ilberin ? Do we see 
The robl>er and the murderer weak as we ? 
Thou, that has wasted earth, and dared de- 
spise 
Alike the wrath and mercy of the skies. 
Thy pomp is in the grave, thy glory laid 
Low in the pits thine avarice has made. 
We come with Joy from our eternal rest 
To see the oppressor in his turn oppress'd. 
Art thou the god, the thunder of whose hand 
RoU'd over all our desolated land, 
iShook principalities and kingdoms down. 
And made the mountains tremble at his frown ? 
The sword shall light upon thy boasted powers. 
And waste them, as thy sword has wasted ours. 
'Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfills. 
And vengeance executes what justice wills. 

Again— the band of commerce was design'd 
To associate all the branches of mankind ; 
And if a boundless plenty be the robe. 
Trade Is the golden girdle of the globe. 
Wise to promote whatever end he means. 
Qod opens fruitful Nature's various scenes : 
Each climate needs what other climes pro- 
duce. 
And offers something to the general use - 
No land but listens to the common call, 
And in return i^eceives supply from all. 
This genial intercourse, and mutual aid. 
Cheers what were else a universal shade. 
Calls nature from her ivy-mantled den. 
And softens human rock-work into men. 
Ingenious Art, with her expressive fgce. 
Steps forth to fashion and refine the race ; 
Not only fills necessity's demand. 
But overcharges her capacious hand ; 
Capricious taste itself can crave no more 
Than she supplies from her abounding store: 
She strikes out all that luxury can ask. 
And gains new vigour at her endless task. 
Hers is the spacious arch, the shapely spire. 
The painter's pencil, and the poet's lyre: 
From her the canvass borrows light and shade. 
And verse, more lasting hues that never fade. 
She guides the fingers o'er the dancing keys, 
Gives difficulty ail the grace of ease. 
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COWPER-.S POETICAL WORKS. 



31y soul shuald yield thee willing tlmnks and 

praise 
Fin* tiic cliicf blessings of my fairest dnys : 
lint that were sacriiege— praise is not thine. 
But his who gave thee, and preserves thee 

mine : 
Else I wonid say, and as I spake bid fly 
A captive bird into the boundless sky. 
This triple realm adores thee— thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home, 
Wc feel thy force still active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from priestly power, 
AVIiile conscience, happier than in ancient years, 
Owns no superior but the God she fears. 
Propitious spirit ! yet expunge a wrong 
Thy rights have suffered, and oar land, too lon^r. 
'I eiicli mercy to ten thousand hearts, that sliare 
The fears and hopes of a commercial care. 
Prisons expect the wicked, and were built 
To bind the lawless, and to punish guilt ; 
But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and 

flood. 
Arc mighty mischiefs, not to b withstood : 
And honest merit stands on slippery ground. 
Where covert guile and artifice abound. 
Let Just restraint, for public peace designed, 
Cliain up the wolves and tigers of mankind; 
I'lie foe of virtue has no claim to thee, 
J5nt let insolvent innocence go free. 

Patron of else the most despised of men, 
Accept the tribute of a stranger's pen : 
Verse, like the laurel, its immortal meed, 
Stiould be tlie guerdon of a noble deed : 
I may alarm thee, but I fear the shame 
(Charity chosen as my theme and aim) 
I must incur, forgetting Howard's name. 
Blest with all wealth can give thee, to resign 
Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as tliine, 
To quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow, 
To seek a nobler amidst scenes of woe, 
To traverse seas, range kingdoms, and bring 

iiome, 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge sucli as only dungeons teacli, 
And only sympathy like thine could reach ; 
ITiat grief, sequester'd from the public stage. 
Might smoothe her feathers, ana enjoy her cage; 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal. 
The boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 
Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, 
That pleads for peace till it disturbs tlie state. 
Were hush'd in favour of thy generous ple«. 
The poor thy clients, and Heaven's smile thy fee! 

Philosophy, that does not dream or stray. 
Walks arm in arm with Nature all his way ; 
t'ompasses earth, dives into it, ascends 
Whatever steep Inquiry recommends. 
Sees planetary t^onders smoothly roll 
Round other systems under her control. 
Drinks wisdom at the milky stream of light 
That cheers the silent Journey of the night. 
And brings at his return a bosom charg'd 
With rich Instruction, and a soul enlarg'd. 
The treasnr'd sweets of the capacious plan. 
That Heaven spreads wide before the view of 

man. 
All prompt his ploas'd pursuit, and to pursue 
Still prompt him, with a pleasure always new ; 
He too hns a connecting power, and draws 
Man to the centre of the common cause 
Aiding a dubious and deficient sight 
With a new medium and a purer light. 
All truth is precious, If not all divine ; 
And what dilates the powers must needs refine. 
He reads the skies, and, watching every change, 
Provides the faculties an ampler lange: 
And wins mankind, as his attempts prevail, 
A prouder station on the gen'ral scale. 
But Reason, still, unless divinely taught, 
Whate'cr she learns, learns nothing as she 

ought ; 
The lamp of Revelation only shows. 
What human wisdom caimot but oppose. 



That man, in nature's richest mnntie clad, 
And gi'ac'd with all phiiosopliy cuii add. 
Though fair without, and luminous witiiin. 
Is still the progeny and heir of sin. 
Thus taught, down falls the plumage of his 

pride : 
He feels his need of an unerring guide. 
And knows that falling he shall rise no moro. 
Unless the power that bade him stand restore. 
This is indeed philosophy ; this known 
Makes wisdom, worthy of the name, liis own ; 
And, without this, whatever he dicuss ; 
Whether the space between the stars and us ; 
Whether he measure earth, compute the sea. 
Weigh sunbeams, carve a fiy, or spit a flea; 
The solemn trifier with his boasted skill 
Toils much, and is a solemn trifier still : 
Blind was he born, and his misguided eyes 
Grown dim in trifing studies, blind he dies. 
Self-knowledge truly learn'd of course implies 
Tlie rich possession of a nobler prize ; 
For self to self, ond God to man, reveal'd 
(Two themes to Natures eye for ever seal'd). 
Are taught by rays, that fiy with equal pace 
From the snn*ie centre of enlightening grace. 
Here stay thy foot; how copious, and how clear, 
The o'erflowlng well of chiirity springs here! 
Hark ! 'tis the music of a thousand rills. 
Some through the groves, some ■ down the 

slopingnills, 
W^inding a secret or an open course. 
And ail supplied from an eternal source. 
The ties of nature do but feebly bind. 
And Commerce partially reclaims mankind ; 
Pliilosophy, without his heavenly guide. 
May blow up self-conceit, and nourish )>ride ; 
But, while his province is the reas'ning part. 
Has still A veil of midnight on his heart : 
'Tis Truth divine, exhibited on enrth. 
Gives Charity her being and her birth. 
Suppose (when thought is warm, and fancy 

nOWS 

What will iiot argument sometimes suppose ?) 
An isle possess'd by creatures of our kind. 
Endued with reason, yet by nature blind. 
Let supposition lend her aid once more. 
And land some grave optician on tlic ^liore : 
He claps his lens, if haply they may see. 
Close to tlie part where vision ought to be : 
But finds that, though his tubes assist the sight. 
They cannot give it, or make darkness light. 
He reads wise lectures, and describes aloud 
A sense th<<y know not, to the wondering crowd 
He talks of light, and the prismatic hues. 
As men of depth in erudition use ; 
But all he gains for his harangue is— Well,— 
What monstrous lies some travellers will tell ! 
'ilie soul, whose sight all-quickening grace re- 

Takes the resemblance of the good she views. 
As diamonds, stripp'd of their opaque disguise. 
Reflect the noonday glory of the skies. 
She speaks of Him, her author, guardian, friend. 
Whose love knew no beginning, knows no end. 
In language warm as all that love inspires ; 
And, in the glow of her Intense desires. 
Pants to communicate her noble fires. 
She sees a world stark blind to what employs 
Her eager thought, and feeds her fiowing joys ; 
Though wisdom hail them, heedless of her call, 
Flies to save some, and feels a pang for all : 
Herself as weak as her support Is strong. 
She feels that frailty she denied so long; 
And, from a knowledge of her own dist-ase, 
Learn to compassionate the sick slie sees. 
Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence. 
The reign of genuine Charity commence. 
Though scorn repay her sympathetic tears. 
She still is kind, and still she perseveres ; 
The truth she loves a sightless world blaspheme, 
Tis childish dotage, a delirious dream ! 
The danger they discern not thev deny ; 
Laugh at their only remedy, and die. 



CHARITY. 
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But still a soal thus touch'd can never cease, 
Whoever threatens war, to Rpenk of peace. 
J'urc in her aim, and in her temper miid, 
Hllcr wisdom seems the weakness of a child : 
She makes excuses where she might condemn, 
Kevil'd by those that hate her, prays for tlicm ; 
Tlic worst sasrgested, she believes the best ; 
Suspicion larks not in her artless breast. 
Not soon provok'd, however stung and toas'd, 
And, if perhaps made angrv, soon api)eus*d ; 
She rather waives than will dispute her right ; 
And, injured, makes forgiveness her delight. 
Such was the portrait an apostle drew, 
The bright original was one he knew ; 
Heaven held his hand, the likeness must be 

true. 
TVheii one, that holds communion with the 

skies 
Has flU'd liis urn where these pure waters rise. 
And once more mingles with us meaner things, 
"Hs e'en as if an angel shook his wings ; 
I ui mortal fragrance Alls the circuit wide, 
Tliat tells us whence his treasures are supplied. 
So when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
The sun matures on India's spicy shores. 
Has dropp'd her anchor, and ner canvass furl'd, 
In some safe haven of our western world, 
'Twerc vain inquiry to what port she went. 
The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 
Some seek, when queasy conscience has Its 

qualms. 
To lull the painful malady with alms; 
But ciiarlty not feign'd intends alone 
Anotlicr's good— theirs centres In their own : 
And, too short-lived to reach the realms of 

peace, 
3Iust cease for ever when the poor shall cease. 
Flavia, most tender of her own good name, 
Is rather careless of her sister's fame: 
Her superfluity the poor supplies, 
Bnt, if she touch a character, it dies. 
Tlie seeming virtue weigh'd against the vice. 
She deems ail safe, for she has paid the price : 
No charity but alms aught values she, 
Kxccpt in porcelain on her mantle-tree. 
How many deeds, with which the world has 

ruiif?. 
From pride, in league with ignorance, have 

sprang ! 
But (iod o'errules all human follIe<< still. 
And bends the tougii materials tu his will. 
A conflagration, or a wintry flooil. 
Has left some hundreds without home or food : 
Extravagance and avarice shall subHcrll)c. 
While fame and self-complacence are tlic bribe. 
The brief proclaim *d, it visits every ))cw. 
lint flrst the squire's, a compliment but due: 
With slow deliberation he unties 
His glitti^ring purse, that envy of nil eyes ; 
And, wliile the clerk Just puzzles out his 

psalm. 
Slides guinea behind guinea in hi<< pnlm; 
Till flnding, what he might have found before, 
A smaller piece amidst the precious store, 
Pincli'd close beneath his flnger and his thumb, 
He half exhibits, and then drops tlui sum. 
Gold, to bo sure !— Throughout the town *tls 

told 
How the good squire gives never less thnn gold. 
From motives such as his, though not the best, 
Springs in due time supply for the distressed ; 
Not less effectual than what love bestows, 
Except tliat office clips it as it goes. 

But lest I seem to sin against a friend. 
Antl wound the grace I seem to recommend 
(Thougli vice derided with a Just design 
Implies no trespass against love divine). 
Once more 1 would adopt the graver style, 
A teacher should be sparing of his smile. 
Unless a love of virtue light the flame. 
Satire is, more than those lie brands, to blame: 
He hides behind a magisterial air 
His own olTences, and strips others bare ; 



Affects indeed a most humnni' roncern. 
Tiiat men, if gently tutor d, will not Icurn ; 
That mulish foiiy, not to be reclaim'd 
By softer methods, mast be made nshamM : 
Bnt (I might instiuco in 8t. Patrick's dc:iu) 
Too often rails to gratify ids spleen. 
Most satirists are indeed a public scoorgc ; 
Their mildest physic is a farrier's purge : 
Their acrid temper turns, as soon us stiri d 
The milk of their good purpose all to cunt. 
Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearbc. 
By lean despair upon an empty purse, 
The wild assassins start into the street. 
Prepared to poniard whomso'cr tlicy meet, 
No skill in swordmansliip, liowever just, 
Can be secure against a madman's tiiru&t; 
And even virtue, so unfairly match'd, 
.(Uthough immortal, may bo prick'd or 

scratch'd. 
When scandal hns new minted an old lie. 
Or tax'd invention for a fresh supply, 
'Tis call'd a satire, and the world appears 
Gathering around it with erected ears: 
A thousand names aro toss'd into the crow.1 : 
Some whisper'd softly, and some twang'd 

aloud, 
Just as the sapience of an author's brain 
Suggests it safe or dangerous to be plain. 
Strarige I how the frequent interjected dash 
Quickens a market, and helps off the trash ; 
The Important letters that include the rest. 
Serve as a key to those that are suppress u ; 
Conjecture gripes the victim in his paw, 
The world is charm'd, and Scrlb escapes the 

law. 
So, when the cold damp shades of night pre- 
vail, 
Worms may be canght by cither head or toil ; 
Forcibly drawn from many a close reces:<. 
They meet with little pity, no redress ; 
Plunged in the stream, they lodge upon the 

mud. 
Food for the famish'd rovers of the flood. 
All zeal for a reform, that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is mere pretence : 
A bold remark ; bnt wliich, if well applied. 
Would humble many a towering poet s pride. 
Perhaps the man was in a sportive fit, 
And had not other play-place for his wit: 
Perhaps, enchanted witli tlie love of fam(\ 
He sought tlie Jewel in Ms neighbour's shame ; 
Perliaps— whatever end he might imrsne. 
The cause oi virtue could not be his view. 
At every stroke wit flashes in our eyes; 
The turns are quick, the poiish'd ))oints sur- 
prise. 
But shine with cruel and tremendous charms. 
That, while they please, possess us with 

alarms ; 
So have I seen (and hasten'd to the sight 
On all the wings of holiday delight), 
AVhere stands that monument of ancient power, 
Named with emphatic dignity, the Tower, 
Guns, halberts, swords, and pistols, great and 

small. 
In starry forms dispos'd upon the wall : 
We wonder, as we gazing stand below. 
That brass and steel should make so fliic u 

show; 
Bnt, though we praise the exact designer's 

skill. 
Account them Implements of mischief still. 

No works shall flnd acceptance in that day. 
When all disguises shall be rent a^'oy. 
That square not truly with the Scripture 

plan. 
Nor spring from love to God. or love to man. 
As he ordains things sordid in their birth 
To be resolved into their parent earth ; 
And, though the soul sliall seek superior orbs, 
Wliate'er this world produces, it absorbs ; 
Ho self starts nothing, but what tends apace 
Home to the goal, where it began the rucc. 
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Oar fathers knew the value of a norecn 
From sultry sans ; and, in their shaded walks 
And lon^ protracted bowers, enjoy'd at noon 
The jrloom and coolness of declining day. 
Wc bear our shades about us; self-deprived 
Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread. 
And range an Indian waste without a tree. 
Thanks to Benerolos,* he spares me vet 
These chestnuts rangied in corresponding lines ; 
And, though himselfso polished, stiU reprieves 
The obsolete prolixity of shade. 

Descending now,— but cautions, lest too fast,— 
A sndden steep, upon a rustic bridge. 
We pass a gulf, in which the willows dip 
Their pendent boughs, stooping as if to drink. 
Hence, ankle-deop in moss and floweiy thyme, 
Wc mount again, and feel at every step 
Onr foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft, 
Jtjiised by the mole, the miner of the soil. 
He, not unlike the great ones of mankind. 
Disfigures earth : and, plotting in the dark. 
Toils much to earn a monumental pile. 
That may record the mischiefs he has done. 

The summit gain'd, behold the proud alcove 
Tliat crowns it ! yet not all its pride secures 
The grand retreat from injuries impressed 
Uy rural carvers, who with knives deface 
The panels, leaving an obscure, rude name, 
In characters oncouth, and spelt amiss. 
i>o strong the zeal to immortalize himself 
lieats in the breast of man, that e'en a few. 
Few transient years, won from the abyss ab- 

horr'd 
Of blank oblivion, seem a glorious prize. 
And even to a clown. Now roves the eye ; 
Auil. posted on its speculative height. 
Kxults in its command. Tlie sheepfold here 
I*oars out its fleecy tenants o'er the glebe. 
At first, progressive as a stream they seek 
The middle field ; but, scatter'd by degrees. 
Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land. 
Tliere from the smi-burnrt hay-field homeward 

creeps 
The loaded wain; while lightened of its charge, 
The wain th.it meets it passes swiftly by ; 
The boorish driver leaning o'er his team 
Vociferous and impatient of delay. 
Xor less attractive is the woodland scene, 
Dlversiflad with trees of every growth, 
Alike, yet various. Here the gray smooth 

trunks 
Of ash, or lime, or beech distinctly shine. 
Within the twilight of their distant shades : 
There, lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
ijecms sunk, and shorten'd to its topmost 

boughs. 
Xo tree in all the grove but has its charms, 
Tliongh each its hue pecniiar; paler some. 
And of a wannish gray : the willow such. 
And poplar, that with silver lines his leaf. 
And ash far stretching his umbrageous arm ; 
Of deeper green the elm ; and deeper still. 
Lord of tlie woods, the long surviving onk. 
Some glossy-leaved, and shining in the sun, 
I'iie maple, and the beech of oily nuts 
I'roliflc, and the lime at dewy eve 
Diffusing odours ; nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in attire, 
Now green, now tawny, and, ere autumn yet 
Utive changed tlie woods, in scarlet honours 

bright. 
O'er these, but far beyond (a spacious map 
Of liiH and valley interposed between), 
Tlie Oiise, dividing the well water'd land. 
Now glitters in the sun, and now retires. 
As bashful, yet impatient to be seen. 

Hence the declivity is sharp and short, 
And snch the re-ascent : between thein weep 
A little naiad her imjwverish'd urn 
All summer long, wliich winter fills again. 



The folded gates would bar my progress now 
But that the lordf of this onclosud dumesne, 
Communicative of cno good he owns. 
Admits me to a share : the guiitlcHj* eve 
Commits no wrong, nor wastes what h enjoys. 
Refreshing change! where now the blazins 

sunT 
By short transition we have lost his glare. 
And stepp'd at once into a citoler clime. 
Ye fallen avenues! once more I mourn 
Your fate unmerited, once more rejoice 
That yet a remnant of your race survives. 
How airy and how light the graceful arch. 
Yet awful as the consecrated roof 
Re-echoing pious anthems! while beneath 
l*he checker d earth seems restless as a flood 
Brush'd by the wind. 80 sportive is the light 
Shot through the boughs, it dunces as they 

dance. 
Shadow and sunshine intermingling quick. 
And darkening and enlightening, as the leaves 
Play wanton, every moment, every spot. 
And now. with nerves new braced, and spirits 

cheerd. 
We tread the wilderness, whose well-roll'd 

walks. 
With curvature of slow and easy sweep- 
Deception innocent— give ample space 
To narrow bounds. The grove receives us 

next : 
Between the upright shafts of whose tall elms 
We may discern the thresher at his task. 
Thump after thump resounds the couMtant flail, 
That seems to swing uncertain, and yet fails 
Full on the destined ear. Wide flies tlie chaff : 
The rustling straw sends up a frequent mist 
Of atoms, sparkling in the noonday beam. 
Come hither, ye that press your l>eds of down 
And sleep not : see him sweating o'er hi? bread 
Before he eats it— Tls the primal curse. 
But soften'd into mercy ; made i he pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan. 

By ceaseless action allthat is subsists. 
Constant rotation of the unwearied wheel. 
That Nature rides upon, maintains her healtii. 
Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads 
An instant » pause, and lives but while sho 

moves. 
Its own revolvency upholds the world. 
Winds from all quarters agitate the air. 
And fit the limpid elements for use, 
Else noxious: oceans, rivers, lakes, and 

streams, 
AH feel the freshening Impulse, and arc 

cleansed 
By restless undulation : e'en the oak 
Thrives by the rude concussion of the storm ; 
He seems, indeed, indignant, and to feel 
The impression of the blast with proud disdain. 
Frowning, as if in his unconscious arm 
He held the thunder : but the monarch owes 
His firm stability to what he scorns- 
More fix'd below, the more disturb'd above. 
The law, by which all creatures else are bound. 
Hinds man, the lord of alL Himself derives 
No mean advantage from a kindred cause. 
From strenuous toil his hours of sweeteet case 
The sedentary stretch their lazy length 
When custom bids, but no refreshment find. 
For none they need : the languid eye, the check 
Deserted of its bloom, tlie finccid, shrunk. 
And wither'd muscle, and the vapid sonl, 
Iteproach their owner with that love of rest 
To which he forfeits e'en the rest he loves. 
Not such the alert and active. Measure life 
By its true worth, the comforts it affords. 
And theirs alone seems worthy of that name. 
Good health, and, its associate in the most. 
Good temper : spirits prompt to undertake. 
And not soon spent, though in an arduous task ; 
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The powers of fancy and strong tbougbt are 

tbeirs; 
£*en age itself seems privileged in them. 
With clear exemption from its own defects. 
A sparkling eve beneath a wrinkled front 
The veteran snows, and:gracing a gray beard 
With youthful smiles, descends toward the 

grave 
Sprightly, and old, almost without; decay. 

Like a coy maiden. Ease, when courted most. 
Farthest retires— an idol, at whose shrine 
Who oftenest sacrifice are favonrd least. 
The love of Nature, and the scenes she draws 
Is Nature's dictate. Strange! there should be 

found. 
Who, self-imprison'd in their proud saloons, 
Renounce the odours of the open field 
For the nnscented fictions of the loom; 
Who, satisfied with only pencill'd scenes. 
Prefer to the performuice of a God 
The inferior wonders of an artist's hand 1 
Lovely, indeed, the mimic woiiis of Art ; 
But Nature's works are lovelier. I. admire. 
None more admires, the painter's magic skill. 
Who shows me that which I shall never see, 
Conveys a distant country into mine, 
And throws Italian light on English wails. 
But imitative strokes can do no more 
Than please the eye— sweet Natures, every 

sense. 
The aii^salnbrions of her lofty hiUs, 
The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales. 
And music of her woods— no works of man 
May rival these ; these all t>espeak a power 
Peculiar and exclusively her own. 
Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast; 
'Tis free to all— 'tis every day renew'd ; 
Who scorns it starves deservedly .at home. 
He does not scorn it, who, imprison'd long 
In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey 
To sallow sickness, which the vapours dank 
And clammy, of his dark abode luive bred. 
Escapes at last to liberty and light: 
His cheek recovers soon its healthful hue; 
His eye relnmines its extingnish'd flree.; 
He walks, he leaps, he runs-^s wlng'd with joy. 
And riots in the sweets of every breeze. 
He does not scorn it, who has long endured 
A fever's agonies, and fed on drugs. 
Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflamed 
With acrid salt8,.his very heart athirst 
Tb gaze at Nature. in her green array^ 
Upon the ship's tall side he stands poesessM 
With visions prompted by intense deeire: 
Fair fields appear below, such as he left 
Far distant, such as he would die to find- 
He seeks them headlonff, and is seen no more. 

The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigiis ; 
The lowering eye, the petulance, the<frown. 
And sullen sadness, that o'ershade, distort. 
And mar the face of beauty, when no cause 
For such immeasorahle woe appears. 
These Flora banishes, and gives the fair 
Sweet smiles, and Uoom leas transient than her 

own. 
It is the constant revolntioa, atale 
And tasteless, x>f the same repeatedjoya, 
That palls and satiates, and-makesJaniraid life 
A pediar'spack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health sailers, and the splritaebb ; the heart 
Recoils from its own choice— at the full feast 
Is famlsh'd— finds no music in the song. 
No smartness in the Jest ; and-woadeis why. 
Tet thousands still deeire to Journey on. 
Though. halt and weary of the path thertread. 
The paralytic, who can hold her cards. 
But cannot play them, borrows a friend'shaad 
To deal and shulBe, to divide and sort 
Her mingled suits and sequences ; and sits, 
Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad 
And silent cipher, while her proxy plays. 
Others are dragg'd into the crowded room 
Between aapporten, and, once seated, sit. 



Through downright inability to rise. 
Till the«tont bearers lift tiie corpee aitain. 
These speak a. loud. memenAa Yet e'en t lieae 
Themsei'ves love life, and oUngto it, as he. 
That overhangs a torrent, to a twig. 
They love it, and yet loathe Jt ; fear to die. 
Yet scorn the pnrpMee for. which titey live. 
Then wherefore not reaounoe thcouV No— the 

dread. 
The Slavic dread of solitude, that breeds 
Refiectlon and remorse, the.learof shame. 
And their inveterate habits, all forbid. 
Whom call we gaj? That honour bos. been 

long 
The boast of mere-.pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay«-the lark is gtiy. 
That dries his feathers, saturate with dew. 
Beneath the rosy dood, while yet tlic beams 
Of daysprlng overshoot. his humble nost. 
The peasant too, a witness.of his song. 
Himself a songster,; is as gay as he. 
But save me from the gaiety of tlioee 
Whose headaches' nail them to^a noon-dayliod : 
And save me too from theirs whose Itagg^trd 

eyes 
Flash desperation, and. betray their pangs 
For property strii»p'd off by cruel chance; 
From gaiety, that fills the bones with pain. 
The mouth with blasphemy, the-heart with woe. 
The earUi was made so various, that the.miud 
Of desultory man, studious of change, 
And pleased with novelty, might be indulged. 
Prospects, however lovely, may be seen 
Till half their beauties fade ; the weary siftht. 
Too well acquainted with their amilea, sliiik>8:ofr 
Fastidious, seeking less familiu* scenes. 
Then -snug enclosures in the shelter'd vnle. 
Where frequent hedges intwcept the eye, 
Delight us; happy to renounce awhile. 
Not senseless of its charms, what still we love. 
That such short absence may endear it more. 
Itien forests, or the savage rock, may pleaae. 
That hides the sea-mew in his hollow olefU 
Above the reach of man. His hoary head. 
Conspicuous many a league, the mariner, 
Bound homeward, and In^hope already thexe. 
Greets with three cheers exalting. At his waist 
A girdle of half-wither'd shrubs he shows. 
And at his feet the baffled bilkiws-dle. ^ 
The common, overgrown with fern, annVnigh 
With prickly gorse, that, stiapelese and de- 
formed. 
And dangerous to the touch, has yet its. bloom. 
And decks itself with ornaments of gold. 
Yields no unpleaaing ramble ; there the tnrf 
Smells fresh, and, rich in odoriferous herbs 
And fungous fruits of earth, regales the sense 
With luxury of unexpected sweets. 

There often wanders one, whom better da^ 
Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimm'd 
\^'ith lace,,and hat with splendid riband bound. 
A serving maid was she, and fell in love 
With one who left her, went to sea, and died. 
Her faney follow'd him through foaming waves 
. To distant shores; and she would sit and weep 
) At what a sailor suffers ; fancy too, 
Delusive most where .warmest wishes are. 
Would oft anticipate his glad return. 
And dream of transports she wa» not to.know. 
She heard the doleful tidings of his death— 
And never smiled again! and now she roams 
The dreary waste ; there m>end8 the lliteluug 

day. 
And there, unless when charity forbids. 
The livelong night. A tatter'd apron hides. 
Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown 
More tatter'd still; and.botb but ill conceal 
A bosom heaved with never-ceasing sighs. 
She begs an idle pin of all she meets. 
And hoards them in her sleeve; but needful 

food, 
Though M^ss'd with hunger oft, or comeliur 

clothes. 
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Thoagh piBch'd with cold, asks never.— Kate is 

crazed! 
I see a colamn of slow-rising smoke 
O'ertop the lofty wood that skirts the wild. 
A vagabond and aseless tribe there eat 
Their miserable meaL A kettie, siuiig 
Between two poles npon a stick transverse, 
Receives the morsel— flesh obecene of dog, 
Or vermin, or at best of cock purloin *d 
From his accnstom'd perch. Hard-faring race ! 
Thev lOck their fuel oat of every hedge, 
Which, kindled with dry leaves, Jnst saves nn- 

qnench'd 
The spark of life. The spwtlve wind blows 

wide 
Their fluttering rags, and shows a tawny skin, 
The vellum of tlie -pedigree they ebUm. 
Great skill have they in palmistry,, and more 
To conjure dean away the gold they touch. 
Conveying worthless dross into its place : 
Load when they beg; domb oaly when they 

steal. 
Strange! that a. creature rational, and cast 
In human uKiuld, should brntalise by c hulce 
His nature i and, thoagh capable of arts 
By which the world might profit, and hiutsslf, 
delf-banish'd from society, iH*efer 
iiuch sqoalid sloth to honourable toil ! 
Tet even these, thongli, feigning siekuess oft. 
They swathe the forehead, drag the limping 

And vex their flesh with artificial sores. 
-Can change their whine into a mirthful note 
When aa/e occasion offers : and with dance. 
And muio of the bladder and the bag. 
Beguile their woesjand make the woods re- 

somd. 
Such heidth and gaiety of lieart enjoy 
The houseless rovers <tf the sylvan world : 
And, breathing wboles<nne air, and wandering 

mucti, 
-Need other physic none to heal the effects 
Of loathsome diet, penary, and cold. 
Blest he, thoagh unoistingaish'd from the 

crowd 
By wealth or digrnlty, who dwells secnre. 
where man, by nature fierce, has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, thoagh slow to 

learn, 
The manners and the arts of civil life. 
His wants indeed are many; but supply 
Is obvious, placed within the easy reach 
Of temperate wishes and industrious hands. 
Here virtue thrives as in her proper soil : 
Not rode and surly, and beset with thorns, 
And terrible to sight, as when she springs 
<If e*er she spring spontaneous) in remote 
And barbarous cUmes, where violence prevails, 
And strength Is lord of all ; but gentle, kind. 
By culture tamed, by liberty refreshed. 
And all her fruits by radiant truth matured. 
War and the chase engross the savage whule; 
War followed for revenge, or to supplant 
The envied tenants of some happier spot : 
The chase for sustenance, precarloas trust ! 
His hard condition with severe constraint 
Blinds all his faculties, forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a school, in which he learns 
Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate. 
Mean self-attachment, and scarce ought beside. 
Thus fare the shivering natives of the norrh. 
And thus the rangers of the western world. 
Where it advances far into the deep, 
Towards the Antarctic. E'en the favour'd Isles, 
So lately found, although the constant sun 
Cheer all their seasons with a grateful smile. 
Can boast but little virtue : and, inert 
Through plenty, lose in morals what they gain 
In manners— victims of luxurious ease. 
These therefore I can pity, placed remote 
From all that science traces, art invents. 



Or inspiration teaclies ; and encloeed 

In buundless oceans, never to be pass'd 

By navigators uninrorm'd as they. 

Or ploughed perhaps by British bark again: 

But, far beyond the rest, and with most caase, 

Thee, gentle savage !* whom no love of thee 

Or thine, but enrloaity, perhaps. 

Or else vain-glory, prompted us to draw 

Forth from thy native bowers, to show thee 

here 
With what superior sUll we can abuse 
The gifts of Providence, and squander life. 
The dream is past ; and tlioa hast found again 
Thy cocoas and bananas, palms and yams. 
And homestall thatch'd with leaves. But hast 

tliou found 
Their former charms? And, having seen oar 

state. 
Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp 
Of eauipaffe, our gardens and our sports, 
.A.nd beard our music ; are thy simple friends 
Tiiy simple fare, and ail thy phiin delights, 
As dear to thee as once ? And have thy Joys 
Lost nothing by comparison with ourn ? 
Rude as thou art (for we return'd thee rude 
And ignorant, except of oatwarvl show), 
1 cannot think thee yet so dull of heart 
And spiritless as never to regret 
s^weets tasted here, and left as toon as known. 
Methinks I see thee straying on the beach. 
And asking of the surge that bathes thy foot. 
If ever it has wash'd our distant shore. 
I see thee weep, and thine are honest tears, 
A patriot's for his country : thou art sad 
At thought of her forlorn and abject state. 
From which no power of thine can raise her np. 
Thus fancy paints thee, and though kpt to err. 
Perhaps errs little when she jMiints thee thus. 
She tells me, too, that duly every mom ' 

Thou climb'st the mountain-top, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wide the watery waste 
For sight of ship from England. Every speck 
Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale 
With conflict of contending hopes and fears. 
But comes at last the dull and dusky eve. 
And sends thee to thy cabin, well-prepared 
To dream all night of what the day denied. 
Alas ! expect it not. We found no bait 
To tempt us in thy country. Doing good, 
Disinterested good, is not our trade. 
We travel far, tis true, but not for nought : 
And must be bribed to compass earth again 
Bv other hopes and richer fruits than yours, 
^ut thoagh true worth and virtue in the 

raUd 
And genial soil of cultivated life 
Thrive most, and may perhaps thrive only 

there. 
Yet not in cities oft: in proud, and gay, 
And gain-devoted cities. Thither flow. 
As to a common and most noisome sewer, 
The dregs and feculence of every land. 
In cities fonl example on most minds 
Begets its likeness. Rank abundance breeds. 
In gross and pampered cities, sloth and lust. 
And wantonness, and gluttonous excess. 
In cities vice is hidden with most ease, 
Or seen with least reproach ; and virtue, taught 
By frequent lapse, can hope no triumph there 
beyond the achievement of snccessful flight. 
I do confess them nurseries of the arts, 
In which they flourish most; where, in tho 

beams 
Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 
Of public note, they reach thsir perfect size. 
Such London is, by taste and wealth proclaimed 
The fairest capital of all the world : 
By riot and incontinence the worst. 
There touch'd by Reynolds, a dull blank be- 
comes 
A lucid mirror, in which Nature sees 
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All her reflected features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a stone. 
And Chatham's eloquence to i;narble lips. 
Nor does the chisel occupy alone 
I'he powers of sculpture, but the style as much : 
Each province of her art her equal care.. 
With nice incision of her ffoided steel 
She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a soil 
So sterile with what charms soe'er she will, 
The richest scenery and the loveliest forms. 
Where finds Philosophy her eagle eye. 
With which she gazes at yon burning disk 
Undazzled, and deti^cts and counts liis spots? 
In LiOndon : where her implements exact. 
With which slie calculates, computes, and scons 
All distance, motion, magnitude, and now 
Measures an atom, and nuw girds a world ? 
In London. Where has commerce such a 

mart. 
So rich, so throng'd, so drained, and so sup- 
plied. 
As London— opulent, enlarged, and still 
Increasing, London ? Babylon of old 
Not more the giorv of the earth than she. 
A more aocomplisn'd world's chief glory now. 
She has her praise. Now mark a spot or 
two 
Tliat so much beauty would do well to nnrge ; 
And show this queen of cities, that so fair 
May yet be foul ; so witty, yet not wise. 
It is not seemly, nor of good report, 
That she is slack in discipline; more prompt 
To avenge than to prevent the breach of law ; 
Tliat she is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty robbers, and indulges life 
And liburtj', and oft-times honour too. 
To peculators of the public gold: 
That thieves at homo must ban^; but he, that 

puis 
Into his over-gorged and bloated parse 



The wealth of Indian provinces, escapes. 
Nor is it well, nor can it come to good. 
That, through profane and infidel conroiupt 
Of lioly writ, she has presumed to uiniul 
And abrogate, as roundly as site uiav, 
Tlie total ordinance and will of (lod*: 
Advancing Fashion to the post of Truth, 
And centring all authority in modes 
And customs of her own, till Sabbath rites 
Have dwindled into unrespected fonus, 
And knees and hassocks are well-nigh divorcpd. 
God made the country, and man niadu tlio 
town. 
What wonder then that health and virtue, trJfts 
Tiiat can alone m'uke sweet the bitter drau;;lit 
Tliat life holds out tb aJli should most abound 
And least be threatened in the fields tind 

groves V 
Possess ye, therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and sedans, know no fatigue 
But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
But such as art contrives, possess ye still 
Your element ; there only can ye shine : 
There only minds like yours can do no harm. 
Our groves were planted to console at noon 
Tlie pensive wanderer in their shades. At ovo 
Ihe moonbeam, sliding softly in between 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light thoy wish, 
Birds warbling all the music We can spare 
The splendour of your lamps ; they but echpsc 
Our softer satellite. Your songs confound 
Our more harmonious notes; the thrush de- 
parts 
Scared, and the offended nightingale is mute. 
There is a public mischief in your mirth ; 
It plagues your country. Folly such as yours, 
Graced with a sword, and worthier of a fan. . 
Has made, what enemies could ne'er have douOy 
Our nrch of empire, steadfast but for yoo, 
I A mutilated stractare, soon to falL 
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THE AROUMEXT. 

SEFXEcnom snegested bv tho concla^lon of the former book— Peace among the nations rccoin- 
raended on the grounu of their coinnioii fellowship hi sorrow— ProdlKius enumerated— Slciliau 
earthquakes— Man rendered obnoxious to these c^Uainities by sin— God the agent in them— Tlie 
philosophy that stops at secondary aiases reproved— Onr own late niiscurrluges uccountcd for 
—Satirical notice taken of our trips to Fontainbleau— But the pulpit, not satire, the pruiter 
engine of reformation— The reverend advertiser of engraved sermons — Petit-ranltre parson— 
Thegootl preacher— Picture of the theatrical clerical coxcomb— Story-tellers and Jesters in t\vi 
pulpit reproved— Apostrophe to popular applnnsc— lictallers of ancient philosophy expostulated 
-with- Sum of the whole matter— Effects of sacerdotal mismanagement on the laity —Their folly 
and extravagance— The mischief of profnslon— Profusion itself, with all its consequent evils u^ 
to Its principal cause, to the wantof discipiiue in the universities. 



Oh (or a lodge in some vast wilderness 

8ome boundless contiguity of sliade, 

Where rumour of oppression and deceit. 

Of unsuccessful or successful war. 

Might never reach me more ! My ear is paln'd. 

My soul is sick, with every day's re|)ort 

of wrong and outrage with wuich earth Is flll'd. 

There Is no flesh in man's obdurate heart. 

It does not feel for man : the natural bund 

Of brotherhood is severed as the flax 

That falls asunder at the touch of Are. 

He finds his fellow guilty of a skin 

1^'ot coloured like his own ; and, having power 

To enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause 

]>ooms and devotes him as his lawful prey. 

Lauds intersected by a narrow frith 

Abhor each other. Mountains inter pOAed 

Make enemies of nations, who hod else 

Like kindred drops been mingled into one. 

Thus man devotes his brother, uud desiruys; 

And, worse than all, and most to be deplored. 

As Imman nature's broadest, foulest bl 't. 

Chains him, and tasks hUn, uud exacts his 

sweat 
With stripes, that Mercy, with a bleeding heart, 
Weeps wlien she sees inflicted on a bvast. 
Then what Is man? Aud what man, seeing 

this. 
And havhig human feelings, docs not blush. 
And hang his head, to thUik himself a man ? 
I would not have a slave to till my ground, 
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 
And tremble when I wake, for all i he wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever earn'd. 
Ho : dear as frevdom is, and In my heart's 
Just estimation prized above all price, 
I had much rather be myself the^l i ve. 
And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him. 
We have no slaves at home : — then why 

abroad ? 
And they themselves, once ferried o'er the 

wave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England; if their 

lungs 
Becelve our a.r, that moment they are free : 
They touch onr country, and their shackles fall. 
That's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And iealons of the blessing. Spread it tlien. 
And let it circulate through every vein 
Of all your empire; that where Britain's power 
Lb felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of social Intercourse, 
Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid. 
Between the nations in a world tliat seems 
To toll the death-t)ell of its own decease, 
And by the voice of all its elements 



To preach the general doom.* When were the 

winds 
Let slip with such a warrant to dcstrov ? 
When did the waves so haughtily o'erlcap 
Their ancient barriers, deluging the dry? 
Fires from beneath, and mctcorsf from above, 
Portentous, unexampled, unexplaln'd. 
Have kindled beacons in the skies : and the old 
And crazy earth has had her shaking flts 
More frequent, and foregone her usual rest. 
Is it a time to wrangle, when tho props 
And pillars of our planet seem to fall. 
And Mature} with a dim and sickly eye 
To wait the close of all? But grant her end 
More distant, and that prophecy demands 
.\ longer respite, unaccomplish'd yet ; 
Still they are frowning sigimls. and bespeak 
Displeasure In His breast, who smites the ear.h 
Or heals it, makes it languish or rejoice. 
And 'tis but seendy, that, where all deserve 
And stand exposed by common peccancy 
To what no few have felt, there sliould be peace. 
And brethren in calamity should love. 
Alas for Sicily! rude fragments now 
Lie scutter'd where tlic shapely colunm stood. 
Her palaces are dust. In all her streets 
The voice of shu ing and the sprightly chord 
Are silent. Kcvelry, and dance, and show 
Snffer a syncope and solemn pause : 
While God performs upon the trembling stage 
Of his own works his dreadful part alone. 
How does the earth receive ulm?— with what 

signs 
Of gratulntlon and delight her King? 
Pours siie not all her choicest truits abroad, 
Her sweetest flowers, her aromatic gums, 
Disclosing Paradise where'er he treads? 
She quakes at his approach. He" hollow womb 
Conceiving thunders, through a thousand tleep 
Aud fiery caverns, roars beneath his foot. 
The lillis move lightly, and the mountains 

smoke. 
For he has touch'd them. From the cxtrcmcst 

Itoint 
Of elevation down into the abyss 
His wrath is busy, and his frown is felt 
The rocks fall headlong, and the valleys rise. 
The rivers die into offensive pools, 
Aud, charged with putrid verdure, breathe i 

gross 
And moruil nnisance into all the air: 
What solid was, by transformation strange. 
(}rows fluid ; and tlie fix'dand rooted earth, 
To.inented into billows, heaves and swells. 
Or with a vertiginous and hideous whirl 
Sucks down its prey insatUble. Immense 
The tumult and the overthrow, the pangs 



* Alluding to the calamities in Jamaica. 

t August 18, 178.J. 

I AiludJDjr to Vie tos that covered both Europe and Asia CkUT\w^x\i^"v\v<iV^^'«««»Kt ^\\x'». 



(UsplMnin umlon looUidi men, 

,... ^ — , eunubeluul^liiTiilTBthtlHiimi* 

And tsgltlnlDtiila T)w lyl'iin snena iBUmntttti; anttahtttmipanntliewtndi. 

MlfiMttiapllRMIi MidwIilialllisHiU And ilT«tlHmaUUBtrtBiy; Bdi ■ ptagna^ 

AlfihllnilBfBrdlMuilllaldi.flndBun[ KlndhaOBrjlBDainailHlrgkliu, 

A new HMHUsr. ud nirvlTeg the change. And jiDtrll]' tlig brnth of Mooalili HuHli. 
OeuiiluucangtittlieInnif.i>iid. upivtuuBtil .. . - . . . 

ilum Ana oeKumiet a nuioD v ■ nui, 

KsdUleee. Nanr ineh a iDddCD floDd. Fonb lUpi [ha ipnice phUosapher. and tetle 

Uprldged M MEh, and leut on aacta a charne. Of hoinoceiiiat and dlKOrdaDt iprlnin 

Poweu'd an Inland gceoe. Wbete now the And prtaclplu ; ol eauira, hair Ihej week 

UmBii L. L I. I rJ ""ES^S '"" ""''' ""' '*"'" '• 

iMokfA [u Ilia lea (or ufelj'l The; areiuoe, The MHirM of Ibedbeue that natare faeli. 

Uone nlLblbe reflaeol wave Inta the deDD— And bliti tk« world take bean and baniih fear. 

Aprtncewllliliallliliineople; Andent luwen, Tbonlooll HtUOiTdlKOTarTafthecinae 

And roofs eubattkd ble>i. ihe Elooioy aune> Soiimidlhecfleat.arheUltT HunotOud 

WtnrebeantvufiandlBtier'dnarthconfiiiuie SUII wrooAt by nieana ilDce Onl be made the 
Life In IhE nopraduUlTC ihadei o( deiUh. world 1 

Froin nlfiherltroan of restraint, enjuy Thao a capAcloua reaerrolT of means 

TfaaCerronof theday that KeCf theinrrire. Fotm'd for IiIb hk, and readj at hU will? 

Freademr wIuhd tbey th*t lose thee sorei^t^ And learn, tbouifh lata, the nnnlne daOH ofall- 
Ttaat B'eo a Jnd^nnent, making way for [bee, Eo^nd. wltb all tby uolei, I luva [hea 

Kindled In heaven, Ihatlcbumi down Id earth, found^ 

The vaiT alementa, HioLigheach be meant Be Ockle. nnd [hy year mo^t pari detorm'd 

Tfaamlfllderalnian, loHi-re hii wants. Willi dripping ralni. ornllbcr'd by a fruit. 

OHHpIre agalDH him. Wl[ti hU breath he I wnnld not yet eicbanEOiliy sullen >kle^ 

A ^gne Into hie blood ; and cannot dm Wllh all her »lnBa; nor for Anaonla's groiei 

Htonni rlw 10 OTarwtslin him: or 11 alonny To sbeka thy leuate, and (roui belghH unbUme 

Tba aiu-M^all etiaka him out of all hl» hold^ Thy iSiletwoTa nd wlVh o Init dhda" 



Vblt Uwat— ware tlH J tlie wicked abore all. Hlion^d England proipet, when such thbigs, u 

AodmtlNrMiiwu, wboHtast-anchor'd Me smooth 

Uorea But, wbUe Iholrtwae rock'd, hke a light And tender nn a ilrl, all esMnced«'er 

Sland chHraeiible with BDlIT, ai}d to [lie sbJifLs PresDma [0 lay their hands upon the ark 

Of wrath Dbnoxioai. Goil may choope his mark: Of ber mafnlflcenc and awfal cause ? 

May pdolsh. If he plcB<e the lens. Co warn Time was when It was praise and hoaat 

<F.L_ malignant. If be <nared not them. anovEb 



Hupy the man. who sees a Ood employ'd enongh 

JCeMdv^ all erenta, wltb their BiTeclQ That Chatham's langnage was his moChar 
And mamfoU rasatta, Into the will tonnH. 

A nd arbitration wise at the 3npreme. And Wona'a (nat name compatriot with bis 

The laail of nnr ooncenia (slnre from [ha least Farewell tboae bOBBBTS, and farewell with 

(^nd place In his domlnloDJ or dispose "niatu^of aDCbbercafterl Ihey baTe fallen 

One lawless particle to thwart hla plan; li^a^ In bis fleU of idory ; rtm In arms. 

'niao God mlgbl be snrprlsad, and onforeseeD And one In caBneU— Wolle npmi the lap 

The imoDIb and equal course of his aUslra. And Chatham btart-aick of bla' oniury't 

TJ lis troth, PhUosaphy, Itaough aagle-ey«l ahama! 

In nature's tendenelet, of t overlooki ; They made a> ntaBTSoldlara. Chatham. sUO 

OrSmgaSM, or, DNire orasaoipUioai sllll'. Decnradttby annnloTilTlnE tntwn. 

oo-^thtnmttbatwiaUmSt. OWIproctalnu UanymoBfabBt. *ja«>»tan!ntataaDit, 
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Put so mach of his beart into his act. 
That his example liad a ma«net*B force. 
And all were svrift to follow wlioin all loved. 
Those sons an nt. Oh« rise some other such ! 
Or all that we have teftls.emiity talk 
Of old achievements, juid despahr of new. 

Now hoist the tail, and let the streamers Hoat 
Upon the wanton braaae. Straw the de<± 
with lavender,. and sprinkle liquid sweets. 
That no rude savour maritime invade 
.The noae of nice nobility ! Bceatbe soft. 
Ye clarionets : and softer still, ye flutes ; 
That winds and waters, Inird.by maffic sounds. 
May bear us smoothly to the Oallic shore] 
True, we have lost auemfrirB— Irt ^'JP*^** 
True ; we may thank the perfidy of Franee, 
That pick'd the Jewel out of £ngiand*« crown. 
With all the cunning of an envious shrew. 
And let that pass— 'twas but a trick of state 1 
A brave man knows no raalioe, but at once 
Forgets in peace the injuries of war. 
Ana gives nis direst foe a friend's embrace. 
And, stiamed as we have been, to tlie very 

beard 
Braved and defied, and in our own sea proved 
Too weak for those decisive blows at onoa 
Insured us mastery then, we yet rotain 
Some small preeminence ; we Justly boast 
At least superior Jookeyship, and claim 
The honours of the tnri asall our own! 
Go then, well worthy of the praise ye seek. 
And show the shame ye might conceal At .home 
In foreign eyes !— be grooms and win the.plate, 
When once your nobler ftitherswon a crown I~ 
11s generous to communicate your skill 
To those that need it ! Folly is. soon leam!d : 
And under such preceptors who can fail! 

Then is a pleasure in poetic pains 
Whi<^ only poeto know. Theahiftsandtm-ns, 
The expedients and Inventions multiform. 
To which the mindnsorts. In chase of terms. 
Though apt, yet ooy, and 4uncnlt to win- 
To anrest the flatting images that fill 
The mirror of thra mind, and hold them fast. 
And force themait, till he has pencill'd off 
A faithful likeness of the forms he views : 
Then to dispose his eopies-with. such art. 
That each may fli^it&most. propitious light. 
And shine by situation, banUr leas 
Than by the labour and the skill it cost ; 
Are oorapations of the paettlamind 
8o pleasing, and that steal awiy the thought 
With such addnsafromtheoMs of sad import. 
That, lost in hiaown musings, happv man! 
He feels the- anxieties of lUe, denied 
Their wonted entertainment, all retim. 
Such Joys has he .that sfaqy. J3nt ahl not. 

sncn, 
Or seldom such, the heanrs 4>f hia aong. 
Fastidious, or else listleat, or perfaapa 
Aware of nothing arduous In avtask 
They never undertook, they litOanote 
His dangers or esoapes,<ana haply find 
Their least amusement when he found the 

most. 
But is amusement all ? Studious of flong. 
And yet ambitious not-toaingriu^ain, 
I would not trifle merely, thoughthe world 
Be loudest In their praise, who do no mon. 
Yet what cbm satire, whether grave or gay ? 
It may correct a foible, may chastise 
The freaks of fashion, ngnlate the dross, 
Retnnch a sword-blade, or displace a patch , 
But where are its sublimer trophies fonnd ? 
What vice has it subdued? whose heart re- 
claimed 
By rigour ? or whom laugh'd into reform ? 
Alas ! Leviathan is not so tamed : 
Laugh'd at, he laughs again; and, stricken 

hard. 
Turns to tlie stroke his adamantine scales, 
That f^r no discipline of human liandn. 
The pulpit, xiierefura (and I name it fiil'd 



With solemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent 1 touch that holy thing)— 
The pulpit (when the satirist has at last. 
Strutting and vapouring in an empty senool. 
Spent all his force, and made no proselyte)— 
I say the pulpU (In the sober use 
Of Its iegltimata,.pecttliar powen) 
Must stand acknuwIadKad, while tlie world shall 

stand. 
The most important and effeotaal ff nard. 
Support, and ornament of Virtue's oan«e. 
There stands the messenger of truth: there 

stands 
The legate of the skies!— Ois thame divine, 
His office sacred, his credentials clear. 
By hhn the violated law speaks out 
Its thunders; and by him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Uospel wMspen peace. 
Ue 'stablishes the strong, restores the weak. 
Reclaims the wanderer, binds the broken heart. 
And arm'd himself In panoply complete 
Of heavenly temper, fumislMS with arms 
Bright as his own, and trains, by every rule 
Of holy discipline, to gloriouM war 
The sacramental host of Uod's elect ! 
Are all such teachers ?— would to heaven all 

were! 
But hark— the doctor's voice!— fast wedged 

between 
Two empirics he stands, and with swoU'u 

cheeks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all invective is hia bold harangue. 
While through that pablicorgan of report 
He hails the clergy : and. defying shame. 
Announces to the world his own and theirs ! 
He teaches those to read, whom achools dis- 

miss'd. 
And colleges, untaught; sells accent, tone. 
And emphasis In score, and gives to prayer 
The adaaio and a tui m t U e It c^Bands. 
He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modem use ; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and clieats thO'vyes 
Of gallery critics by a thousand arts. 
Are there who puretiase of the doctor'sware ? 
Oh. name It not in Gkith!— it cannot be 
That grave and learned oleics should need such 

aid. 
He doubtless is in sport, and does but droll. 
Assuming thus a rankunknown before- 
Grand caterer and dryrunrse of the chureh ! 
I venerate the man, whose heart iswarm. 
Whose hands are pure, whoeeidoctrine and whose 

life. 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 
That he Is honest In the sacred canse ; 
To such I render more than mere respect. 
Whose actions say that they respect them- 
selves. 
But loose in morals, and In manners vain. 
In conversationr frivolous, in dress 
Extreme, at once rapacious and profnset; 
Frequent In parts, with lady at his side, 
Ambling and prattling scandal as ho goes ; 
But rare at home, and never at his books. 
Or with his pen, save when he scrawls a card ; 
Constant at routs, familiar with a round 
Of ladyships— a stranger to the poor; 
Ambitions of preferment f«>r its gold, 
And well prepared, by ignorance and sloUi, 
By infidelity and love of world. 
To make God's works a sinecure ; a slave 
Tu his own pleasure and his patron's pride. 
From such apostles, O ye mitred heaos. 
Preserve the chureh.' and lay not careless 

hands 
On skulls that cannot teach and will not learn. 

Would 1 describe a preacher such as Paul, 
Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and 

own- 
Paul should himself diresi^t me. I 'wca\V1\xm^<^ 
Ills master slrokes, wcv^ ^ww Vtwa.XvV^^ss^'stw.. 



}||iiinl( u nmclcHi* of Ui Bwlul elinrn'. 
Alia uxloat mlal; that tlw Bock iio liala 
aUr iMl It tMiaOMtloaM* In look. 
And tudar In addnn, M w«n iwconiM 
A unacDfar <S smm M ntUT men. 
BaboMUwFMMnl UfiUk*?— Llkawhom? 
Tlw Uiliip tIM mrant tba nuran wlih II f<«i|> 
AndtlnaiUpdnniffliii pnmniiiciaii i*xi: 

Srr-pimt Bi^niainiirtau tliur innr wroM 
ut flSsw mttlDMi. hodUt op &li work. 
Aiidirtth ■ walMnd wbUiMr eloM tht Kent ! 

In man or woomb, bn tor uDii In nun, 
And Boit ol 111 In nun that mlnlMsn 
AiHt urosi the litti. In n; »ii] I luitlui 
.III nffecuilon. Tli mr nerlect bcorn : 
Ol^eet o( my ImpLaublo dlsffuiit. 

iniilurirlokB? will lie liidulEQ 

wlf(3lil> Kir form. 



And pntiT fwe, In pmcDM at hia Uwi ? 
(ir wSl Iw uSto dud* D* witli iropvs, 
A* witk tfeedlnaiinl an till UlT haiiil, 
And pl*r Ua briUlut )uiti More iDinc e;cs, 
vnimliUBbnnBnfaraliabT^donKc ? 
IlanwAlUiuun'iiiroitnnMiand tli;iiu«9 

nbglajlaaUxnTBbua^, narvra his flochi 
ntnoOn, ■*>■>■ all aRtUKIe and nan. 
And aMR UlMtclbpnatlicd at tlie glaH' 
1 (oak dMna aimpUaUjIn him 
\no baMDaa ttalnin dmiH ; nnd all ixiilitci, 
lliraAIaun'd irttta laMor, and iIkideIi mni:! 
__j and Jndnnanti III infonn 



liprodantaiiifHiTairami __ 

The wlg^ and til* kait Ia«l unsi nc 
Ot all tlutr caution In tt7 lauftit inl 
Bbi, ■wallod Ms a fnaP-vtulbmral 
With all Ida oumua aet, and Inexiwn. 






HI light dlTlnc. not Egypt, otetcc. mid Bom 



illna^v^of pblLonopliy. sif cnU'd. 






Heard M eonvonUdo, wliera worihT mei 
Mbled hycnatom. itntnoaleatjal tbeineL 
TtinHUA tlw preai'd nottrD apcetacle^icaiild. 
aonH, Mceat In demaanoor vlillo tlier im'iich. 
Their tMk pwform-d, relajiK Into tUeui-Ql vei ; 



Then, wllh an air raoit (racnlnllT perloiin'd 
FiiU biiGk lal0 OBT Hiat, wcMnd an inn, 
And kr It at tta ««Bt wUli wnUe care, 
Wlib huidkareUal In baml depending ><>w : 
Its beiviniDt, or atda ttiTiiHMbled e;e. 
With opaca ipan to iraieh the moving accne, 
And neonuia Uu alow-nllrtnK (air.— 
!!qirlhbl>fnlMnwi and oflonda mn more 

iUa be Indlllennt la ber honae of Our, 

\^ iHlAt the ho»at ~ ' "■ "■ 

Hat tow a bodr ao la 
And qnabt. Inlla dei 
Can tndge a beaTenlj 

A< (toira ambiiiBMIor. 

11 Indnnani nud ol n— „, 

WUitlwiaalnlilaapeadi. Tltnlillnl 

TocaDRaKnn,whenr--< — " 

1Vi bmk alew, wban rl 

1>a'iiMkisitboitntlon; a 

Tba eUttlab IBHCr wRb huelloiiii lalea, 

Wtan eoBl wllh Ooiira commlstlon to tbe heart! 

Ho Old not PaaL IHrset me to a qnip 

Or inerrjr turn In all ha ercr wroic. 

Andleonnant yon take It lor jonr ie:ct. 






« 'tofe'themMi™ *Tliolr nilet 






To hind the roirla( anpaUt*, and 
BUiHIKit«T(toaQMnstn|tiv 

AnS aomninMaM the path o( ll_ 
That finta dlnonr U,*nd atrar no mora. 
Now teU ma, dlsBUad and MPlent air, 
lly man o( BMmla, nntnraa In Iha abadoa 
Of Acadennu-lattila lala* v tciia ? 
la Chrlit tiw able teMber, or tha aehoola t 
If Chrlat, thaa wtar rant at arerr tmn 
To Alhana or to RomejtDr wisdom abort 









Irtt of knowledge, ai 
Olllls-Thepaator.el 



Or nnenfl'ghten'd. and loo pro 



lit roBcttoii. mil diacredlu mucl 
lUH tnttai Out mui hu em t 
]j oomiHl-ll It slUiar Mil 

» (ilo**, at luit wllb hopetal 

HO* iliWNlU' 00 Um (Inr't pan: 
In Ukcnoaril In tbauitMlor lonn 
1 modB 01 it! coBTOTUioa bj lucb trie 
mara dsHMBH, <a by bnplih iln 
I hMrkvle numMiT. uut l>t if 
I pDlpU le tbt lanl ol tka itaie- 



VMkHTllUlll 

01 SoenrrooL conllrMi'd by' 
' uillni ol >'«|f>w>'> Iwlil 



1 InllDiri, and, Uu, c 



tOlhtJBOwt 



Wmt wu t. monitor In Otorft'i diji t 
Hf Tet7 (aula nader. rH nntxim. 

HIncs Henna wooM inte grow weaij of i 



ProdncUi 

Wewo»f-,- 

Borenltn nna mmmi aaoaniMi at lecon 
A imm MX low anuiaiUn u ol jon. 
itom nokoa uiiralMuitkiii. aln our u 



. Tbere. cloHly br 
int and mou UMlgbUy bones. 



Aid br «vilca u niiltiiati 
Jdm mmm HI while Uw bi 
Bnt obui* wtUi *nty mm 



4oil makl>( pilM tt an that kacondeit 
wllb tar apwdttOTa dalian hlg onn. 
nldSmt It ^Ri brraor. ^abircr 
niffiaafa BTBTT cbanva that Fancy, at t] 

II had fODlna to inpplj ; 

ol mDlallon itUI. dsi^d 



It rraj. bnt narar wIh t 
lani, bat aaqnlra no Iriandt 
ui piEamn, oDpticM ol mew u i 
ta Tonth in oflDnpalinni onlr lit 
■acond cMtdboo^and aaTOM Ud ago 
naru wUeh oatf oUUbooSwald aieua. 
>£ 1)1(7 an luviAaaC wlia dliaaaiMa kait 
r waarlnaiaTud tb*T Uia mou nodu 
I iqiHndar tlms and tnann with a imlta. 



".■^I°S;.T!. 



'iS^^' 



ma bovoJlyarjdalranffo disuse. 



Wonld 1^ M Bihlblt at the pabllc ihowi 
A fonu aa iplaMlld ui Iho pniadai; Ibara, 
Tboatb aniulta ralta oukstIm ai (he coat? 
AiMB or tba town dlnaa latq, bat loon enoagh, 
wnii TeuouAta MTeeait and diapaich. 
To •DauT* a Uda-boz ilatlon at ball-prlea. 
Ton thlBk, partMlIa, » daltcata bla dnia, 
Hli daUy Ian aa dallcats. Alas I 
Wllb an old taTam-Qnill.'lB bnngry yetl 






with eies or^ngolsb. aiBenta Ihalr Jot. 
Then ihaka them In dsapalr, and dance agiUi; 
Now baikMnptbafuuUjDtplafaH 

ol bonoDT, pacJiuT, Bflanpdno, tnnili 
I'y iorni7. br anliuifnaa oilaw, 
Uj irl^ and Km aa muMxau aad aa keen 
.Valbeneceaaltlta their antbonlnl; 
Then can than, eloaelr bandied, aveiv Mat 

In ehoracter, hna liiter'd all tike land. 
And hred. nltbln the memor; ol no lew, 

Et TaabDngiy Tlce:— Iteataapall 
rhei gliei locli^ Ita Inu^, Mnngtil, 
UonveiUBncej^udnaunTiradMei ^ 

.^d glowed, aa bat M MtSqnL clawi 
Can «dza Uw lUniaTT preri nntlaa the Knot 
ainnlun.andaonniiiUaaaiindMiiid, 
Hint hidda manUBd Ma a th M , to a aeonin. 
Pro1aslaa.dalagla|aMiui«tttalma 
31 gnauit mtnivand of mmt aflMlai 
Prepare! It Cor Ua rein : bartou, UUlda, 
<>iiit wnjH tba oomilaioaa ol pnaUe '■■■^^ 
That iiDiI them i and in the end dlidoaa a lace 
rhat wonld hioa shocks CndSllr taeraeiT, 

B'han'lMrn'ng! vlnue, nle'lyfaSd trnli 

Hot yet by lima completely eUver'd o'er. 
Aeipoke him past tba baandb^tlT^&u^^^vmA^. 
BU niang lot tenU* t]m,uAas^aavi>^^ 



l^.!^™'/ 



igwnBBtrvj 



lellr. 



And pnnwat wllh dluovsrlei new and mre. 
BoiDBirntaanuntlnofvBri, and leau 
01 huoMlltUe known; indcalltnc nut 
AUitocri dSMrilN the Dign 01 nhom 

And mint bii psnon, eliirscMr, aiid' ilewi, 
A> tbej had kunrn bbB rrom bli moltisi'i 

They diBenlBPjilo Irom the pnsiled rteln, 

ToMosetT-i™«misUXenl1irila*n'B(. " 
Trihc^hSrppillli'of'h'.'iumhnB^'^clKtit. 



OfoncleiUkatheHT Qiat irit;. too. 
That, bavlsswMdad lbs (IHHuti, ud bnllt 
A thwMtnd *r>t«B>< uch in bb own war, 
Tber ibiwU fo <rat In ftUM, rpS Im forcot i 
AliT wlut la Dto Unn ipMt > and irbat an IhBf 
Bat fianllB wlw thai ipcnd It I atllor mwko— 
EtarnitT for babUea pnma at Mat 
A HDielMi baiialii. What I aec nub panva 
FtaT'dbTtb*a«itu«teI aPomrwIii 
llMtbevnilwixlhas— " — ' — - 



«utk, and Ball tbe 

■■'tbaallTidhiTal 

Bmtaii iriHlooi • 

lOal n; taait 



rv Domw ud M> take- , 
MiMil*« In pUTi and acei 
II Ibl* In lauiung, aioat i 
"— -^ erlntt ilmB t*- ~ 
1 thoubthUmai 

- --.JdnelbnMfa. ___ __,_. 

FroDiTenitei HiaiiT. hODi llw toil 
0) drandng bncketslnto empty wtlli. 

i^ers well, amid you pt^oiittlKvowh 



Beitrannnta wcbotber? Plenv 
Andcataelilaeitiiall; aulFtb;gl 
Seanh K, and wan Dowlrit be no 
ContHdUwUbtbtawom: and. If 1 

WhatadgBOfanbtlaRoai""' 

Keen enmuta, wIm and ak 
T« evmfDnk of bnUBn 



leedJesa Mlj by whit 






Hangs OTcr mortal CTes, bUnd (rem tbe bblb, 
And dark In Iblnsa divine. Full often too 

CDncluskoiu retroffrade and mad mlitake. 

Tbrongh all tba beart'a dark cbamben, and 
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Bnt what is tratli? Twas Pilate's qaestion 

put 
To Truth itself, that deigned him no reply. 
And wherefore ? will not God impart his light 
To them that ask it ?— Freely— 'tis his joy, 
His glory, and his nature, to impart. 
Bnt to the proud, nncandld, insincere. 
Or negligent inquirer, not a spark. 
What's that which brings contempt upon a 

book. 
And him who writes it, though the style be 

neat. 
The method clear, and argument exact ? 
That makes a minister in holy things 
The Joy of many, and the dread of more ; 
His name a theme for praise, and for re- 
proach?— 
That, while it gives us worth in God's account, 
Depreciates and undoes us in our own ? 
What pearl is it that rich men cannot bay, 
That learning is too proud to gather up ; 
Bnt which the poor and the despis'd of all, 
Seek and obtain, and often find unsought ? 
Tell me— and I will tell thee what is truth. 

O friendly to the best pursuits of man, 
Priendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace, 
Domestic life In rural pleasure passM ! 
Yew know thy value, and few taste thy sweets; 
Though many boast thy favours, and affect 
To anderstand and choose thee for their own. 
But foolish man foregoes his proper bliss, 
B'en as bis first progenitor, and quits, 
niongh placed in Paradise (for earth has still 
Some traces of her youttiful beauty left). 
Substantial happiness for transient Joy. 
Scenes form'd for contemplation, and to nurse 
The growing seeds of wisdom ; that suggest, 
By every pleasing image they present, 
Beflectlons such as meliorate tne heart. 
Compose the passions, and exalt the mind ; 
Scenes such as these 'tis liis supreme delight 
To fill with riot, and defile with blood. 
Should some contagion, kind to the poor brutes 
We persecute, annihilate the tribes 
That draw the sportsman over hill and dale, 
Pearless, and wrapt away from all his cures ; 
Should never game-fowl natch their eggs again, 
Kor baited hook deceive the fish's eye ; 
Could pageantry and dance, and feast and song 
Be qnell'd in all our summer months' retreat; 
How many self-deluded nymphii and swains. 
Who dream they ha/re a taste for fields and 

r>ves, 
find them hideous nurseries of the 

spleen. 
And crowd the roads, impatient for the town ! 
They love the country, and none else, who seek 
For their own sake its silence, and its shade. 
Delights which who would leave that has a 

heart 
Susceptible of pity, or a mind 
Cuitored and capable of sober thought, 
For all the savage din of the swift pack. 
And elamours of the field?— Detested sport. 
That owes Its pleasures to another's pain ; 
That feeds upon the sobs and dying shrieks 
Of harmless nature, dumb, but yet endued 
With eloquoQce that agonies inspire, 
Of silent tears and heart-distenoing sighs ! 
Vain tears, alas! and sighs that never find 
A oorresponding tone in Jovial souls ! 
Well— one at least is safe. One shelter'd hare 
Has never heard the sanguinary yell 
Of cruel man exulting in her woes. 
Innocent partner of my peaceful home. 
Whom ten long years experience of my care 
Mas made at last familiar; she has lost 
MuGh of her vigilant, instinctive dread, 
Not needful here beneath a roof like mine, 
Ym— thou mayest eat thy bread, and lick the 

hand 



That feeds thee; thou mayest frolic on the floor 
At evening, and at night retire secure 
To thy straw couch and slumber unalarm'd ; 
For I nave gain'd thy confidence, have pledged 
All that is human in me to prdtect 
Thine unsuspecting gratitude and love. 
If 1 survive thee, i will dig thy grave ; 
And, when I place thee in it, signing say, 
*' I knew at least one hare that nad a friend."* 
How various his employments whom the 

woild 
Calls idle ; and who Justly In return 
Esteems that busy world an idler too ! 
Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps, his pen. 
Delightful industry enjoy'd at home. 
And Nature, in ker cultivated trim 
Dress'd to his taste. Inviting him abroad— 
Can he want occupation who has these ? 
Will he be idle, who has much to enjoy ? 
Me, therefore, studious of laborious ease. 
Not slothful, happy to deceive the time. 
Not waste it, and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with use, 
When He shall call his debtors to account. 
From whom are all our blessings, business finds 
E'en here : whilo sedulous I seek to improve, 
At least neglect not, or leave unemploy'd. 
The mind He gave me ; driving It, though slack 
Too oft, and much Impeded in its work. 
By causes not to be divulged in vain. 
To its Just point— the service of mankind. 
He, that attends to his interior self. 
That has a heart, and keeps it : has a mind 
Tliat hungers, and supplies It ; and who seeks 
A social, not a dissipated life. 
Has business ; feels himself engaged to achieve 
No unimportant, though a silent, task. 
A life all turbulence and uolse may seem 
To him that leads It, wise, and to oe praised ; 
But wisdom is a pearl with most success 
Sought in still water, and beneath clear skies. 
He that is ever occupied In storms, 
Or dives not for It, or brings up instead. 
Vainly industrious, a disgraceful prize. 

The morning finds the self-sequestcr'd man 
Fresh for his task, intend what task he may, 
Whether inclement seasons recommend 
His warm bnt simple home, where he enjoys 
With her, who snares his pleasures and his 

heart. 
Sweet converse, sipping calm the fragrant 

lymph 
Which neatly she prepares; then to tils book 
Well chosen, and not sullenly perused 
In selfish silence, but imparted oft, 
As ought occurs, that she might smile to hoar, 
< IT rum to nourishment, digested well. 
Or if the garden, with its many cares, 
All well repaid, demand him. he attends 
The welcome call, conscious now much the hand 
Of Inbbard labour needs his watchful eye. 
Oft loitering lasily, if not o'erseen. 
Or misapplying his unskilful strength. 
Nor does he govern only or direct. 
But much performs himself. No works. Indeed, 
Tliat ask robust, tough sinews, bred toil, 
Servile employ ; but such as may amuse. 
Not tire, demanding rather skillthan force. 
Proud of his well-spred walls he views his trees. 
That meet no barren Interval between, 
With pleasure more than e'en their fruits afford; 
Which, save himself who traUis them, none can 

feel. 
These therefore are his own peculiar charge; 
No meaner hand may discipline the shoots, 
None but his steel approach them. What Is 

weak, 
DIstemper'd, or has lost prolific powers, 
Impair'd by age, his unrelenting hand 
Dooms to the knife : nor does he spare the soft 
And succulent, that feeds its giant growth, 
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But barren, at the expense of neighboarlng 

twigs 
Less ostentatious, tkoA yet stadded tliick 
With hopeful gems. The rest no portion loft 
That may disgrace his art, or disappoint 
Large expectation, he disposes neat. 
At measured distances, tliat air and stm 
Admitted freely, may afford their aid, 
And ventilate and warm the swelling buds. 
Hence Summer has her riches, Autumn hence, 
'And hence e'en Winter fills his wither'd hand 
With blushing fruits, and plenty not his own.* 
Fair recompense of labour welfbestow'd, 
And wise precaution; which a clime so rude 
Makes needful still, whose Spring is but the 

child 
Of churlish Winter in her froward moods 
Discovering much the temper of l|pr sire. 
For oft, as If in her the stream of mild 
Maternal nature had reversed its course, 
She brings h«r Infants forth with many smiles: 
But, once delivered, kills them with a frown. 
He therefore, timely wam'd, himself supplies 
Her want of care, screening and keeping warm 
The plenteous bloom, that no rougn blast may 

sweep 
His garlands from the boughs. Again, as oft 
As the sun peeps, and vernal airs breathe mild. 
The fence with«lrawn, he gives them every 

beam. 
And spreads his hopes before the blaze of day. 
To raise the prickly and green-coated gourd, 
So grateful to the piuate. and when rare, 
So coveted, else base and dlsesteem'd— 
Food for the vulgar merely— is an art 
That toiling ages have but Just matured, 
And at this moment unassay'd in song. 
Ye gnats have had, and frogs and mice, long 

since. 
Their eulogy ; those sang the Mantnan bard: 
And these the Grecian, in ennobling strains ; 
And In thy numbers, JPhilips, shines for aye 
The solitury shilling. Pardon then. 
Ye sage dispensers of poetic fame, 
The ambition of one meaner far, whose powers, 
Presuming an attempt not less sublime, 
Pant for the praise oi dresshig to the taste 
Of critic appetite, no sordid fare, 
A encumber, while costly yet and scarce. 
The stable yields a stercoraceous heap. 
Impregnated with quick fermenting saltiE^ 
And potent to resist the freezing blast ; 
For, ere the beech and elm have cast their leaf 
Deciduous, when now November dark 
Checks vegettttion in the torpid plant 
Exposed to his cold breath, tne task begins. 
Warily tlierefore, and with prudent heed. 
He seeks a favoured spot ; that where he builds 

lie agglomerated pile his frame may front 
The sun's meridian disk, and at the back 
Enjoy close shelter, wall, or reeds, or hedge 
Impervious to the wind. First he bids spread 
Dry fern or lltter'd hay, that may imbibe 
The ascending damps ; then leisurely impose, 
And lightly, shaking it with agile hand 
From the full fork, the saturated straw. 
What longest binds the closest forms secure 
The shapely side, that as it rises takes. 
By Just degrees, an overhanging breadth, 
Sheltering the base with its projected eaves; 
The uplifted frame, compact at every Joint, 
And overlaid with clear translucent glass, 
He settles next upon the sloping mount. 
Whose sharp declivity shoots off secure 
From the dash'd pane, the deluge as it falls. 
He shuts it close, and the first labour ends. 
Thrice must the voluble and restless earth 
Spin round upon her axle, ere the warmth. 
Slow gathering In the midst, through the square 

mass 
Diffused, attain the surface ' when, behold ! 




Asks egress ; which obtaln'd, the overcharged 
And drench'd conservatory breathes abroad. 
In volumes wheeling slow, the vapour dank ; 
And, purified, rejoices to have lost 
Its foul inhabitant. But to assuage 
The Impatient fervour, which if first conceives 
Within its reeking bosom, threatening death 
To his young hopes, requires discreet delay. 
Kxperience, slow preceptress, teaching oft 
The way to glory by miscarriage foul. 
Must prompt htm, and admonish how to catch 
The auspicious moment, when the tcmper'd 

heat, 
Friendly to vital motion, maj' afford 
Soft fomentation, and invite the seed. 
The seed, selected wisely, plump, and smooth, 
And glossy, he commits to pots of size 
Diminutive, well fiU'd with well-prepared 
And fruitful soil, that has been treasured long. 
And drunk no moisture from the dripping 

clouds. 
These on the warm and genial earth, that bides 
Tlie smoking manure, and o'erspreads it all. 
He places lightly, and. as time subdues 
The rage of fermentation, plunges deep 
In tlie soft medium, till they stand immersed. 
Then rise the tender genns. upstarting quick, 
And spreading wide their spongy lobes; at 

first 
Pale, wan, and livid : but assuming soon, 
If fann'd by balmy and nutritious air, 
Strain'd through the friendly mats, a vivid 

green. 
Two leaves produced, two rough Indented 

leaves. 
Cautious he pinches from the second stalk 
A pimple, that portends a futnre sprout. 
And interdicts its growth. Then straight -soc- 

ceed 
The branches, sturdy to his utmost wish; 
Prolific all, and harbingers of more. 
The crowded roots demand enlargement now. 
And transplantation In an ampler space. 
Indulged In what they wish, they soon supply 
Large foliage, overshadowing golden flowers. 
Blown on the summit of the apparent fruit. 
These have their sexes; and when summer 

shines. 
The bee transports the fertilizing meal 
From flower to flower, and e'en the breathing 

air 
Wafts the rich prize to Its appointed use. 
Not so when winter scowls. Assistant Art 
Then acts In Nature's office, brings to pass 
The glad espousals, and ensures the crop. 
Grudge not, ye rich, (since Luxury mnst 

have 
His dainties, and the Worid's more nnmerons 

half 
Lives by contriving dellcates for you) 
Grudge not the cost. Ye little know the cares, 
The vigilance, the labour, and the skill. 
That day and night are exercised, and hang 
Upon the ticklish balance of suspense. 
That he may garnish your profuse regales 
With summer fruits brought forth by wintry 

suns. 
Ten thousand dangers lay In wait to thwart 
The process. Heat, and cold, and wind, and 

steam, 
Moisture, and drought, mice, worms, and swarm- 
ing files. 
Minute as dust, and nnmberiess, oft wortc 
Dire disappointment, that admits no cure. 
And which no care can obviate. It were long, 
Too long, to tell the expedients and the shifts 
Which he that fights a season so severe. 
Devises, while he guards his tender trust ; 
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And oft at last in vain. The learn d and wine 
Sarcastic wuaid exclaim, and Judf{« the umg 
Cold as its theme, and like its tliewe tiie fruit 
Of too much labour, worthless when prtiduced. 

Who loves a garden loves a greenlionse too. 
Unconsduus ofa less propitious clime. 
There blooms exotic beauty, warm and snuff. 
While the winds whistle and the snows descend 
The spiry myrtle, with uuwlthering lt>af 
Shines there, and fluurlshcs. The K<'lden boast j 
Of Portugal and western India there, ! 

The ruddier orange, and the |>aU*r lime, j 

Peep through their poUsh'd foliage at the storm, , 
And seem to smile at what they net'd not (ear. 
Tlic amoninm there with intermingling flowers 
And cherries, hangs her twigs. Geruilum 

boasts 
Her crimson honours : and the spangled bcao, 
Ficoides, glitters bright the winter l\^g. 
All plants, of every leave that can endure 
The winter's frown, If screen'd from his shrewd 

bite. 
Live there, and prosper. Those Ausonin claims, 
Levantine regions these ; the Azores scud 
Their Jessamine, her jessamine remote 
Caffrarla ; foreigners from many lands, 
They form one social shade, as if convened 
By magic smnmons of the Orphean lyre. 
Tet Just arrangement, rarely brought to pass 
Kut by a master's hand, disposing well 
Hie gay diversiti^ of leaf and flower. 
Must lend Its aid to lUastrate all their charms, 
And dress the regular yet various scene. 
Plant behind plant aspiring, in the van 
The dwarflsh, in the rear retired, but still 
Sublime above the rest, yet statelier stand. 
So (Mice were ranged the sous of ancient 

Rome, 
A noble show ! while Roscins trod the stage ; 
And so, while Oarrick, as renown'd as he. 
The sons of Albion : fearing each to lose 
Some note of Nature's music from his lips. 
And covetous of Shakespeare's beauty, seen 
In every flash of his far-beaming eye. 
Kor taste alone, and well-contrived display 
Suffice to give the marshall'd ranks tlie grace 
Of their complete effect Much yet remains 
Unsung, and many cares are yet behind, 
And more laborious ; cares on which depends 
Ihelr vigonr, injured soon, not soon restor'd. 
The soil mnat be renew'd, which often wash'd. 
Loses its treasure of salubrious salts. 
And disappoints the roots ; the slender roots 
Close interwoven, where they meet the vase. 
Must smooth be shorn away; the sapless 

branch 
Must fly before the knife ; the wither'd leaf 
Must be detach'd, and where it strews the 

floor 
Swept with a woman's neatness, breeding else 
Contagion, and disseminating death. 
Disciiarge but these kind offices (and who 
Would spare, Uiat loves them, offices like 

these ?) 
Well tlMy reward the toiL The sight is 

pleas d. 
The scent regtUad, each odoriferous leaf. 
Each opening blofwomu freely breathes abroad 
Its gratitude, and thanks him witli its sweets. 

So manifold, ail pleasing in their kind. 
All heaitliful, are the employs of rural life, 
Reiterated as the wheel of time 
Runs rodhd: still ending and beginning still. 
Nor are these ail To deck the sh.ipcly knoll. 
That softly swell'd and gaily dress'd appears 
A flowery island, from the dark green lawn 
Emerging, must be deem'd a labour due 
To no mean hand, and asks the touch of taste. 
Here aiw gratelui mixture of well-match'd 
And sorted hues (each giving each relief. 
And by contrasted beauty shining more) 
Is needful. Strength may wield the ponderous 

spade, 



May turn the clod, and wheel the compost 

houie; 
.*ut I'U'gunce. chiof grace the garden shows, 
And most attractive, Im the fair result 
Of thought, the cruuture of a iKjllHh'd mind. 
Without it all is gothlc as the scene 
Tu which the insipid citizen resorts 
Near yunder heath; where industry mls- 

s|H:nt, 
liut pr.-ud of his uncouth ill-<:hosen task, 
lias made a heaven on eartli ; with sunt tnd 

niouns 
Of close ramm'd stones has charged the encum- 

b<*r'd soli. 
And fairly laid the zodiac in the dust, 
lie, therefore, who w«ald see hib flowers dis- 

IM)!H.'d 

Sightly and In Just order, ere he gives 

Th beds the truttted treasure of their seed", 

Kurecasts the future whole ; that when the 

scene 
Shall break into its preconceived display. 
Each for itself, and all an with one voice 
CouHpiring, nmy attest his bright design. 
Nor even then, diKnilMsing as perfonu'd 
His pleasant work, may he suppose it done. 
Few sol/-suptK>rted flowers endure the wind 
Uninjured, but expect the upholding aid 
Of the smooth shaven prop, and, neatly tied, 
Are wedded thus, like t>eauty to old age. 
For interest sake, the living to tlie dead. 
Some clothe the soil that feeds them, far dif- 
fused 
And lowly creeping, modest and yet fair. 
Like virtue, thriving most where little seen; 
Some, more asiiiring, catch the neighbouring 

shrub 
With clasping tendrils, and invest his branch, 
Else imadorn'd. with many a gay festoon 
And fragrant chaplet, recompensing well 
The strength they borrow with the grace they 

lend. 
All hate the rank society of weeds. 
Noisome, and ever greedy to exhaust 
The impoverlsh'd earth ; an overbearing race. 
That, like the multitude made faction-mad. 
Disturb good order, and degrade true worth. 

O blest seclusion from a Jarring world, 
Which he, thus occupied, enjoys i Retreat 
Cannot indeed to guilty man restore 
Lost innocence, or cancel follies past; 
Rut it has peace, and much secures the mind 
From all assaults of evil : proving still 
A faithful barrier, not o'erleap'd with ease 
By vicious Custom, raging uncontroifd 
Abroad, and desolating public life. 
When neroe temptation, seconded within 
By traitor Appetite, and arm'd with darts 
Temper'd in Hell, invades the throbbing breast. 
To combat may be glorious, and success 
I'erhaps may crown us : but to fly is safe. 
Had I the choice of sublunary good. 
What could I wish, that I possess iu)t here ? 
Health, leisure, means to improve it, friendship, 

peace, 
No loose or wanton, though a wandering, muse, 
.\nc! constant occupation without care. 
Thr.s bless'd I draw a picture of that bliss ; 
Hopeless indeed, that dissipated minds. 
And profligate abusers of a world 
Created fair so much in vain for them. 
Should seek the guiltless Joys that I describe. 
Allured bv my report : but sure no less 
That seli-coudemn'd they must neglect the 

prize, 
And what they will not taste must yet ap- 
prove. 
What we admire we praise; and, when we 

praise. 
Advance it into notice, that, Its worth 
Acknowledged, others may admire it too. 
I therefore recommend^ thovL%Vi.«LX,\X^t\s9Ei. 
Of popular (Usgusl^ ^^l V»A'd\5 «V^ 
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BOOK IV.— THE WINTER EVENTNG. 



THE ABGUMENT. 

The post comes in— The newspaper is read— The world contemplated at a distance— Address to 
winter— The mrai amusements of a winter evening compared with the fashionable ones— Ad- 
dress to evening— A brown study— Fall of snow in the evening— The waggoner— A poor family 
piece— The rural thief— Public houses— The multitude of them censured— The farmer's 
daughter : what she was ; what she is— The simplicity of country manners almost lost— Causes 
of the change— Desertion of the country by the rich— Neglect of magistrates— The militia 
principally in fault— T}ie new recruit and his transformation— Reflection on bodies corporate— 
The love of rural objects natural to all, and never to be totally extinguished. 



Hark! 'tis the twanging horn o'er yonder 

bridge, 
Tliat with its wearisome but needful length 
Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her un wrinkled face reflected bright!— 
He comes, the herald of a noisy world. 
With spatter'd l>oots, strapp'd waist, and frozen 

loclu* 
News from *all nations lumbering at his back. 
True to his charge, the close-pack'd load behind, 
Tet, careless what he brings, his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the destined inn. 
And, having dropp'd the expected i>ag, pass on. 
He whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch, 
Cold and yet cheerful : messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some; 
To hhn indifferent whether grief or joy. 
Houses in ashes, and the falTof stocks. 
Births, deaths, and marriages, epistles wet 
With tears, that tricklea down the writer's 

dieeks 
Fast as the periods from his fluent qnllL 
Or ctiarged with amorous sighs or absent 

swuns. 
Or njymphs resjponsive, equally affect 
His norse and him, unconscious of them all. 
But O the important budget ! usher'd In 
With snch heart-shaking music, who cain sav 
What are its tidings? have our troops nwak'd? 
Or do they still, as if with opium drugg'd. 
Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic wave ? 
Is India free ? and does she wear her plumed 
And je weird tm'ban with a smile of peace. 
Or do we grind her still? The grand debate. 
The popular harangue, the tart reply. 
The lo^c, and the wisdom, and the wit. 
And the loud laugh- 1 long to know them all ; 
I bum to set the imprison'd wranglers free. 
And give them voice and utterance once again. 
Now stir the Are, and close the shutters fast, 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round. 
And, while the bubbling and loud hissing um 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups. 
That cheer, but not inebriate, wait on each, 
So let OS welcome peaceful evening in. 
Not such his evening, who with shinin? face 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and. s(]uc>e//d 
And bored with elbow points through both liis 

aides, 
Oatscolds the ranting actor on the stage : 
Hot his, who patient stands till his feet throb. 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
Of patriots bursting with heroic rage. 
Or placemen, all tranquillity and smiles. 
Ihis folio of four pages, happy work ! 
Which not e'en critics criticise ; that holds 
Inquisitive attention, while I read, 
Fast bound in chains of silence, which the fair. 
Though eloquent themselves, yet feur to break; 
Wluit is it, but a map of busy life, 
Its fluctuations, and its vast concerns? 
Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts Ambition. On the summit see 
The seals of office tfiitter in bia eyes ; 



He climbs, he pants, he grasps them ! At his 

heels, 
Close at his heels a demagogue ascends. 
And with a dexterous Jerk, soon twists him 

down. 
And wins them, but to lose them in his turn. 
Here rills of oily eloquence, in soft 
Meanders lubricate the course they take ; 
The modest speaker is ashamed and grieved 
To engross a moment's notice ; and yet l)egs, 
Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts, 
However trivial all that he conceives. 
Sweet bashfulness! it claims at least this 

praise; 
ThQ dearth of information and good sense. 
That it foretells us, always comes to pass. 
Cataracts of declamation thunder here ; 
There forests of no meaning spread the page. 
In which all comprehension wanders lost ; 
While fields of pleasantry amuse us there 
With merry descants on a nation's woes. 
The rest appears a wilderness of strange 
But gay confusion; roses for the cheeks 
And lilies for the brows of faded age. 
Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald. 
Heaven, earth, and ocean, plunder'd of tlieir 

sweets, 
Nectareous essences, Olympian dews. 
Sermons, and city feasts and favourite airs, 
ethereal journeys, submarine exploits, 
And ELaterfelto, with his hair on end 
At his own wonders, wondering for his bread. 
'Tis pleasant, through the loopholes of re- 
treat, 
To peep at such a world ; to see the stir 
Of the great Babel, and not feel the cro vd ; 
To hear the roar she sends through all her 

gates 
At a safe distance, where the dying sound 
Fails a soft murmur on the uninjured ear. 
Thus sitting, and surveying thus at ease 
The globe and its concerns, I seem advanced 
To some secure and more than mortal height. 
That liberates and exempts me fn^m them all. 
It turns submitted to my view, turns round 
With all its generations ; I behold 
The tumult, and am still. The sound of war 
Has lost its terrors ere it reaches me; 
Grieves, but alarms me not. I mourn the pride 
And avarice that makes man a wolf to man ; 
Hear the faint echo of those brazen throats, 
By which he speaks the language of his heart. 
And sigh, but never tremble at the sound. 
He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
From flower to flower, so he from land to landr 
The manners, customs, policy of all 
Pay contribution to the store he gleans ; 
He sucks intelligence in every clime, 
And spreads the honey of his deep research 
At his return— a rich repast for me. 
He travels, and I too. I tread his deck. 
Ascend his topmast, through Ms\>«fttVa!¥.V3^^ 
Discover counttVe*, w\x,Yv tt.VJk.-a^xt^tvfcvtx. 
Buffer h\s ^oes, on^ «\i«.t« Vcv\i^& ^aKa.v^<^\ 
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Willie fancy, like the finger of a clock, 
Runs the great circuit, and is still at home, 

O Winter, ruler of the inverted year. 
Thy scatter'd hair with sleet like ashes flU'd, 
Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fringed with a beard made white with other 

snows , . 

Than those of age, thy forehead wrapp'd m 

clouds, 
A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne 
A sliding car, indebted to no wheels, 
Bnt urged by storms along its slippery way, 
I love tnee, all unlovely as thou seom^st. 
And dreaded as thou art! Thou hold'st the 

sun 
A prisoner in the yet nndawning east, 
Shortening his journey between mom and noon, 
And hurrying him, impatient of his stay, 
Down to the rosy west ; but kindly fitill 
Compensating his loss with added hours 
Of social converse, and Instructive ease. 
And gathering, at short notice, in one group 
The family dispersed, and fixing thought, 
Not less dispersed by daylight and its cares. 
I crown thee king of intimate delights. 
Fireside enjoyments, home-born happiness, 
And all the comforts that the lowly roof 
Of nndlsturb'd Retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted evening, know. 
No rattling wheels stop short before these gates ; 
No powder'd pert proficient in the art 
Of sounding an alarm assaults these doors 
Till the street rings : no stationary steeds 
Cough their own knclif -while heedless of the 

sound. 
The silent circle fan themselves, and quake: 
But here the needle piles its busy task. 
The pattern grows, the well-depleted flower. 
Wrought patiently into the snowy lawn. 
Unfolds its bosom ; buds, and leaves, and sprigs, 
And curling tendrils, gracefully disposed, 
Follow the nimble finger of the fair ; 
A wreath, that cannot fade, of flowers that blow 
With most success, when all besides decay. 
The poet's or historian's ])age by one 
Made vocal for the amusement of the rest : 
The sprightly lyre, whose treasure of sweet 

sounds 
The touch from many a trembling chord shakes 

out; 
And the clear voice, symphonious, yet distinct, 
And In the charming strife triumphant still, 
Beguile the night, and set a keener edffe 
On female Industry : the threaded steel 
Flies swiftly, and unfelt the task proceeds. 
The volume closed, the customary rites 
Of the last meal commence. A Roman meal. 
Such as the mistress of the world once found 
Delicious, when her patriots of high note. 
Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doors, 
And under an old oak's domestic Khade. 
Enjoy'd, spare feast! a radish and an cge. 
Discourse ensues, not trivial, yet not dull. 
Nor such as with a frown forbids the play 
Or fancy, or proscribes the sound of mirth: 
Nor do we madly, like an impious world. 
Who deem religion frenzy, and the God 
That made them an Intruder on their joys. 
Start at his awful name, or deem his praise 
A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone, 
Exciting oft our gratitude and love. 
While we retrace with Memory's pointiagwand, 
That calls the past to our exact review, 
The dangers we have 'scaped, the broken snare, 
The disappointed foe, deliverance found 
Unlook'd for, life preserved, and peace restor'd 
Fruits of omnipotent eternal love. 
O evenings worthy of the gods ! exclaim'd 
The Sabine bard. O evenings, I reply, 
3fore to be priz'd and coveted than yours. 
As mom IJlnmtn'd, and with nobler tniths, 
"T^at r, and mine, and thoae we lore, enjoy. 
Is Winter bideoas In & garb like this ? 



Needs he the tragic fur, the smoke of lamps, 
llie pent-up breath of an unsavuury throng. 
To thaw him into feeling: or the smart 
And snappish dialogue, that flippant wits 
Call comedy, to prompt him with a smile ? 
The self-complacent actor, when he views 
(Steeling a side-long glance at a full house. 
The slope of faces from the floor to the roof 
(As if one master spring controU'd them all), 
Relax'd Into a universal grin. 
Sees not a countenance there, that speaks of Joy 
Half so refined or so sincere as ours. 
Cards wore superfluous here, with nil the tricks 
That idleness has ever yet contrived 
To fill the void of an unf nmish'd brain, 
To palliate dulncss, and give time a shove. 
Time, as he passes ns, has a dove's wing, 
Unsoird, and swift, and of a silken sound; 
But the World's Time Is Time In masquerade ! 
Theirs, should I paint him, has his pinions 

fledged 
With motley pltunes; and, where the peacock 

shows 
His azure eyes, is tlnctnr'd black and red 
With spots quadrangular of diamond form, 
EnsanguliVd hearts, clubs typical uf strife. 
And spades, the emblem of untimely graves. 
What should be, and what was an hour-glass 

once. 
Becomes a dice-box, and a billiard mace 
Well does the work of his destructive scythe. 
Thus deck'd, he charms a world whom Fashkm 

blinds 
To his true worth, most pleased when idle most; 
Whose only happy are their wasted hours. 
E'en misses, at wiiose age their mothers vrore 
The backstrlng and the bib, assume the dresb 
Of womanhood, fit pupils In the school 
Of card-devoted Time, and, night l»y night. 
Placed at some vacant corner of the board. 
Learn every trick, and soon play all the game. 
Bnt truce with censure. Rowing as I rove. 
Where shall I find an end, or how proceed Y 
As he that travels far, oft turns aside. 
To view some rugged rock or mouldering tower. 
Which seen, delights him not; then, coming 

home. 
Describes and prints it, that the world may 

know 
How far he went for what was nothing worth; 
So I, with brush in hand, and pallet spread, 
With colours mix'd for a far different use. 
Paint cards, and dolls, and every Idle thing 
That Fancy finds in her excursive flights. 

Come, Evening, once again, season of p«ice; 
Return, sweet Evening, and continue long! 
Methlnks I see thee in the streaky west. 
With matron step slow moving, while the Night 
'i'reads on thy sweeping train ; one hand 

cmploy'd 
In letting fall the curtain 'of repose 
On bird and beast, the other charged for man 
With pweet oblivion of the cares <jf day : 
Not sumptuously adom'd. not needing aid. 
Like homely-featured Night, of clustering 

gems! 
A star or two, just twinkling on thy brow. 
Suffices thee : save that the moon is thine 
No less than hers, not worn Indeed on high 
With ostentatious pageantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in thy purple zone. 
Resplendent less, but of an ampler round. 
Come then, and thou shalt find thy rotar;* 

calm. 
Or make me so. Composure is thy gift : 
And, whether I devote thy gentle hours 
To books, to music, or the roet's toll; 
To weaving n<*ts for blrd-allurlng fmit ; 
Or twining silken threads round ivory reels. 
When thi'y command wliom man was bom to 

please, 
1 8\\g\\i i\\ee wot, \jwx -nuOke thee welcome rtilL 
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[fflito, by clear reflection maltlplied 
nany a mirrur, in whicli ho of Giith, 
, might have seen hlR giant bulk 
withont stooping, towering crest and all, 
asnres too begin. Bat lue perhaps 
iwlDff hearth may satisfy awhile 
Bint Illnmination, that uplifts 
adows of the ceiling, there by fits 

8r nncouthly to the quivering flainc, 
ellghtf ni is an hour to me 
It in pariunr twiliglit : sucli a gloom 
rell the thoughtful or untliinlLing mind, 
nd contemplative, with some new theme 
.nt, or indisposed alllLe to alL 

ye, who boast your mure mcrcorial 
owers, 

over felt a stupor, Iluow no panso, 
ed one ; I am conscious, and confesn, 
IS, a sool that does not always thinic 
has Fancy lodicrooa and wild 
d with a walLlng dream of houses, 
fwers, 

churches, and strange visages, ex- 
ress'd 

red cinders, while with poring eye 
U myself creating what i saw. 
8 amus'd, have I quiescent watcli'd 
>ty films, that play upon the bars, 
DOS, and foreboding, In the view 
tratition, prophesying still, 
I still deceived, some stranger's near ap- 
roach. 

u the understanding takes repose 
lent vacuity of tbou^ht, 
leept and la refreshed. Meanwhile the 
ice 

Is the mood lethargic with a mask 
> deliberation, as the man 
ask*d to his foil strength, absorb'd and 

(St. 

't, reclined at ease, I lose an honr 

ling, till at length the freezing blast 

iweeps the bolted shatter, summons 

sme 

collected powers : and, snapping short 

tassy threads, with which the fancy 

eaves 

ttle tolls, restores me to myself. 

Jm Is my recess; and how the frost, 

abroad, and the rough wind endear 

ioce and the warmth enjoy'd within! 

he woods and fields at close of day 

^ted show; the meadows green, 

. faded; and the lands, where lately 

aved 

deh harvest, of a mellow brown, 

'd so lately by the forceful share. 

ir oflf the weedy fallows smile 

srdore not nnprofltabie. grazed 

ks, fast feeding, and selecting each 

iroarite herb; while all the leafless 

'oves 

drt the horizon, wore a sable hoe 

notlc'd in the kindred dusk of eve. 

row brings a change, a total chaitige ! 

even now, thoagh silently performed, 

wly, and by most unfelt, tne face 

ersal natnre nndergoes. 

Is a fleecy shower : the downv flakes 

ding, ana with never-ceasing lapse, 

dighting npon all below, 

ate ail objects. Earth receives 

the thickening mantle : and the green 

ider blade, that fear'd the ciiUling blast, 

3 unhurt t>eneath so warm a vetL 

ih a world so thorny, and where none 

appiness nnblighted ; or, if found, 

t some thistly sorrow at its side ; 

s the part of wisdom, and no sin 

: the law of love, to measure lots 

ess distinguish'd than ourselves; that 

tos 

f with paticnoe baar oar moderate Ills, 



And sympathize with others safferlng more. 
Ill faruit ttiu travulier now, and tie that stalks 
In ponderous tioots b side Ms reeking team. 
TIiu wuin goes heavily, iin|K>ded sore 
liy oongregarcd luad«(, adhering cluso 
To the clogg'd whe..ls ; and in its nlugglsh pace 
Noiseless apiiears a moving hill of snuw. 
The toiling steeds expand ihe nostrlib wide, 
While every breath, by respiration strong 
Forced downward, is consulldated nwrn 
Upon their Jutting cho^ts. He, f(»nn'd ro bear 
The pelting brunt of the t(>ni|M>HtU(>U8 night. 
With half-shut eyes, and pucker'd cheeks, and 

teeth 
Presented bare against the storm, i lods on. 
One hand secures his hat, save wlien wiili 

both 
He brandishes his pliant length of whip. 
Res -unding oft, aira never heard in vain. 
O happy! and, in my account denied 
That senHlbllity of pain, with which 
Ucflncment is endued, thrice happy thou! 
Thy frame, robust and hardy, feels indeed 
The piercing cold, but feels it nnimpair'd. 
The learned finger never need expli>r« 
Thy vigorous pulse : and the unhenlthfal cai't. 
That breathes the spleen, and searches every 

bone 
Of the infirm. Is wholesome air to thee. 
Thy days roll on exempt from household care ; 
Tliy waggon is thy wife ; and the poor beasts, 
That drag the dull companion to and fro. 
Thine ticlpless charge, dependent on thy care. 
Ah, treat them kindly ! rude as thou appear'st, 
Yet show them tboa hast merey! which the 

great, 
With needlesB harry whirl'd from place to 

place. 
Humane as they would seem, not always show. 

Poor, yet industrious, modest, quiet, neat. 
Such claim compassion in a night like this, 
And have a friend in evory feeling heart. 
Warm'd, while it lasts, by labour, all day lon|^ 
Thev brave the season, and yet find at eve, 
111 clad, and fed bat sparely, time to cool. 
The frugal hoosewife trembles when she Ilghtsi 
Her scanty stock of brushwood, biasing clear. 
But dying soon, like all terrestrial Joys. 
The few small embers left, she nurses well ; 
And, while her infant race, with outspread 

hands. 
And crowded knees, sit cowering o*er tiac 

sparks. 
Retires, content to quake, so they be warm'd. 
The man feels least, as more inured than she 
To winter, and the cnrrent in his veins 
More briskly moved by his severer toll ; 
Yet he too finds bis own distress in theirs. 
The taper soon extinguished, which I saw 
Dangled along at the cold finger's end 
Just when the day declined; and the brown 

loaf 
Lodged on the thelf, half eaten without sauce 
Of savoury cheese, or butter, costlier still : 
Sleep seems their only refuge : for, alas ! 
Where penury is felt the thought is chain'd. 
And sweet colloqidal pleasures are but fewl 
With aU this thrift they thrive not. All the 

care 
Ingenious Parsimony takes, but Jast 
Saves the small Inventory, bed. and stool. 
Skillet, and old carved chest, from public sale. 
They nve, and live without extorted alms 
From grudging hands: but other boast have 

none 
To soothe their honest pride, that scorns to beg. 
Nor comftnrt else, but it their mutual love. 
I praise you much, ye meek and patient pair. 
For ye are worthy : choosing ratner far 
A dry bat independent cmst, hard eam'd, 
And eaten with a sigh, than to endure 
The rugged trowuik «a<^ ViAicAeQL\.x^vA.% 
Oi knav^a Va of&cA^ ipwrtiaaXVii Vda'wq^^- 



38 



COWPEE'S POETICAL WORKS. 



Of distribution : liberal of their aid 
To clamorous Importunity in rags, 
But oft-times deaf to suppliants, who would 

blush 
To wear a tattered garb, however coarse, 
Whom famine cannot reconcile to filth ; 
These ask with painf nl shrness. and refused 
Because deserving, siiently retire ! 
But be ye of good courage 1 Time itself 
Shall much befriend you. Time shall give in- 
crease; 
And all your numerous progeny, well train'd. 
Rut helpless, in few years shall find their hands, 
And labour too. Meanwhile ye shall not want 
What, conscious of your virtues, we can spare, 
2?or what a wealthier than ourselves may send. 
I mean the man who, when the distant poor 
Need help, denies them nothing but his name. 
But poverty with most, who whimper forth 
Their complaints, is self-inflicted woe; 
The effect of laziness or sottish waste. 
Now goes the nightly thief prowling abroad 
For plunder ; much solicitous how best 
He may compensate for a day of sloth. 
By works of darkness and nocturnal wrong. 
Woe to the gardener's pale, the farmer's hedge, 
Plash'd neatly, and secured with driven stakes 
Deep in the loamy bank ! Uptorn by strength, 
Resistless in so bad a cause, but lame 
To better deeds, he bundles up the spoil, 
An ass's burden, and, when laden most 
And heaviest, light of foot steals fast away; 
Nor does the boarded hovel better guard 
The well-stack'd pile of riven logs and roots 
From his pernicious force. Nor will he leave 
Unwrencn'd the door, however well secured, 
Where Chanticleer amidst his harem sleeps 
In unsnspectirg pomp. Twitch'd from the 

perch. 
He gives the princely bird, with all his wives. 
To his voracious bag, struggling in vain, 
And loudly wondering at the sadden change. 
Nor this to feed his own. 'Twere some excuse, 
Did pity of their sufferings warp aside 
His principle, and tempt him into sin 
For their support, so destitute. But they 
Neglected pine at home ; themselves, as more 
Exposed than others, with less scruple made 
His victims, robb'd of their defenceless all. 
Cruel is all he does. 'Tis quenchless thirst 
Of ruinous ebriety, that prompts 
His every action, and imbrutes the man. 
O for a law to noose the villain's neck 
Who starves his own ; who persecutes the blood 
He gave them in his children's veins, and hates 
And wrongs the woman he has sworn to love ! 
Pass where we may, through city or through 
town. 
Village, or hamlet, of this merry land. 
Though lean and beggar'd every twentieth pace 
Conducts the unguarded nose to such a vrhitt 
Of stale debauch, forth issuing from the styes 
That Law has licensed, as makes Temperance 

reel 
There sit, involved and lost in curling clouds 
Of Indian fume, and guzzling deep, the boor. 
The lackey, and the groom: the craftsman there 
Takes a Lethean leave of all his toil ; 
Smith, cobbler. Joiner, he that plies the shears. 
And he that kneads the dough ; all loud alike. 
All learned, and all drunk ! the fiddle screams 
Plaintive and piteous, as it wept and wail'd 
Its wasted tones and harmony unheard: 
fierce the dispute whate'er the theme; while 

she. 
Fell Discord, arbitress of such debate, 
Perch'd on the sign-post, holds with even hand 
Her undecisive scales. In this she lays 
A weight of ignorance ; in that, of pride ; 
And smiles delighted with the eternal poise. 
Zf/re ta the /regnent curse, and its twin sound, 
The cheek-^stendtng oath^ not to be praised 
-As oraamentaJ, maaical, polite^ 



Like those which modem senators employ. 
Whose oath is rhetoric, and who swear for 

fame! 
Behold the schools in which plebeian minds, 
Once simple, are initiated in arts. 
Which some may practise with politer grace. 
But none with readier skill!— 'tis here they 

learn 
The road that leads from competence and peace 
To indigence and rapine ; till at last 
Society, grown weary of the load. 
Shakes her encnmber'd lap, and casts them out. 
But censure profits little : vain the attempt 
To advertise In verse a public pest. 
That, like the filth with which the peasant 

feeds 
His hungry acres, stinks, and is of use. 
The excise is fatten'd with the rich result 
Of all this riot : and ten thousand casks. 
For ever dribbling out their base contents, 
Touch'd by the Midas finger of the state. 
Bleed gold for ministers to sport away. 
Drink, and be mad then; 'tis your country 

bids! 
Gloriously drunk, obey the important call ! 
Her cause demands the assistance of your 

throats :— 
Ye all can swallow, and she asks no more. 

Would I bad fallen upon those happier days. 
That poets celebrate ; those golden times. 
And tnose Arcadian scenes that Maro sings. 
And Sidney, warbler of poetic prose. 
Nymphis were Dianas then, and swains had 

hearts 
That felt their virtues: Innocence, it seems. 
From courts dismiss'd, found shelter in the 

groves ; 
The footsteps of Simplicity, impress'd 
Upon the yielding herbage, (so they sing) 
Tlien were not ail effaced : then 8i)eccli profane. 
And manners profligate were rarely found. 
Observed as prodigies, and soon reclaim'd. 
Van wish! those days were never: airy 

dreams 
Sat for the picture : and the poet's hand, 
Imparting substance to an empty shade. 
Imposed a gay delirium for a truth. 
Grant it:— I still must envy them an age. 
That favour'd such a dream ; in days like these 
Impossible, when Virtue is so scarce. 
That to suppose a scene where she presides, 
Is tramontane, and stumbles all belief. 
No : we are pollsh'd now. The rural lass 
Whom once ner virgin modesty and grace. 
Her artless manners, and her neat attire. 
So dignified, that she was hardly lesj 
Than the fair shepherdess of old romance. 
Is seen no more. The character is lost ! 
Her head, adorn'd with lappets pinn'd aloft. 
And ribands streaming gay, superbly raised, 
And magnified beyond all human size, 
Indebted to some smart wig-weaver's hand 
For more than half the tresses it sustains; 
Her elbows ruflled. and her tottering form 
Ill-propp'd upon French heels; she might be 

deem'd 
(But that the basket dangling on her arm 
Interprets her more truly) ot a rank 
Too proud for dairy work, or sale of eggs. 
Expect her soon with foot-boy at her iieels. 
No longer blushing for her awkward load. 
Her train and her umbrella all her care ! 
The town has tinged the country; and the 

stain 
Appears a spot upon a vestal's robe. 
The worse for what it soils. Tlie fashion runs 
Down into scenes still rural; but, alas! 
Scenes rarely graced with rural manners now! 
Time was when In the pastoral retreat 
The unguarded door was safe; men did not 

watch 
To invade another*s right, or guard their own. 
Then sleep vr&s undisturb'd by fear, onsoared 
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mken bowlings ; and the chilling tale 
tnight murder was a wonder heard 
lonbtfnl credit, told to frightened babes., 
rewell now to unsuspicious nights, 
umbers onalarm'd ! Now, ere yon sleep. 
At your poUsh'd arms be primed with 
are, 

rop the nightbolt :— ruffians are abroad : 
le first 'lanun of the cock's shrill throat 
roye a trumpet, summoning your ear 
rid sounds of hostile feet within, 
oylight has its dangers ; and the walk 
in pathless wastes and woods, unconscious 
noe 

Br tenants than melodious birds, 
miess flocks, is hazardous and bold, 
ited change ! to which full many a cause 
rate, hopeless of a cure conspires, 
arse of human thinc^s from good to ill, 
til to worse, is fatal, neyer fails, 
se of power begets increase of wealth ; 
I, luxury ; and luxury excess ; 
t, the scrofulous and Itchy plague, 
eizes first the opulent, descends 
next rank contagions, and in time 
downward all the graduated scale 
3r, from the chariot to the plough. 
;li, and they that haye an arm to check 
ense of the lowest in degree, 
their office ; and themselyes. Intent 
unre. haunt the capital, and thus 
the yiolence of lawless hands 
t the scenes their presence might protect. 
rlty herself not seldom sleeps, 
h resident and witness of the wrong, 
amp conylyial parson often bears 
agisterial sword in yain, and lays 
rerence and his worship both to rest 
same cushion of habitual sloth. 
M timidity restrains his arm; 
he should strike he trembles, and sets 
ree, 

if enslayed by terror of the band, 
idacious conyict, whom he dares not bind, 
w, though by profession ghostly pure, 
I may haye his yice, and sometimes proye 
ftinty than becomes his graye outside 
■atiye concerns. Examine well 
lilk-white hand: the palm is hardly 
lean- 
ire and there an ugly smutch appears. 
;wa8 a bribe that left it : ho hast touch'd 
)tion ! Whoso seeks an audit here 
ions, pays his tribute, game or fish, 
>wl or yenison, and his errand speeds, 
(aster far, and more than all the rest, 
e cause, which none, who bears a spurk 
lie ylrtue, ever wish'd removed, 
the deplored and mischieyous effect, 
iyersal soldiership has stabb'd 
lart of merit in the meaner class, 
through the yanity and brainless rage 
se that bear them, in whatever cause, 
nost at variance with all moral good, 
compatible with serious thought. 
>wn, the child of nature, without guile, 
rlth an Infant's ignorance of all 
B own simple pleasures; now and then 
itling-match, a foot-race, or a fair ; 
»t«d, and trembles at the news : 
sh he doffs his hat, and mumbling swears 
$-oath to be whate'er they please, 
le knows not what. The task perform'd, 
istant he becomes the Serjeant's care, 
pil, and his torment, and his jest. 
'Kward gait, his introverted toes, 
knees, round shoulders, and dejected 
>oks, 

•e him many a curse. By slow degrees 
to learn, and form'd of stubborn stuff, 
: by slow degrees puts off himself, 
conscious of a change, and likes it well ; 
iftds erect ; his slouch becomes a walk ; 



He steps right onward, martial in his air. 
His form and movement; is as smart above 
As meal and larded locks can make him ; wears 
His hat, or his plumed helmet, with a gi'ucc ; 
And, his three years of hero-ship expired. 
Returns indignant to the slighted plough. 
He hates the field, in which no fife or drum 
Attends him ; drives his cattle to a march ; 
And sighs for the smart comrades he has left. 
'Twere well if his exterior change were all— 
But with his clumsy port the wretch has lost 
His ignorance and harmless manners tou. 
To swear, to game, to drink ; to show at home. 
By lewdness, idleness, and Sabbath-breach, 
The great proficiency he made ab oad ; 
To astonish and to grieve his gazing friends: 
To break some maiden's and his mother's heart • 
To be a pest where he was useful once ; 
Are his sole aim. and all his glory now. 

Man in society Is like a flower 
Blown in its native bed : 'tis there alone 
His faculties, expanded in full bloom. 
Shine out ; there only reach their proper use. 
But man, associated and leagued with nmu 
By regal warrant, or self-join'd by bond 
For interest-sake, or swarming into clans 
Beneath one head for purposes of war. 
Like flowers selected from the rest, and bound 
And bundled close to fill some crowded vase. 
Fades rapidly, and by compression marr'd, 
Contracts defilement not to be endured. 
Hence charter'd boroughs are such public 



plagues ; 
burghe 



And burghers, men immaculate perhaps 

In all their private functions, once combined. 

Become a loathsome body, only fit 

For dissolution, hurtful to the main. 

Hence merchants, unimpeachable of sin 

Against the charities of domestic life, 

Incorporated, seem at once to lose 

Their nature ; and, disclaiming all regard 

For mercy and the common rights of man. 

Build factories with blood, conducting trade 

At the sword's point, and dyeing the white 

robe 
Of innocent commercial Justice red. 
Hence too the field of glory, as the world • 
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bright array. 
With all its majesty of thundering pomp. 
Enchanting music and immortal wreaths. 
Is but a school, where thoughtlessness is taught 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, gallantry for every vice. 

But slighted as it is, and by the great 
Abandon'd, and, which still I more regret. 
Infected with the manners and the modes 
It knew not once, the country wins me still. 
I never framed a wish, or formed a plan. 
That fiatter'd me with hopes of earthly bliss, 
But there I laid the scene, "niere early stray'd 
My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 
Hud found me, or the hopes of being free. 
My very dreams were rural ; rural too 
The first-bom efforts of my youthful muse. 
Sportive and jingling her poetic bells. 
Ere yet her ear was mistress of their powers. 
No bard could please me but whose lyre was 

tuned 
To nature's praises. Heroes and their feats 
Fatj^ued me, nevey weary of the pipe 
Of ^tyrus. assembling, as he sang. 
The rustic throng beneath his favourite beech. 
Then Milton had indeed a poet's charms : 
New to my taste his Paradise surpass'd 
The struggling efforts of my boyish tongue 
To speak its excellence. I danced for joy. 
I marvell'd much, that, at so ripe an age 
As tyrlce seven years, his beauties had then 

first 
Engaged my wonder: and admiring still. 
And still admiring with regret supposed 
The joy half lost, because not sooner found. 
There too, eiULmoxLx'<liol X\)A VAft\^sss%A.^ 
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Patbetic in its praise, in its pursuit 
Determined, and possessing it at lust 
Witb transports, such as favoar'd lovers feel, 
I stadied, prized, and wlsliM that I had known 
Ingenlons Cowley ! and, though now reclaimed 
By modern lights from an erroneoa* taste, 
I cannot bat lament thy splendid wit 
Entangled in the cobwebs of the schools. 
I still revere thee, courtly, though retired; 
Though stretched at ease in Chertsey's silent 

bowers. 
Not unemployed ; and finding rich amends 
For a lost world in solitude and verse. 
'Tls bom with all : the love of Nature's wortu 
Is an ingredient in the compound man, 
Infused at the creation of the kind. 
And, though the Almighty Maker has thrcmgb- 

out 
Discriminated each from each, by strokes 
And touches of his hand, with so much art 
Diversified, that two were never found 
Twins at all points— yet this obtains in all, 
That all discern a beauty in his works. 
And all can taste them : minds, that have been 

form'd 
And tutor'd, with a relleh more exact. 
But none without some relish, none unmoved. 
It is a fiame, that dies not even there. 
Where nothing feeds it: neither business, 

crowds. 
Nor habits of luxurious city life. 
Whatever else they smother of true worth 
In human bosoms, quench it or abate. 
The villas with which London stands begirt 
Like a swarth Indian with his belt of beads. 
Prove it. A breath of nnadulterate air. 
The glimpse of a green pasture, how they cheer 
The citizen, and brace his languid frame ! 
E'en in the stlflingbosom of the town 
A garden, in which nothing thrives, has charms 
That soothe the rich possessor; much consoled. 
That here and there some sprigs of mournful 

mint. 
Of nightshade, or valerian, grace the well 
He cultivates. These serve nim with a hint, 
That nature lives ; that sigfatprefrwhing green 



Is still the livery she delights to wear, 
Tliongh sicklv samples of the exuberant whole. 
What are the casements lined with creeping 

herbs. 
The prouder sashes fronted with a range 
Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed. 
The Frenchman's darling?* Are they not all 

proofs. 
That man, immured in cities, still retains 
His inborn inextinguishable thirst 
Of rural scenes, comrensatinc his loss 
By supplemental shifts, the best he may ? 
The most unfuruish'd with the means of Uf^ 
And they, that never pass their brick-wall 

bounds. 
To range the fields, and treat their lungs with 

air. 
Yet feel the burning instinct : over head 
Suspend their crazy boxes, planted thick. 
And water'd duly. There the pitcher stands, 
A fragment, and the spoutless teapot there; 
Sad witnesses how close-pent man regrets 
The conntrv, with what ardour he contrives 
A peep at ligature, when he can no more. 

Hail, therefore, patroness of health and ease. 
And contemplation, heart-consoling Jovs, 
And harmless pleasures, in the thronged abodft 
Of multitudes unknown ! hail, rural life ! 
Address himself who will to the pursallt 
Of honours, or emolument, or fame ; 
I shall not add myself to such a chase. 
Thwart his attempts, or envy his success. 
Some must be great Great offices will hare 
Great talents. And God gives to every mau 
The virtue, temper, understanding, taste, 
That lifts him into life, and lets him fall 
Just in the niche he was ordaia'd to flIL 
To the deliverer of an injured land 
He gives a tongue to enlarge upon, a heart 
To feel, and courage to redress her wrongs; 
To monarchs dignity ; to Indges sense ; 
To artists ingenuity and akiU ; 
To me, an unambitious mind, content 
In the low vale of life, that early telt 
A wish for ease and leisure, and ere long 
Found here that teisure and that ease I wisb'd. 
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THE lAUK. 

BOOK v.— THE WUfTBE MOBNINa WAIK. 



THE ABOCMEKT. 

A raoeTT manliw— nte foMtniJaiif c*ul*-ne noodmsn UM hit 4iu— IlM poMltfy— WlilmlMl 

cDecti of froal M nmtoMI— nwEmpcHiof BrhIs'b paJuci ul hs-AniHSiMiU of luiiaiiitgli*— 

MnJtf canmiMd— lbs bum*, ind ft pilHiut thore— ubenr LtaB cUbI t""-""-'"'"" u( 
tuLi ADDiurT— Modem pslrhMISD qieitioublo. iinil wbyw-Thu jwrUbnUt nauin of the boit 
IminiB liuHti>lsii«--8|iWtul llboHr not pcsMubla— The tlarkb tOM o{ man bj mlnro 
■Utsd— The[r dllTsreDl treetnHnl— iUpnj trcedom ol the miui wban glMa DUtU Ira«— Bit 
TO mornlnj; and thB mn. Willi raddr orb i Noir (tom tlM rooat, ot from Um MltlilwiiTbig 

Tbat crowd mw«j befort Ibe diivjny wUid, ' When-dULnnt tocauhthft flnt ralot glcuji 

Reeemble moil lome city Id e bUue. L'ome LrooploA at tho buoHwUe'B well-^novn 

J4«Bn ttamBffli Lbfl luOaa VDOd. Uli ifeatiiM- / .cell 



m Ibe >iiD*r Tale. 

fltnubeie leDgtbofaliidoir o'eribcfleld. 
Mbie, BpUidllDf Into loDcltule InjnwDee, 

Thitl nynU em ioc i ll«cliu thulB. 



Ai thu dtiltn'd to mock me, at ib^ ildc 

at coMM^ midi *lwc the pUMar'd^wiU. 
ipmlaniu Mfbtl tUeUcawUlioiit UHmaiL 
Ita ▼oiflni* otiba plab Ueo buled (lee|i 
BaiulhthsduiliWdiihBBi UMl iha Mhti 
And oMiHr p'tifc -rT**^-r o'er tbe rant, 
01 UM imdiGtIy utdUMaii, WW ifaliM 
CoBwIcaawii aid ki bright appanl clad, 
A^SAnd with hiyfealbon. iMd laporh. 
llMflhttIa moam in oomen, where tliefunco 






H w and UtaoTriadi. (hat Inaunmar cheer 
Th UUaaDdniil wit"-' " 









e corer'd cloeet and iMTTj-bearlDr th 

Ford [Ju emaUar ralnsEKls no aupply. 
_ .je loDf pro(raol«d lifoiu' of tbe year, 
TbJiHiD tbelr Dnmeiou aocka. Inch 



: 0( voided pnlu or baU-dUMed iralb, 
: The itreanu an lut amid the ■ptcndld blank, 
O'erwbeimlnaan dlaUnotton. Onifaadood, 
' aU fls'd, the esowT wtiglil 



SS!)nlh.» 



With iTonr ttetn.'orptaiflu It wl* Wh imout; 

HeedleHof all hla prank% tbe sturdy <^url 

HoTea rlatiE (ovrnra tbe mark: nor Mopi lor ^ ..^ |.^.».^ »^ .^^ y^ 
■n(Sl IH.reglltlsrlnBluS; 



!»bl>ly(ii1fbclinr: 
-..^ .uc llgbl and amahy mlal 



„ 'Rftw^Wai.ilQSf* 



43 COWPEB'H POETICAL 1 

That trickle down th* bninebei, lut congeil'd, 

Sboot lots pUlui ot peUadil iBoglti, 

And pnp at DOa Oij tmt idoni'd before. 

Hen mtto lAun fnCto nfe deflea 

TM ambMrni Uiani embcM'd and fretted wild, 

Tb* frovliif Tondttr tikBi B UionuDd sbapsfl 

GonilHii.InirlilDlifuig'iMlu Id <iln 

lOrilkMttM ot MM oUMt •sen before. 

Ttan Kuan work! H a to Doek It An. 

JUid In iMIniw of bar rini powen ; 

Br then lamiKoiu ud nndom itrokee 

p^rfofulu laah tnlmuabto eate. 

Aj ihe wtik all bir raks am iWTer nmch. 

Leu mitlir of «|i|il«nH tbontb more admlied, 

Inip«tt»l mlilreii ot the tnr-clad Bnsj, 

ThT mo.t manilOcept and mighlr freik. 



Cnow, irMiha bon tlu plaMtlTB taJe 
01 Ui Int bnt (a Iwr m*l«nul oar : 
Id iniili a palaet Poatiy ndaM place 
nwuBMHiiToCWIilBr: wfiere his troop!, 
nie Ktoaay otonli. And weaponi, irrowr •!• 
SUn-ptenliiE voOej, bioBBOm-ltniisinghell. 



tileam'd throngb tbe clear 



So atood tha brittle pndlnr ; Iboo^ huooiI 
And dlnwir tha maleilil), yet f nHt-banod 
nm u a nek. Kar mntM aniU w libln. 
Ilwt ror*! ntUuK* mlglit welllieat. 
nir (randour or lOT ue. Lone wavr wreat 
Of OowecaUltt fear'd no enemy but iraniiil 



The same Inbridtr waaloaiHl lit all. 
And *n was moln to tlie waim toach : i 
0< avantSMDt cIoit. oa« a atrcsni. 
And non to lUJlo Into * Unsm again. 
Alaal twaa bmt a raoitlfTbia Ktrofce 
Of nndailfn'd htbiIIj, tlial (lanced 
(Hada by a monarcb) on her own ealatc 
On bnnan (nandaDr ami iba coorti of t 



(Utatpam 
wuhTCbai 
SborMInd 



Mbj mindi 

rttoBgiui. 
■ntslilfiock, 

Ood diaTB aiondBi, Mid inlfiVtlwIr M 

Fp all Iba aattona. Ampla <n« Iba boon 
Bg BBTe tbam. In lUdBrlbixlDn lair 

&nd Htnai ; and lie bade tbem dwell Id paaee. 
Peac* flaa awtaile their can: tbey ploogfa'd an^ 

And rcHp'd (beir plenty witboat grudge v 

CalD bad alreadr abod a brotlier^i blood : 

TbI sledT^mnrdet l™tbe bnait ollnu. 
aoonbvarigbteonDnilpoaBllnlbelbio 



Tims war, aSdrdinilfleht (or the ^aplar 

Wblcbbava their eilgoDdei too, and obH 
For BklU In (OTsnment, at lenttb mad* kins. 
With modeaty and mtakneat: and tha ennrn, 

lliay Bink. a^ld settle lower than IheT need. 
They know not what It Is 10 feel within 
A compKhonsHo facnlly. tbit Bfaepa 

IZySaTlrt^Ltlva™ " 
Wbea most extnvagaal In his ap^ua. 



THE TAi^K. 



a 



As if exalting him they raised themMlres. 
Thiu by decrees, self-cheated of their soand 
And sober ladnnent, that be is bat man, 
They demi-delfy and fame him so, 
That in due season he forgets it too. 
Inflated and astmt with self-conceit. 
He gulps the windy diet; and, ere long. 
Adopting their mistake, profoundly thinks 
The world was made in vain, if not for him. 
Thenceforth they are Ills cattle: drudges, bom 
To bear his burdens, drawing in his gears, 
And sweating in his service, nis caprice 
Becomes the seal that animates them alL 
He deems a thousand, or ten thousand lives, 
Spent in the purchase of renown for him, 
An easy reckoning ; and they think the same. 
Thus kings were first invented, and thus Idugs 
Were bumish'd into heroes, and became 
The arbiters of this terraqueous swamp : 
Storks among frogs, that nave but croak'd and 

died. 
Strange, that such folly, as lifts bloated man 
To eminence, fit only for a god. 
Should ever drivel out of human lips, 
£'en in the cradled weakness of the world! 
Still stranger much, that, when at length man- 
kind 
Had reach'd the sinewy firmness of their youth 
And could discriminate and argue well 
On subiects more mysterious, they were vet 
Babes in the cause of freedom, and should fear 
And quake before the gods themselves had 

made; 
But above measure strange, that neither proof 
Of sad experience, nor examples set 
By some, whose patriot virtue has prevail'd, 
Can even now, wnen they are grown mature 
In wisdom, and with philosopnlc deeds 
Familiar, serve to emancipate the rest! 
Such dupes are men to custom, and so prone 
To reverence what is ancient, and can plead 
A course of long observance for its use. 
That even servitude, the worst of ills, 
Because delivered down from sire to son. 
Is kept and guarded as a sacred thing. 
But is it fit, or can it bear the shock 
Of rational discussion, that a man. 
Compounded and made up like other men 
Of elements tumultuous, in whom lust 
And folly in as ample measure meet. 
As In the bosoms of the slaves he rules. 
Should be a despot absolute, and boast 
Himself the only freeman of his land? 
Should when he pleases, and on whom he will 
Wage war, with any or with no pretence 
Of provocation given, or wrong sustained. 
And force the beggarly last doit, by means 
That his own humour dictates, from the clutch 
Of poverty, that thus he may procure 
His thousands, weiuy of penurious life, 
A splendid opportunity to die ? 
Say ye, who (with less prudence than of old 
Jouiam ascribed to his assembled trees 
In politic convention) put your trust 
In the shadow of a brumble, and, reclined 
In fancied peace beneath his dangerous branch, 
Rejoice in him, and celebrate his sway. 
Where find ye passive fortitude? Whence 



springs 
Tour self-denying zeal, that holds it good. 
To stroke the prickly grievance, and to hanf? 
His thorns with streamers of continual praise ? 
We, too, are friends to royalty. We love 
The king who loves the law, respects his 

bounds. 
And reigns content within them; him we serve 
Freely and with delight, who leaves us free : 
But recollecting still, that he is man. 
We trust him not too far. King though he be, 

* The author hopes that he shall not be censured for unnecessary warmth upon so interesting a 
subject. He is aware that it is become almost fashionable to stigmatize such sentiments as no 
better than empty declamation ; but it is an ill symptom, and peculutr to modem times. 



And king in EiigUind tito. he may be weak. 
And vah) enough to be ambitioxs still ; 
May exercise amiss his proper powerx. 
Or covet more than freemen chrrase to grant : 
Beyond that mark is treason. He is ours. 
To administer, to guard, to adorn the stntc. 
But not to warp or change it We are hi:i. 
To serve him nobly in the common cause, 
True to the death, but not to be his slaves. 
Mark now the difference, ye that boast your 

love 
Of kings, between your loyalty and ours. 
We love the man the paltry pageant you : 
We the chief patron of the communwealth. 
Yon the regardless author of its woes : 
We for the sake of liberty a king, 
You chains and bondage for a tyrant's sake. 
Our love is principle, and has its root 
In reason, is judicious, manly, free; 
Yours, a blind instinct, crouches to the rod. 
And licks the foot that treads it in the dust. 
Were kinc^hip as true treasure as it seeuis, 
Sterling, and worthy of a wise man's wish, 
I would not be a king to be beloved 
Causeless, and danbM with undisceraing praise. 
Where love is mere attachment to the throne, 
Not to the man, who fills It as he ought. 

Whose freedom is by sufferance, and at will 
Of a superior, he Is never free. 
Who lives, and is not weary of a life 
Exposed to manacles, deserves them well. 
The state, that strives for liberty, though foU'd, 
And forced to abandon what she bravely 

sought. 
Deserves at least applause for her attempt. 
And pity for her loss. But that's a cause 
Not often unsuccessful : power usurp'd, 
Is weakness when opposed ; conscious of wrong, 
'Tis pusillanimous and prone to flight. 
But slaves, that once conceive the glowing- 

Of freedom, In that hope itself possess 
All that the contest calls for ; spirit, strength. 
The scorn of danger, and united hearts : 
The surest presage of the good they seek. * 
Then shame to manhood, and opprobrious 

more 
To France than all her losses and defeats. 
Old or of later date, by sea or laud. 
Her house of bondage, worse than that of old 
Which God avenged on Pharooh— the Bastile. 
Ye horrid towers, the abode of broken hearts ; 
Ye dungeons and ye cages of despair. 
That monarchs have supplied from age to age 
With music, such as suits their sovereign ears. 
The sighs and groans of miserable men! 
There's not an English heart that would not 

leap. 
To hear that ye were fallen at last ; to know 
That even our enemies, so oft employ'd 
In forging chains for us, themselves were free. 
For he who values Liberty, confines 
His zeal for her predominance within 
No narrows bounds ; her cause cngugcs him 
Wlierever pleaded, 'lis the cause of man. 
There dwell the most forlorn of human kind. 
Immured though unaccus'd, condomn'd untried. 
Cruelly spared, and hopeless of CKcape. 
There, like the visionary emblem seen 
By him of Babylon, life stands a stump, 
And flUoted aboat with hoops of brass, 
Still lives, thoagh all his pleaaant boughs are 

gone 
To count the honi^bell, and expect no change ; 
And ever, as the sullen sound is heard. 
Still to reflect, that, though a joyless note 
To him, whose moments all have one dull pace, 
Ten thousand rovers in the world at large 
Account it music that it summons some 
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To theatre, or jocund feast, or ball: 
The wearied hireling finds it a release 
From labour ; and the lover, who has chid 
Its long delay, feels every welcome stroke 
Upon his heart-strings, trembling with delight^ 
To fly for refuge from distracting thought 
To such amusements, as ingenioas woe 
Contrives, hard-shifting, and without her tools— 
To read engraven on the mouldy walls. 
In staggering types, his predecessor's tale, 
A sad memorial, and subjoin his own— 
'J'o turn purveyor to an overgorg'd 
And bloated spider, till the pamper'd pest 
In made familiar, watches his approach, 
Comes at his call, and serves him for a friend- 
To wear out time in numbering to and fro 
Tlie studs, that thicti emboss his iron door; 
Tlien downward and then upward, then aslant, 
And then alternate ; with a sickly hope 
By dint of change to give, his tasteless task 
Some relish ; till the sum, exactly found 
In all directions, he begins again.— 
Oh comfortless existence ! hemm'd around 
With woes, which who that suffers would not 

kneel 
And beg for exile, or the pangs of death ? 
That man should thus encroach on fellow-man. 
Abridge him of his just and native rights. 
Eradicate him, tear him from his hold 
Upon the endearments of domestic life 
And social, nip his fruitfulness and use, 
And doom him, for perhaps a heedless word 
To baiTenness, and solitude, and tears. 
Moves indignation, makes the name of kin^ 
(Of king whom sitch prerogative can please) 
As dreadful as the Manichean god. 
Adored through fear, strong omy to destroy. 

'Tis liberty alone that gives the flower 
Of fleeting life its lustre and perfume ; 
And we are weeds without it. All constraint, 
Except what wisdom lays on evil men. 
Is evil ; hurts the faculties, impedes 
Their progress in the road of science ; blinds 
The eyesight of Discovery ; and begets. 
In those that suffer it, a sordid mind. 
Bestial, a meagre intellect, unfit 
To be the tenant of man's noble form. 
Thee therefore still, blameworthy as thou art. 
With all thy loss of empire, and though squeezed 
By public exigence, till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the state. 
Thee I account still happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, seeing thou art free 
My native nook of earth ! Thy clime is rude, 
Beplete with vapours, and disposes much 
All hearts to sadness, and none more than mine : 
Thine unaduiterate manners are less soft 
And plausible than social life requires. 
And thou hast need of discipline and art. 
To give thee what politer France receives 
From nature's bounty— that humane address 
And sweetness, without which no ulcaKurc is 
In converse, either starved by cold reserve. 
Or flush*d with flerco dispute, a senseless brawL 
Yet being free, I love thee : for the sake 
Of that one feature can be well content. 
Disgraced as thou hast been, poor as thoa art. 
To seek no sublunary rest beside. 
But, once enslaved, farewell! I could endure 
Chains no-where patiently; and chains at home, 
Where I am free by birthright, not at all. 
Then what were left of roughness in the grain 
Of British natures, wanting its excuse 
That it belongs to freemen, would discust 
And shock me. I should then with double 

pain 
Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime ; 
And, if I must bewail the blessing lost. 
For which our Hampdens and our Sidnevs 

bled, 
I would at lea^t bewail it under skies 
Milder, among a peopjje less austere; 
la scenes, wmcb, having Dererknoym mc free. 



Would not reproach me with the loss I felt. 

Do I forebode impossiitle events, 

And tremble at vain dreams ? Heaven grant I 

may! 
But the age of virtuous politics is past. 
And we are deep in that of cold pretence. 
Patriots are grown too shrewd to t>e sincere. 
And we too wise to trust them. He that takes 
Deep in his soft crodnlity the stamp 
Deslgn'd by loud declaimers on the part 
Of liberty, themselves the slaves of luat, 
Incurs derision for his easy faith 
And lack of knowledge, and with cause enongb: 
For when was public virtue to be found. 
Where private was noty Can he love the 

whole, 
Who loves no part ? He be a nation's friend 
Who is, in truth, the friend of no man then) ? 
Can he be strenuous in his country's cause. 
Who slights the charities, for whose dear sakA 
That country, it at all, must be beloved? 

'Tis therefore sober and good men are sad 
For England's glory, seeing it wax pale 
And sickly, while her champions w«ar tbeir 

hearts 
So loose to private duty, that no brain. 
Healthful and undisturb'd l)y factious fumes, 
Can deem them trusty to the general weal. 
Such were not they of old, whose tewper'd 

blades 
Dispersed the shackles of usurp'd control. 
And hcw'd them link from link ; then AIMob*b 

sons 
Were sons indeed ; they felt a filial heart 
Beat high within them at a mother's wrongs; 
And, shining each in his domestic sphere, 
Shone brighter still, once call'd to public riew. 
'TIS therefore many, whose seqnester'd lot 
Forbids their interference, looking on. 
Anticipate perforce some aire event ; 
And, seeing the old castle of the state, 
That promised once more firmness, so assftir^t 
That all its tempest-beaten turrets shake, 
Stand motionless expectants of its fall. 
All has its date below; the fatal hoar 
Was register'd in heaven ere time began. 
We turn to dust, and all our mightiest works 
Die too : the deep foundations that we lay 
Time ploughs them up, and not a trace reaudns. 
We build with what we deem eternal rock: 
A distant age asks where the fabric stood : 
And in the dust, sifted and search'd iu VAki, 
The undiscoverable secret sleeps. 

But there is yet a liberty, nnsonf 
Bv poets, and by senators uuprais d. 
Which monanms cannot grant, nor all tbo 

powers 
Of earth and hell confederate take awiiy ; 
A liberty, which persecution, fraud. 
Oppression, prisons, have no power to bind : 
Which whoso tastes can be enslaved uo mureu 
'Tis libertv of heart, derived from Heaven, 
Bought with /lis blood, who guvc it to mauklad 
And seal'd with the same token. It is bold 
By charter, and that charter sanction'd sure 
By the unimpeachable and awful oath 
And promise of a God. His other gifts 
All bear the royal stamp, that speaks them his, 
And are august ; but this transcends them all. 
His other works, tlie visible display 
Of all-creating energy and might. 
Are grand no doubt, and wortliy of the word. 
That, finding an Interminable space 
Unoccupied, has flll'd the void so well. 
And made so sparkling what was dark httare. 
But these are not his glory. Man, 'tis true, 
Smit with the beauty of so fair a scene. 
Might well suppose, the Artificer divine 
Meant it eternal, had he not himself 
Pronounced it transient, glorious as it is. 
And, still designing a more glorions far, 
Doom'd it as insnfHcicnt for his praise. 
These, therefore, are occasional, and pms; 
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Fonn*d for the confutation of the fool. 
Whose lying heart diMpntes against a OoA ; 
Tliat office served, they mast be swept nway. 
Not so the labours of h'is love : tbey shinu 
In other heavens than these that we behold. 
And fade not. There is a Paradise that fours 
Ho forfeiture, and of its fruits he sends 
Large prelibntion oft to saints below. 
Of t&ese the flrHt in order, and the pledge, 
And confident assurance of the rest, 
Is liberty : a flight into his arms. 
Ere yet mortality's fine threads give away, 
A cle;ir escape from tyrannizing lust, 
And full immunity from penai woe. 

Chains are the portion of revolted man. 
Htripes, and a dungeon; and his body serves 
The triple purpose. In that sicklv, fuul. 
Opprobrious residence, he finds them alL 
Propense his heart to idols, he is held 
In silly dotage on crcuted things, 
Careless of their Creator. Aud that low 
And sordid gravitation of his powers 
To a vile clod so draws him, with such force 
Resistless, from the centre he should seek. 
That he at last forgets it. All his ho|)es 
Tend downward ; his ambition is to siiiK. 
To reach a depth profonnder still, and bcill 
Profounder, in the fathomless abyss 
Of folly, plunging In pursuit of death. 
But ere he gain the comfortless repo'^o 
He seeks, and acquiescence of his soul, 
In heaven-renouncing exile, he endures — 
Wh.it does he not, from lusts opposed in vain. 
And self- reproaching conscience ? He foresees 
The fatal Issne to hi:* health, fame, ])eace, 
Fortune, and dignity ; the loss of all 
That can ennoble man, and make frail life. 
Short as it is, supportable. Htili worse, 
Far worse than all the plagues, with which his 

sins 
Infect his happiest moments, he forebodes 
Ages of hopeless misery. Future death, 
And death still future. Not a hasty stroke. 
Like that which sends him to the dusty grave ; 
But unrepealable enduring death. 
Scripture is still a trumpet to his fears : 
What none can prove a forgery may be true-; 
What none but bad men wish ex[doded must. 
That scruple checks him. Riot is not loud 
Xor drunk enough to drown it. In the midst 
Of laughter his compunction» are sincere ; 
And he abhors the jest by which he siiinea. 
Remorse begets reform. His master-lust 
Falls first before his resolute rebuke. 
And seems dethron'd and vanquisii'd. Peace 

ensues, 
But spurious and short-lived ; the puny child 
Of self-congratulating pride, begot 
On fancied innocence. Again he falls, 
And fights again ; but finds his best essay 
A presage ominous, portending still 
Its own dishonour by a worse relapse. 
Till Nature, unayaillng Nature, foll'd 
So oft, and wearied hn- the vain attempt. 
Scoffs at her own performance. Reason now 
Takes part with appetite, and pleads the cause 
Perversel V, which of late she so condemn'd ; 
With shallow shifts and old devices, worn 
And tatter'd in the service of dcbanch. 
Covering his shame from his offended sight. . 

** Hath Ood, indeed^ given appetites to man. 
And stored the earth so plenteoasly with means 
To gr.itify the hunger of his wish : 
And doth he reprobate, and will he danui 
The U!<e of hii own bounty ? making first 
80 frail a kind, and then enacting laws 
So strict, that less than perfect must despair? 
Falsehood ! which whoso but suspects of truth 
Dishonours God, and makes a slave of man. 
Do they themselves, who undertake for hire 
The teacher's ofllee, anA dispense el 1 rge 
Their weekly dole of edifying strains, 
Attend to their own music ? have they faith 



In what, with such solemnity of tune 
And gesture thev pnipound to our belief? 
Nay— conduct hath the loudest tongue. Ihe 

voice 
Is but an instrument, on which the priest 
May play what tune he |)leasKS. In the deed. 
The unequivocal, unthcntic deed, 
We find sound aruument, wo read the heart." 
Such reasonings (if that name must needs bo- 
long 
To excuses in which reason has no part), 
Servo to compose a spirit well inciin'd, 
To live on terms of amity with vice. 
And sin without disturbance. Often urged 
(As often as libidinous discourse 
Exhausted, he resorts to solemn themes 
Of theological and grave Import) 
llioy gain at last his unreserved assent : 
Till, hardened his heart's temper in the forge 
Of lust, and on the anvil of despair, 
lie slights the strokes of conscience. Nothing 

moves, 
Or nothing much, his constancy in ill : 
Vain tampering has but foster'd his disease : 
"I'is desperate, and he sleeps the sleep of death. 
Haste now, philosopher, und set him free. 
Charm the deaf serpent wisely. Make him hear 
Of rectitude and fitness, moral truth 
How lovely, and the moral sense huw sure. 
Consulted and obey'd, to guide his steps 
Directly to the ^rst<md only /dtr. 
Spare not In such a cause. Spend all the 

powers 
Of rant and rhapsody in virtue's praise: 
He most sublimely good, verfooselv grand, 
And with poetic trappings grace thy prose, 
HU it outmantle all the pride o^ verse.— 
Ah, tinkling cymbal, and high-sounding brass. 
Smitten in vain ! such music cannot charm 
The eclipse that intercepts truth's heavenly 

beam. 
And chills and darkens a wide wandering soul. 
The STILL SHALL voiGB Is wauted. He must 

speak. 
Whose word ?eaps forth at once to its effect ; 
Who calls for things that ai'e not, and they 

come. 
Grace makes the slave a freeman. 'TIs a 

change. 
That turns to ridicule the turgid speech 
And stately tone of moralists, who boast. 
As if, like him of fabulous renown, 
They had indeed ability to smooth 
The shag of savage nature, and were each 
An Orpheus, and omnipotent in song. 
But transformation of apostate man. 
From fool to wise, from eartlily to divine. 
Is work for Him that made him. He alone, 
And He by means in philosophic eyes 
Trivial and worthy of disdain, achieves 
The wonder ; humanizing what is brute 
In the lost Und, extracting from the lips 
Of asps their venom, overpowering strength 
By weakness, and hostility by love. 
Patriots have toU'd, and in their country's 

cause 
Bled nobly; and their deeds, as they deserve, 
Receive proud recompense. We give in chat-go 
Their names to the sweet lyre. The historic 

muse 
Proud of the treasure, marches with it down 
To latest times; and Sculpture, in her turn, 
Gives bond in stone, and evor-during brass 
To guard them, and to immortalize her trust: 
But fairer wreaths are due, though never paid^ 
To those who, posted at the shrine of Truth, 
Have faUen in ner defence. A patriot's blood. 
Well spent In such a strife, may earn Indeed, 
And for a time ensure, to his loved land, 
The sweets of ilbertv and equal laws ; 
But martyrs struggle for a brighter prize. 
And win It with more pain. Their blood is shed 
In confirmation of the noblest claim— 
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Oar claim to feed upon immortal tmth, 

To walk witli Gk>d, to be divinely free, 

To soar, and to anticipate tlie skies. 

Yet few remember them. Tliey lived unknown, 

Till persecntlon dragged them into fame, 

And chased them up to heaven. Their ashes 

flew 
—No marble tells us whither. With their names 
No bard embalms and sanctifies his song: 
And history, so warm on meaner themes, 
Is cold on this. She execrates, indeed. 
The tyrannv that doomM them to the fire, 
But gives the glorious sufferers little praise* 
He is the freeman, whom the truth makes 

free 
And all are slaves beside. There's not a chain 
That hellish foes, confederate for his harm, 
C'an wind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green withes. 
He looks abroad into the varied field 
Of nature, and, though poor perhaps, compared 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 
CaUs the delightful scenery all his own. 
His are the mountains, and the valleys his. 
And the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel. 
But who, with filial confidence inspired, 
Can lift to heaven an unpresumptuous eye. 
And smiling say—" My Father made them all !" 
Are they not his by a peculiar right. 
And by an emphasis of interest his. 
Whose eye they fill with tears of holy joy. 
Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted 

mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That plann'd, and built, and still upholds a 

world 
So clothed with beauty for rebellious man ? 
Yes— ye may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot ; but ye will not find. 
In feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 
A liberty like his, who, nnimpeach'd 
Of usurpation, and to no man's wrong. 
Appropriates nature as his Father's work, 
And has aiicher ase of yours than yon. 
He is indeed a freeman. Free by birth 
Of no mean city ; plann'd or e'er the hills 
Were built, the fountains open'd, or the sea 
With all his roaring multitude of waves. 
His freedom is the same in every state ; 
And no condition of this changeful life, 
80 manifold in cares, whose every day 
Brings its own evil with it, makes ft less : 
For he has wings that neither sicluiess, pain. 
Nor penury, can cripple or confine. 
No nook so narrow but he spreads them there 
With ease, and is at large. The oppressor tiolds 
His body bound, but knows not what a range 
His spirit takes, unconscious of a chain ; 
And that to bind him is a vain attempt. 
Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwells. 
Acquaint thyself with Ood, if thou wouldst 

taste 
His works. Admitted once to his embrace, 
Thou Shalt perceive that thou wast blind 

before ; 
Thine eye shall be instructed ; and thine heart, 
Made pure, shall relish, with divine delight 
Till then nnfelt, what hands divine have 

wrought. 
Brutes graze the mountain-top, with faces 

prone. 
And eyes intent upon the scanty herb 
It yields them : or, recumbent on its brow, 
Knminate heedless of the scene outspread ' 
Beneath, beyond, and stretching far away 
From inland regions to the distant main. 
Man views it, and admires ; bnt rests content 
Wkh what he yiews. The landscape has his 

praise. 



But not its Author. Unconcem'd who formed 
The paradise he sees, he finds it such. 
And, such well pleased to find it, asks no more. 
Not so the mind that has been touched from 

Heaven, 
And in the school of sacred wisdom taught. 
To read his wonders, in whose thought the 

world, 
Fair as It is, existed ere it was. 
Not for its own sake merely, but for his 
Much more, who fashion'd it, he gives it praise; 
Praise that from earth resulting, as it onjrht. 
To earth's acknowledged Sovereign, finds at 

once. 
Its only just proprietor In Him. 
The soul that sees him, or receives subltm'd 
New faculties, or learns at least to employ 
More worthily the powers she own'd before. 
Discerns in all things what, with stupid guze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlook'd, 
A ray of heavenly light, gilding all forms 
Terrestrial in the vast and the minute ; 
The unambiguous footsteps of the God, 
Wlio gives its lustre to an insect's wing. 
And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 
Much conversant with Heaven, she often holds 
With those fair ministers of light to man. 
That fill the sides nightly with silent pomp, 
Sweet conference. Inquires what strains were 

they 
With which Heaven rang, when every star, in 

haste 
To gratulate the new-created earth. 
Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy.— "Tell me, ye shining hosts. 
That navigate a siea that knows no Rtorms, 
Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud. 
If from your elevation, whence ye view 
Distinctly* scenes invisible to man. 
And systems, of whose birth no tidings yet 
Have reach'd this nether world, ye spy a race 
Favour'd as ours; transgressoi*s from the 

womb. 
And, hasting to a grave, yet doom'd to rise. 
And to possess a brighter heaven than vours ? 
As one, who, long detain'd on foreign shores. 
Pants to return, and when he sees afar 
His country's weather-bleach'd and battor'd 

rocks. 
From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 
Radiant with joy towards the happy land ; 
So I with animated hopes behold. 
And many an aching wish, your beamy fires. 
That show like beacons in the blue abyss, 
Ordain'd to guide the embodied spirit home 
From toilsome life to never-ending rest. 
Love kindles as I gaze. I feel desires 
That give assurance of their own success, 
And that, infused from Heaven, must thither 

tend." 
.So reads he nature, whom the lamp of truth 
Illuminates. Thy lamp, mysterious Word ! 
Which whoso sees, no longer wanders lost. 
With intellects bemazed in endless doubt. 
But runs the road of wisdom. Thou hast built. 
With means that were not till by thee em- 
Worlds, that had never been, hadst thou ia 

strength 
Been less, or less benevolent than strong. 
They are thy witnesses, who speak thy power 
And goodness infinite, bnt speak in ears 
Tliat near not, or receive not their report. ■. 
In vain thy creatures testify of thee. 
Till thou proclaim thyself. Theirs is indeed 
A teaching voice; but 'tis the praise of thine. 
That whom it teaches it makes prompt to learn, 
And with the boon gives talents for its use. 
Till thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Possess the heart, and fables false as hell. 
Yet, deem'd oracular, lore down to death 
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The uninfomi'd and heedless souls of men. 

We give to chauce, blind chance, oorsclTes as 

blind. 
The glory of thy work! which yet appears 
Perfect and nnimpeachable of blame, 
Challenging haman scrutiny, and proved 
Then skUfal most when most severely judged. 
Bat chance is not; or is not where thou 

relgn'st; 
Thy providence forbids that fickle power 
(If power she be, that works but to confound) 
To xxdx her wild vagaries with thy laws. 
Yet thus we dote, refusing while we can 
Instruction, and Inventing to ourselves 
Gods such as guilt makes welcome; gods that 

sleep, 
Or disregard our follies, or that sit 
Amused spectators of this bustling stage. 
Thee we reject, unable to abide 
Thy parity, till pure as thou art pure : 
Made such by thee, we love thee for that cause, 
For which we shnnn'd and hated thee before. 
Then we are free. Then liberty, like day. 
Breaks on the soul, and by a flash from heaven 



Fires all the faculties with glorious Joy. 
A voice is heard, that mortal ears hear not. 
Till thou hast touch'd them; 'tis the voice of 

song, 
A loud Hosanna sent from all thy works ; 
Which he that hears it with a snout repeats, 
And adds his rapture to the general praise. 
In chat blest moment Nature, throwing wide 
Her veil opaqne, discloses with a smile 
Tlie author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind his own creation, works unseen 
By the impure, and hears his power denied. 
'1 fiou art the source and centre of all minds. 
Their only point of rest, eternal Word! 
From thee departing, they are lost, and rove 
At random, without honour, hope, or peace. 
From thee is all that soothes the life of man. 
His high endeavour, and his glad success. 
His strength to suffer, and his will to serve. 
But ! thou bounteous (ilver of all good. 
Thou art of all thy gifts thyself the crown ! 
Give what thou canst, without thee we are 

poor; 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away. 
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BOOK YL— THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Bells at distance— Their effect— A fine noon In winter— A sheltered walk— MediCatioa better 
than books— Our familiarity with the course of nature makes it appear less wondeitol than It to— 
The transformation that sprinff effects in a shrubbery described— A mistake ooncenlaff tbe 
course of nature corrected— God maintains it by an unremitted act— The amnsomenta fMaioiir 
able at this honr of the day reproved— Animals happy, a delightful sight— OrlRia of cnwltj to 
animals— That it is a great crime proved from Scripture— That proof illustrated .by a taic Aitne 
drawn between Che lawful and unlawful destruction of them— Their good and useful prmertles 
insisted on— Apology for the encomiums bestowed by the author on animals— Instances oTniaa's 
extravagant praise of man— The groans of the creation shall Iiave an end— A view takem oi tbe 
restoration of all things— An iuYocation and an invitation of Him who shall bring It to ~' 

retired man vindicated from thee charge of uselessness— Conclusion. 



Thebb is in souls a sympathy with sounds, 
And as the mind is pitched, the ear is pleased 
With melting airs, or martial, brisk, or grave ; 
Some chord In unison with what we lienr 
Is touched within us, and the heart replies. 
How soft the music of those village bulls. 
Falling at intervals upon the enr 
In cadence sweet, now dying all away, 
Now pealing loud again, and louder still. 
Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on ! 
With easy force it opens ail the cells 
Where Memory slept. Wherever I have heard 
A kindred melody, the scene recurs. 
And with it all its pleasures and its pains. 
Such comorehensive views the spirit takes, 
That in a lew short moments I retrace 
(As in a map the voyager his course) 
The windings of my way through many years. 
Short as in retrospect the journey seems, 
Tt seem'd not always short ; the rugged path, 
And prospect oft so dreary and forlorn. 
Moved many a sigh at its disheartening length. 
Yet feeling present evils, while the past. 
Faintly impress the mind, or not at all, 
How readily we wish time spent revoked. 
That we might try the ground again, where 

once 
(Through inexperience, as we now perceive) 
We miss'd that hapi:ines8 we might have 

found ! 
Some friend is gone, perhaps bis son's best 

friend, 
A father, whose authority, in show 
When most severe, and mustering all its force. 
Was but the graver countenance of love : 
Whose favour, like the clouds of spring, might 

lower, 
And utter now and then an awful voice, 
But had a blessing in its darkest frown, 
Ttireatening at once and nourishing the plant. 
We loved, but not enough, the gentle hand 
That reard ns. At a thoughtless age, allured 
By every gilded folly, we renounced 
His sheltering side, and wilfully forewent 
That converse, which we now in vain regret. 
How gladly would the man recall to life 
The boy's neglected sire ! a mother too. 
That softer friend, perhaps more gladly still. 
Might he demand them at the gates of death. 
S(»rrow has, since they went, subdued and 

tamed 
The playful humour; he could now endure 
(Himself grown sober in the vale of tears) 
And feel a parent's presence no restraint. 
But not to understand a treasure's worth. 
Till time has stolen away the slighted good, 
Is cause of half the poverty we feel, 
And makes the world the wilderness it is. 
The few that pray at all pray oft amiss. 
And, seeking grace to improve the prize they 

hold. 
Would urge a wiser suit than asking more. 



The night was winter in its roof^biMt mood; 
The morning sharp and clear. But bow at 

noon 
Upon the southern side of the slant hills, 
And where the woods fence off tbe northern 

blast. 
The season smiles, resigning all its rage. 
And has the warmth of May. The vault is 

bine 
Without a cloud, and white without a speck 
llie dazzling splendour of the scene below. 
Again the harmony comes o'er the vale ; 
And through the trees I view the embattled 

tower, 
Whence all the music. I again perceive 
The soothing influence of the wafted strains. 
And settle in soft musings as I tread 
The walk, still verdant, under oaks and elms. 
Whose outspread branches overarch the glade. 
The roof, though moveable through' all its 

length 
As the wind sways it, has yet well sufficed. 
And, intercepting in their silent fall 
The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me. 
No noise is here, or none that hinders thought. 
The redbreast warbles still, but is content 
With slender notes, and more than half sop- 

press'd ; 
Pleased with his solitude, and flitting light 
From spray to spray, where'er he rests bo 

shakes 
From many a twig the pendant drops of ice, 
That tinkle in the wither'd leaves below. 
Stillness, accompanied with sounds so soft. 
Charms more than silence. Meditation here 
May think down hours to moments. Here tho 

heart 
May give a useful lesson to the head. 
And Learning wiser grow without his books. 
Knowledge and Wisdom, far from being one, 
iluve oft-times no connexion. KnowledfO 

dwells 
In heads replete with thoughts of other men ; 
Wisdom in minds attentive to their ovm, 
Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mass. 
The mere materials with which Wisdom builds. 
Till smoothed, and squared, and fitted to its 

Elace, 
ut encumber whom it seems to enrich. 
Knowledge is proud that he has leam'd so 

much; 
Wisdom is humble that he knows no more. 
Books are not seldom talismans and spells, 
By which the magic art of shrewder wits 
Holds an unthinking multitude enthralled. 
Some to the fascination of a name 
Surrender Judgment, hoodwink'd. Borne th» 

style 
Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds 
Of error leads them, by a tune entranced. 
While sloth seduces more, too weak to bear 
The insupportable fatigue of thought; 
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And swallowlDg therefore withoat pause or 

choice 
The total grist unsifted, husks and alL 
liut trees, and rivulets, whose rapid course 
I>efles the check of winter, haunts of deer. 
And sheep-walks populous with bleating lambs, 
And lanes, in which the primrose ere her time 
Peeps tlirough the moss, that clothes the haw- 
thorn root, 
Deceive no student Wisdom there, and tratb, 
^'ot shy, as in the world, and to be won 
By slow solicitation, seize at once 
The rorlrig thought, and fix Hit on themselves. 

What prodigies can power divine perform 
Hore grand than it produces year br year, 
And aU In sight of inattentive man f 
Familiar with the effect we stiglit the cause, 
And, in the constancy of nature's course, 
The regular return or genial months, 
And renovation of a faded world, 
Hee nought to wonder at. Should God again, 
As once in Glbeon, interrupt the race 
Of the undeviatlng and punctual sun. 
How would the world admire! but speaks it 

less 
An agency divine, to make him know 
His moment when te sink and when to rise. 
Age after age, than to arrest his course ? 
All we behold is miracle ; but, seen 
So duly, all is miracle In vain. 
Where now the vital energy, that moved 
While summer was, the pare and sable lymph 
Through the imperceptible meandering veins 
Of leaf and Howert It sleeps; and the icy 

touch 
Of improliflc winter has Impressed 
A cold stagnation on the intestine tide. 
But let the months go round, a few short 

months. 
And all shall be restored. These naked shoots, 
Barren as lances, among which the wind 
Makes wintry masic, sighing as it goes. 
Shall put their graceful foliage on again. 
And. more aspiring, and with ampler spread. 
Shall boast new charms, and more than they 

have lost. 
Then each, in its peculiar honours clad. 
Shall publish even to the distant eye. 
Its family and tribe. Laburnum, rich 
In streaming gold : syringa, ivory pure ; 
The scentless and the scented rose; this red. 
And of an humbler growth, the other* tall, 
And throwing up Into the darkest gloom 
Of neighbounng cypress, or more sable yew 
Her silver globes, uglit as the foamy surf 
That the wind severs from the broken wave ; 
The lilac, various in array, now white, 
Ifow sanguine, and her beauteous head now 

set 
With purple spikes pyramidal, as if. 
Studious of ornament, yet unresolved 
Which hue she most approved she chose them 

all; 
Copious of flowers the woodbine, pale and wan. 
But w«ll compensating her sickly looks 
With never cloying odours, early and late ; 
Hypericum all oloom, so thickaawann 
Of flowers, like flies clothing her slender rods. 
That scarce a leaf appears ; mezereon too, 
Though leafless, well-attlred, and thick beset 
With blushing wreaths, investing every spray ; 
Althaea with the purple eye ; the broom, 
Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloyed. 
Her blossoms ; and luxuriant above all 
Tlie Jasmine, throwing wide her elegant sweets. 
The deep dark greea of whose nnvamish'd leaf 
Makes more connolcaous, and illumines more 
The bright profusion of her scatter'd stars.— 
These have been, and these shall be in their 

day: 
And all this uaiform imeolour'd scene 



Shall be dismantled of its fleecy load. 

And fluKh into variety again. 

From dearth to plenty, and from death to life. 

Is Nature's progress, when she lectures man 

In heavenly truth ; evincing as she makes 

The grand transition, that there lives and 

works 
A soul In all things, and that soul is God. 
The beauties of the wilderness are his. 
That makes so gay the solitary place, 
Wliere no eye sees them. And the fairer forms 
That cultivation glories In, are his. 
He sets the bright procession on Its way. 
And marshals all the order of the year: 
He marks the bounds which Winter may uol 

pass. 
And blunts his pointed fcry ; in its case, 
Kusset and rude, folds up tlie tender germ. 
Uninjured, with inimitable art : 
And. ere one flowery sea.son fades and dim*, 
Designs the blooming wonders of the next. 

Some say that in the origin of things. 
When all creation started into birth. 
The infant elements received a law, 
From which they swerve not since. That und< r 

force 
Of that controlling ordinance they move 
And need not His immediate hand, who flrst 
Trescribed their course, to regulate It now. 
Thus dream they, and contrive to save a God 
The incumbrance of hii own concerns, and 

spare 
The great Artificer of all that moves 
The stress of a continual act, the pain 
Of unremitted vigilance and care. 
As too laborious and severe a task. 
^0 man, the moth, is not afraid, it seems. 
To span omnipotence, and measure might. 
That knows no measure, by the scanty riile 
And standard of his own, that is to-day. 
And Is not ere to-morrow's sun go down. 
But how should matter occupy a charge. 
Dull as it is, and satisfy a law 
So vast in its demands, unless impell'd 
To ceaseless service by a ceaseless force. 
And under pressure of some conscious cause ? 
The Lord of all, himself through all diffus'd. 
Sustains, and Is the life of all that lives. 
Nature is but a name for an effect. 
Whose cause is God. He feeds the secret flre, 
By which the mighty process is maintain'd. 
Who sleeps not, is not weary ; in whose sight 
Slow-circling ages are as transient days; 
Whose work is withoat labour; whose designs 
No flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts ; 
And whose beneficence no charge exhausts. 
Him blind antiquity profan'd, not served. 
With self-taught rites, and under various names, 
Female and nwlc, Tomona, Pales, Pan, 
And Flora, and Vertamnus; peopling earth 
With tutelary goddesses and Gods, 
They were not; and conmieuding as they 

would, 
To each some province, garden, field, or grove. 
But all are under one. One spirit— His, 
Who wore the platted thorns with bleeding 

brows. 
Rales universal nature. Not a flower 
Bat shows some touch, in freckle, streak, or 

stain. 
Of his nnrlvall'd pencil. He inspires 
Tlielr balmy odours, and imparts their hues. 
And bathos their eyes with nectar, and In- 

clades. 
In grains as countless as the sea-side sand". 
The forms, with which he sprinkles all the 

earth. 
Happy who walks with him ! whom what he 

finds 
Of flavour or of scent in fruit or flower. 
Or what be views of beautiful or grand 
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In nature, from the broad majestic oak 
To the green blade that twinUes in the snn, 
Prompts with remembrance of a present God. 
His presence, who made all so fair, perceived. 
Makes all still fairer. As with him no scene 
Is dreary, so with him all seasons please. 
Though winter had been none, had man been 

true. 
And earth be pnnish*d for its tenant's sake. 
Yet not in vengence ; as this smiling sky, 
80 soon succeeding such an angry night, 
And these dissolving snows, and tills clear 

stream 
Recovering fast its liquid music, prove. 
Who then, that has a mind well strung and 

tuned 
To contemplation, and within his reach 
A scene so friendly to his favourite task. 
Would waste attention at the chequered board. 
His host of wooden warriors to and fro 
Marching and countermarching, with an eye 
As fix'd as marble, with a forehead ridg'd 
And furrow'd into storms, and with a hand 
Trembling, as if eternity were hung 
In balance on his conduct of a pin ? 
Hot envies he aught more their idle sport. 
Who pant with application misapplied 
To trival toys, and pushing ivory balls 
Across a velvet level, feel a joy 
Akin to rapture, when the bauble finds 
Its destined goal, or difficult access. 
Nor deems he wiser him, whi gives his noon 
To Miss, the mercer's plague, from shop to shop 
Wandering and littering with unfolded silks 
The polish d counter, and approving none. 
Or promising with smiles to call again. 
Nor liim, who by his vanity seduced. 
And soothed into a dream that he discerns 
The difference of a Guido from a daub, 
Frequents the crowded auction : station'd there 
As duly as the Langford of the show. 
With glass at eye, and catalogue in hand. 
And tongue accomplished in the fulsome cant 
And pedantry, that coxcomtK learn with ease ; 
Oft as the price-deciding hammer falls, 
He notes it in his book, then raps his box, 
Swears 'tis a bargain, rails at his bard fate. 
That he has let it pass— but never bids. 

Here unmolested, through whatever sign 
The sun proceeds, I wander. Neither mist. 
Nor freezing sky, nor sultry, checking me. 
Nor stranger intermeddling with my joy. 
E'en in the spring and playtime of the year. 
That calls the unwonted villager abroad 
With all her little ones, her sportive train. 
To gather kingcups in the yellow mead, 
Ana prink their hair with daisies, or to pick 
A cheap but wholesome salad from the brook. 
These shades are all my own. The t.morous 

hare. 
Grown so familiar with her frequent guest, 
•Scarce shuns me ; and the stockndove unalarm'd 
Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor suspends 
His long love-ditty for my near approach. 
Drawn from his refuge in fiome lonely eiui. 
That age or injury has hollow'd deep. 
Where, on his bed of wool and matted leaves. 
He has outslept the winter, ventures forth 
To frisk awhile, and bask in the warm sun, 
The squirrel, flippant, pert and full of play: 
He sees me, and at once, swift as a bird. 
Ascends the neighbouring beech ; there whisks 

his brush. 
And perks his ears, and stamps, and cries aloud, 
With all the prettlness of feign'd alarm. 
And anger insignificantly fierce. 

The art is hard in nature, and unfit 
For human fellowship, as being void 
Of sympathy and therefore dead alike 
To love and friendship that is not pleased 
With sight of animals enjoying life. 
29or feeia their happiness augment his own. 
Tj^e bounding f awn, that darts across the glade 



When none pursues, through mere delight of 

heart. 
And spirits buoyant vrith excess of glee ; 
The horse as wanton, and almost as fleet. 
That skims the spacious meadow at full speed. 
Then stops, and snorts, and, throwing high his 

heels 
Starts to the voluntary race again : 
The very kine, that gombel at high noon, 
The total herd receiving first from one. 
That leads the dance, a summons to be gay. 
Though wild their strange vagaries and uncouth 
Their efforts, yet resolved with one consent 
To give such act and utterance as they may 
To ecstacy, too big to be suppress'd ;— 
These, and a thousand images of bliss. 
With which kind Nature graces every scene. 
Where cruel man defeats not her design. 
Impart to the benevolent, who wish 
All that are caoable of pleasure pleased, 
A far superior happiness to theirs,— 
The comfort of a reasonable joy. 

Man scarce had risen, obedient to His call 
Who form'd him from the dust, his future grave. 
When he was crown'd as never king was since. 
God set the diadem upon his head. 
And angel choirs attended. Wondering stood 
The new-made monarch, while before him. 

pass'd. 
All happy and all perfect in their kind. 
The creatures, summoned from their varioos 

haunts. 
To see their sovereign, and confess his sway. 
Vast was his empire, absolute his power, 
Or bounded only by a law, whose lorce 
'Twas his sublimest privilege to feel 
And own, the law of universal love. 
He ruled with meekness, they obey'd with joy; 
No cruel purpose lurk'd within his heart, 
And no distrust of his intent in theirs. 
So Eden was a scene of harmless sport. 
Where kindness on his part, who ruled the 

whole. 
Begat a tranquil confidence in all, 
And fear as yet was not, nor cause for fear. 
But sin marr'd all ; and the revolt of man. 
That source of evils, not exhausted yet. 
Was punished with revolt of his from him. 
Garden of God, how terrible the change 
Thy groves and lawns then witness'd ! Every 

neart. 
Each animal, of every name, conceived 
A jealousy and an instinctive fear. 
And, conscious of some danger, either fled 
Precipitate the loathed abode of man. 
Or growl'd defiance in such angry sort. 
As taught him too to tremble in his turn. 
Thus harmony and familv accord 
Were driven from Paradise ; and in that hour 
The seeds of cruelty, that since have swell'd 
To such gigantic and enormous growth, 
Were sown in human nature's fruitfnl soil. 
ITence date the persecution and the pain, 
That man Infiicts on all inferior kinds, 
Kcgardless of their plaints. To make him sport, 
'I'o gratify tlie frenzy of his wrath. 
Or his base gluttony, are causes good 
And just in his account, why bird and beast 
Should suffer torture, and the streams be dyed 
With blood of their inhabitants impal'd. 
Earth grows beneath the burden of a war 
Waged with defenceless innocence, while he. 
Not satisfied to prey on all around. 
Adds tenfold bitterness to death by pangs 
Needless, and first torments ere he devours. 
Now happiest they, that occupy the scenes 
The most remote from his abhorr'd resort. 
Whom once, as delegate of God on earth. 
They fear'd, and as his perfect image loved. 
The wilderness is theirs, with all its caves. 
Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains, 
Unvlsited by man. "Riere they are free. 
And ho^l and roar as likes them uncontroll'd ; 
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Nor ask his leave to slumber or to plaj. 
Woe to the tyrant, if he dare intrude 
Within the conlines of their wiid domain : 
Tlie lion tells him— ^* I am monarch here" — 
And, if he spare him, spares him on the terms 
Of royal mercy, and through generous scorn, 
To rend a victim trembling at his foot. 
In measure, as by force of instinct drawn. 
Or by necessity constrained, they live 
JL>ependent upon man ; those in his fields. 
These at his crib, and some beneath his roof ; 
They prove toe often at how dear a rate 
He seUs protection.— Witness at his foot 
The spaniel, dying for some venial fault 
Under dissection of the knotted scourge ; 
Witness the patient ox, with stripes and yells 
Driven to the slaughter, goaded as he runs. 
To madness ; while the savage at his heels 
Laughs at the frantic sufferer's fury, spent 
Upon the guiltless passenger overthrown. 
He too is witness, noblest of the train 
Ihat wait on man, the flight-performing horse : 
With unsuspecting readiness lie takes 
His murderer on his back, and, pushed all 

day. 
With bleeding sides and flanks, that heave for 

life. 
To the far distant goal, arrives and dies. 
80 little mercy shows who needs so much ! 
Does law, so jealous in the cause of man. 
Denounce no doom on the delinquent ? None, 
He lives, and o'er his brimming beaker boasts 
(As if barbarity were high desert) 
The inglorious feat, and clamorous in praise 
Of the poor brute, seems wisely to suppose 
The honours of his matchless horse his own. 
But many a crime, deem'd innocent on earth, 
Is registered in heaven ; and these no doubt 
Have each their record, with a curse annex'd. 
Man may dismiss compassion from his heart. 
But God will never. When he charged the 

Jew 
To assist his foe's down-fallen beast to rise : 
And when the bush-exploring boy, that seized 
The young, to let the parent bird go free ; 
Proved he not plainly, that his meaner works 
Are yet his care, and have an interest all, 
All, in the universal Father's love ? 
On Noah, and in him on all mankind. 
The charter was conferred, by which we hold 
The flesh of animals in fee, and claim 
O'er all we feed on power of life and death. 
But read the instrument, and mark it well : 
The oppression of a tyrannous control 
Can find no warrant there. Feed then, and 

yield 
Thanks for thy food. Carnivorous, through sin. 
Peed on the slain, but spare the living brute ! 

The Oovemor of all, himself to all 
So bountiful, in whose attentive ear 
The unfledged raven and the lion's whelp. 
Plead not in vain for pity on the pangs 
Of hunger unassuagea, has interposed. 
Not seldom, his avenging arm, to smite 
The injurious trampler upon Nature's law, 
That claims forbearance even for a bnitc. 
He hates the hardness of a Balaam's heart ; 
And. prophet as he was, he might not strike 
The blameless animal, without rebuke. 
On which he rode. Her opportune offence 
Saved him, or the unrelenting seer had died. 
He sees that human equity is slack 
To interfere, though in so Just a cause ; 
And makes the task his own. Insphing dumb 
And helpless victims with a sense so keen 
Of injury, with such knowledge of the strength, 
And such sagacity to take revenge. 
That oft the beast has seem'd to judge the 

man. 
An ancient, not a leprendary tale,^ 
By one of sound intelligence rehearsed 
gi such who plead for Providence mav seem 
In modem eyes), shall make the doctrine clear. 



Where England, stretch'd towards the setting 

sun, 
Narrow and long, o'erlooks the western wave. 
Dwelt young Misagathus ; a scorner he 
Of God and goodness, atheist in ostent. 
Vicious in act, in temper savage-fierce. 
He Journey'd ; and his chance was as he went 
To join a traveller, of far different note, 
Evander, famed for piety, for years 
Deserving honour, but for wisdom more. 
Fame had not left the venerable man 
A stranger to the manners of the youth. 
Whose face, too, was familiar to his view. 
Tlieir way was on the margin of the land. 
O'er the green summit of the rocks, whose 

base 
Beats back <.he roaring surge, scarce heard so 

high. 
The charity, that warm'd his heart, was moved 
At sight of the man-monster. With a smile 
Gentle, and affable, and full of grace. 
As fearful of offending whom he wish'd ; 
Much to persuade, he plied his ear witli truths 
Not harshly thunder'd forth, or rudely pross'd. 
But, like his purpose, gracious, kind, und swoof. 
** And dost thou dream," the impenetrable man 
Exclaimed, "■ that me the lullabies of age. 
And fantasies of dotards such as thou. 
Can cheat, or move a moment's fear in me ? 
Mark now the proof I give thee, that the brave 
Need no such aids, as superstition lends. 
To steel their hearts against the dread of 

death." 
He spoke, and to the precipice at hand 
Push'd with a madman's fury. Fancy shrinks. 
And the blood thrills and curdles at the thought 
Of such a gulf as he design'd his grave. 
Hut, though the felon on his back could dare 
Tlie dreadful leap, more rational, his steed 
Declined the death, and wheeling swiftly round. 
Or e'er his hoof had press'd the crmubiiiig 

verge. 
Baffled his rider, saved against his will. 
The frenzy of the brain may be redress'd 
By medicine well applied, but without grace 
The heart's insanity admits no cure. 
Enraged the more, by what might have re- 

form'd 
His horrible intent, again he sought 
Destruction, with a zeal to be destroy'd. 
With sounding whip, and rowels dyed In blood. 
But still in vain. The Providence, that meant 
A longer date to the far nobler beast. 
Spared yet again the ignobler for his sake. 
And now, his prowess prov'd, and his sincere 
Incurable obduracy evinced. 
His rage grew cool; and pleased, perhaps, to 

have eam'd 
So cheaply the renown of that attempt. 
With looks of some complacence he resum'd 
His road, deriding much the blank amaze 
Of good Evander, still where he was left 
Fix^d motionless, and petrified with dread. 
So on they fared. Discourse on other themes 
Ensuing seem'd to obliterate the past ; 
And tamer far for so much fury shown 
(As is the course of rash and fiery men), 
The rude companion smil'd, as if transfomi'd. 
But 'twas a transient calm. A storm was near, 
An unsuspected storm. His hour was come. 
The impious challenger of Power divine 
Was now to learn, that Heaven, tho' slow to 

wrath. 
Is never with impunity defied. 
His horse, as he had caught his master's mood. 
Snorting, and starting into sudden rage. 
Unbidden, and not now to be controlIM, 
Kush'd to the cliff, and, having reach'd it, stood. 
At once the shock unseated him ; he flew 
Sheer o'er the craggy barrier: and immersed 
Deep in the flood, found, when he sought It 

not. 
The death he had de9enred> and died alone. 
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That is not wmnd and perfect, hftth In theln 
WroufiTht tills disturbance. But the wane li 

near. 
And his own cattle mnst soflSee bim soon. 
Thus idly do we firaete the breath of praise. 
And dedicate a tribnte, in Its nse 
And Jnst direction sacred, to a thinff 
Doom'd to the dnst, or todfed already there. 
Encomiam in old tloM was poet's work ; 
Bat poets, having lavishly long since 
Exhausted all materials of the art. 
Tho task now falls into the pabllc hand ; 
And I, contented with an homble theme. 
Have poar'd ray stream of panegyric down 
The vale of Nature, inhere it creefM and winds 
Among her lovely 'woi^ with a secure 
And nnambltioas ooarse, reflecting clear. 
If not the virtacs, yet the worth, of brutes. 
And I am recompensed, and deem the toils 
Of poetry not lost, if verse of mine 
May stand between an animal and woe. 
And teach one tyrant pity for his drudge. 

The groans of nature in this nether world. 
Which Heaven has hoard for ages, have an end. 

Foretold by prophets, and by itoetH sung, 
Whose Are was kindled at the prophets' lamp, 
The time of rest, the promised Sabbath, comes. 
Six thousand years of sorrow liave well-nigh 
Fnifiird their tardy and disastrous coarse 
Over a sinful world; and what remains 
Of this tempestaous state of baman things 
Is merely as the working of a sea 
Before a calm, that rooks Itself to rest : 
For He, whose car the winds are, and th3 

cloads 
The dust, that waits upon his sultry march. 
When sin hath moved hhu, and his wrath is 

hot. 
Shall visit earth in mercy: shall descend 
Propitious in his chariot paved with love ; 
And what his storms have blasted and defaced 
For man's revolt, shall with a smile repair. 
Sweet is the harp of prophecy; too sweet 
Not to be wrong'd by a mere mortal touch: 
Nor can the wonders it records be sung 
To meaner music, and not suffer loss. 
Bat when a poet, or when one like me, 
Happy to rove among poetic flowers, 
Though poor in skill to roar them, lights at last 
On some fair theme, some theme divinely fair, 
Such is the impulse and thu spur he feelx. 
To give it praise proportion'd to its worth. 
That not to attempt it, arduous as he deems 
The labour, were a task more arduous still. 

O scenes surpassing fable, and yet true. 
Scenes of accomplish'd bliss! which who can 

see, 
Though but in distant prospect, and not feel 
His sonl refresh'd with foretaste of the Joy ? 
Rivers of gladness water all the earth. 
And clothe all climes with beaaty; the re- 
proach 
Of barrenness is past. The fruitful field 
Laughs with abundance; and the land, once 

lenn. 
Or fertile only In its own disgrace. 
Exults to see its thistly curse repeaPd. 
The various seasons woven into one. 
And that one season an eternal spring, 
The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence. 
For there is none to covet, all are full. 
The lion, and the llbbard. and the bear. 
Graze with the fearless flocks : all bask at noon 
Together, or all gamlxd in the shade 
Of the same grove, and drink one common 

stream. 
Antipathies are none. No foe to man 
Lurks in serpent now : tho mother sees. 
And smiles to see, her Infant's playful hand 



Stretch 'd forth to dally with the crested worm. 
To stroke his axnre nei:k, or to receive 
The lansbent homage of bis arrowv tongne. 
All creatures worship man, and aU mankind 
One Lord, one Father. Error has no place ; 
That creeping pestilence is driven away ; 
The breath of heaven has ctiased it. In tho 

heart 
No passion touches a discordant string, 
But all is harmony and love. Dlseasu 
Is not: the pure and uncontamlnate blood 
Holds its due course, nor fears the frost of agei 
One song employs all nations ; and all cry, 
" Worthy the I^amb, for he was slain for us !" 
The dwoliurs in tho vales and on the rocks 
Shout to each other, and the mountain tops 
From distant mountains catch tlic flying joy ; 
Till, nation after nation taught the strain. 
Earth roils the rapturous Hosanna round. 
Behold the measure of the proniiHC flU'd ; 
Sec Salem built, the labour of a God ; 
H right as a sun the sacred city shines ; 
All Kingdoms and all princes of the earth 
Flock to that light : the glorv of all lands 
Flows into her; nnbuunded is her Joy, 
And endless her increase. Thy rams are there, 
Ncbaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there;* 
The looms of Ormas, add the mines of Ind, 
And Saba's spicy groves, pay tribute there. 
Praise is in all her gates t upon lier walls. 
And in her streets, and in lier spacious courts, 
is heard salvation. Eastern Java there 
Kneels with tho native of the farthest west ; 
And .Ethiopia spreads abroad the hand. 
And worships. Her report has travcU'd forth 
Into all lands. From every clime they come 
To see thy beauty, and to share thy joy, 
O Sion 1 an assembly such as earth 
Saw never, such as Heaven stoops down to seo. 
Thus heavenward all things tend. For all 

were once 
Perfect, and all must be at length restor'd. 
So God has greatly purpos'd; who would else 
In his dishonour'd wortis himself endure 
Dishononr, and be wrong'd without redress. 
Haste then, and wheel away a shatter'd world. 
Ye slow-revolving seasons ! we would see 
(A sight to which our eyes are strangers yet) 
A world, that does not dread and liute his laws, 
And suffer for its crime ; wonld learn how fair 
The creature is, that God pronounces good. 
How pleasant In itself what pleases him. 
Here every drop of honey hides a sting; 
Worms wind themselves into our sweetest 

flowers; 
And e'en the Joy, that haply some poor heart 
Derives from heaven, pure as the fountain is, 
Is sullied in the stream,.taklng a taint 
From touch of human lips, at best impure. 
O for a world in princiirfe as chaste 
As this is gross and selfish ! over which 
Custom and prejudice shall bear no sway. 
That govern all things here, shouldering aside 
The meek and modest Truth, and forcing her 
To seek a refuge from the tongue of Strife 
In nooks obscure, far from the ways of men ; 
Where Violence shall never lift the sword, 
Nor Cunning Justify the proud man's wrong, 
Leaving the poor no remedy but tears ; 
Where he, that fills an office, shall esteem 
The occasion it presents of doing good 
More tlian the perquisite : where Law shall 

speak 
Seldom, and never but as Wisdom prompts 
And Equity ; not Jealous more to guard 
A worthless form, than to decide aright. 
Where Fashion shall not sanctify abuse. 
Nor smooth Good-breeding (supplemental 

grace) 



* Nebaloth and Kedar, the sons of Ishmael, and progenitors of the Arabs, in the prophetic 
Seriptore here alluded to, may be reasonably considered as representatives of the €tentUes at 
large. 
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With lean p«rformaiice ape the work of Love ! 
Come then, and, added to thy many crowns, 
ileceive yet one, the crown of all the earth, 
Thoa who alone art worth v ! It was thine 
By ancient covenant, ere Katnre's birth ; 
And thou hast made it thine by purchase since, 
And overpaid its value with thy blood. 
!niy saints proclaim thee King; and in their 

hearts 
thy title is engraven with a pen 
Dipp'd in the fountain of eternal love. 
Ttgr saints proclaim thee King ; and thy delay 
Gives coorage to their foes, who, coald they see 
The dawn of thy last advent, long desired, 
Would creep into the bowels of the hills. 
And flee for safety to the falling rocks. 
The very spirit of the world is tired 
Of its own taanting question, ask'd so long, 
^* Where is the promise of your Lord's ap- 
proach?" 
The Infldel has shot his bolts away. 
Till, his exhausted quiver yielding none. 
He gleans the blunted shafts that have recoil'd. 
And aims them at the shield of Trnth again. 
The veil is rent, rent, too, by priestly hands, 
That hides divinity from mortal eyes: 
And all the mysteries to faith proposed, 
Insulted and traduced, are cast aside. 
As useless, to the moles and to the bats. 
They now are deem'd the faithful, and are 

prais'd. 
Who, constant only in rejecting thee. 
Deny thy Godhead with a martyr's zeal. 
And quit their office for their error's sake. 
Blind, and in love with darkness ! yet e'en 

these 
Worthy, compared with sycophants, who kneel. 
Thy name adoring, and then preach thee man ! 
So fares thy church. But how thy church may 

fare 
The world takes little thought. Who will may 

preach, 
And what they will. All pastors are alike 
To wandering sheep, resolved to follow none. 
Two gods divide them all— Pleasure and Gain: 
Por these they live, they sacrifice to these, 
And in their service wage perpetual war 
With Conscience and with thee. Lust in their 

hearts. 
And mischief in their hands, they roam the 

earth 
To prey upon each other : stubl>om, fierce, 
High-minded, foaming out their own disgrace. 
Thy prophets speak ofsuch ; and, noting down 
The featnres of the last degenerate times, 
Exhibit every lineament of these. 
Come then, and added to thy many crowns, 
Receive vet one, as radiant as the rest, 
Dae to thy last and most effectual work. 
Thy word fnlflli'd, the conquest of a world ! 
He is the happy man, whose life e'en now 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come ; 
Who, doom'd to an obscure bat tranquil state. 
Is pleased with it, and. were he free to choose. 
Would make his fate his choice; whom peace, 

the fruit 
Of virtue, and whom virtue, fruit of faith. 
Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, but having there his home. 
The world o'eriooks him in lier basy search 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view ; 
And, occupied as earnestly as she. 
Though more sublimely, he o'eriooks the world. 
She scorns his pleasures, for she knows them 

not; 
He seeks not hers, for he has prov'd them vain. 
He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded files ; and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her Joys. 
Therefore in Contemplation is his bliss. 
Whose power \b such, that whom she lifts from 

earth 



She makes familiar with a haaren onseMi, 
And shows him glories yet to be reveal'd. 
Not slothful he, though seeming unemploy'd. 
And censur'd oft as useless. Stillest streams 
Oft water fairest meadows, and the bird 
That fiutters least, is longest on the wing. 
Ask him, indeed, what trophies he has raised. 
Or what achievements of immortal fame 
He purposes, and he shall answer—None. 
His warfare is within. There, unfatigued. 
His fervent spirit labours. There he fights. 
And there obtains fresh triumphs o'er himself. 
And never-withering wreaths, compared with 

which 
The laurels that a Caesar rdcps are weeds. 
Perhaps the self-approving iMcaghty world. 
That as she sweeps him with her whistling 

silks 
Scarce deigns to notice him, or, if she see. 
Deems him a cipher in the works of God, 
Receives advantage from his noiseless hours 
Of what she little dreams. Perhaps she owes 
Her sunshine and her rain, her blooming spring 
And plenteous harvest, to the prayer he makes. 
When, Isaac-like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at even-tide, 
And think on her, who thinks not for herself. 
Forgive him, then, thou bustler in concerns 
Of little worth, an idler in the best. 
If, author of no mischief and some good, 
He seek his proper happiness by means 
That may advance, but cannot ninder, thine. 
Nor, though he tread the secret path of life. 
Engage no notice, and enjoy mucti ease. 
Account him an encumbrance on the state. 
Receiving benefits, and rendering none. 
His sphere though humble, if that humblo 

sphere 
Shine with his fair example, and though small 
His influence, if that influence ail be spent 
In soothing sorrow and hi quenching strife. 
In aiding helpless indigence, in works 
From which at least a grateful few derive 
Some taste of comfort in a world of woe ; 
Then let the supercilious great confess 
He serves his country, recompenses well. 
The state, beneath the shadow of whose vine 
He sits secure, and in the scale of life 
Holds no ignoble, though a slighted, place. 
The man, whose virtues are more felt than seen. 
Must drop indeed the hope of public praise; 
But he may boast, what few that win it can. 
That, if his country stand not by his skill. 
At least his follies have not wrought her fall. 
Polite Reflnement offers him in vain 
Her golden tube, through which a sensual world 
Draws gross impurity, and likes it well, 
The neat conveyance hiding all the offence. 
Not that he peevishly rejects a mode 
Because that world adopts it. If it bear 
The stamp and clear impression of good sense. 
And be not costly more than of true worth, 
He puts it on, and, for decorum sake, 
<:an wear it e'en as gracefully as she. 
She Judges of reflnement by the eye. 
He by the test of conscience, and a heart 
Not soon deceived ; aware that what is base 
No polish can make sterling ; and that vice. 
Though well perfumed andelegantly dress'd. 
Like an unburied carcase trick d with flowers. 
Is but a gamish'd nuisance, fitter far 
For cleanly riddance than for fair attire. 
So llf^ glides smoothly and by stealth away. 
More golden than that age of fabled gold 
Renonn'd in ancient song; not vex'd with care 
Or stahi'd with guilt, beneficent, approved 
Of God and man, and peaceful to the end. 
So glide my life away ! and so, at last. 
My share of duties decently fulfil'd. 
May some dlse ise, not tardy to perform 
Its destined office, yet with gentle stroke, 
Dismiss me weary to a safe retreat. 
Beneath the turf that I have often trod. 
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It shall not grlevo me then, that onco when 

caird 
To dress a sofa with the flowers of verse, 
I plaj'd awhile, obedient to the fair, 
With that lis^t task; but soon to please her 

more, 
Wliom flowers alone I knew would little plcanc. 
Let fall the unfinished wreath, and roved for 

fmit: 
Boved far, and gathered much: some harsh, *tl8 

trnc. 
rick'd from the thorns and briars of reproof, 



Bnt wholesome, well-diRested ; gratef nl some 

To palates, that can taste Immortal truth ; 

Insipid else, and snre to be despised. 

Bat all is in His hand, whose praise I seek. 

In vain the poet sings and the world heani. 

If he regard not. though divine the theme. 

'Tis not in artful measures, in the chime 

And idle tinkling of a minstrers lyre. 

To charm His ear, whose eye is on tlio honrt 

Whose frown can disappoint the proodetl 

strain. 
Whose approbation— prosper even mine. 
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T&UR and false glory— Kings made for man— Attributes of royalty in England— Qnevedo's satire on 
kings— Kings objects of pity— Inquiry concerning the cause of Englishmen's scorn of arbitrary 
role— Character of the Englishman and the Frenchman— Charms of freedom— Freedom some- 
times needs the restraints of discipline— Reference to the riots in London— Tribute to Lord 
Chatham— Political state of England— The vices that debase her portend her downfall— Political 
events the instruments of Providence— The poet disclaims prophetic inspiration— The choice of 
a mean subject denotes a weak mind— Reference to Homer, Virgil, and Milton— Progress of 
poesy— The poet laments that religion is not more frequently united with poetry. 

" Si te fortfe mcffi gravis oret sarcina charts, 
Abjicito." HOR. Lib i. Ep. 13 



A. Ton told mc. I remember, glory, built 
On selfish principles is shame an\l guilt ; 
The deeds, that men admire as half divine, 
Htark nauglit, because corrupt in their design. 
Strange aoctrine this! that without scruple 

tears 
The laurel that the very lightning spares ; 
Brings down the warrior's trophy to the dust, 
And eats into his bloody sword like runt. 

£. I grant that, men continuing what they 
are, 
Fierce, avaricious, prond, there must be war ; 
And never meant the rale should be applied 
To him that fights with Justice on his side. 

Let laurels drench'd in pure Parnassian dews 
Reward his memory, dear to every muse, 
Who, with a courage of unshaken root. 
In honour's field advancing his firm foot, 
Plants it upon the line that Justice draws. 
And will prevail or perish In her cause. 
'Tis to tlie virtues of such men, man owes 
His portion in the good that Heaven bestows ; 
And when recording History displays 
Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient 

days, . 
Tells of a few stout hearts that fought and died 
Where duty placed them, at their country's 

side. 
The man that is not moved with what he reads. 
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds. 
Unworthy of the blessings of the brave. 
Is bflse in kind, and born to be a slave. 

But let eternal infamy pursue 
The wretch to nought but his ambition true. 
Who, for the sake of filling with one blast 
The post-horns of ail Europe, lays her waste. 
ThiuK yourself station'd on a towering rock, 
To see a people scatter'd like a flock. 
Some royal mastiff panting at their heels. 
With all the savage thirst a tiger feels ; 
Then view himself proclalm'd in a gazette 
Chief monster that has plagued the nations yet ! 
The globe and sceptre in such hands misplaced. 
Those ensigns of dominion, how disgraced ! 
The glass that bids man mark the fleeting hour. 
And Death's own scythe, would better speak his 

power. 
Then grace the bony phantom in their stead 
With the king's shoulder-knot and gay cockade ; 
Clotlie the twin brethren in each other's dress. 
The same their occupation and success. 

A. 'Tis your belief the world was made for 
man: 
Kings do but reason on the self-same plan : 
Maintaining yours, you cannot theirs condemn. 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for 
them. 



B. Seldom, alas ! the power of logic reigns 
With much snfilciency m royal brains ; 
Such reasoning falls like an inverted cone. 
Wanting its proper base to stand upon. 
Man made for kings ! those optics are but dim 
That tell you so— say, rather, they for him. 
That were, indeed, a king-ennobUng thought. 
Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 
The diadem, with mighty projects lined. 
To catch renown by ruining mankind. 
Is worth, w^ith all its gold and glittering store, 
Just wliat the toy will sell for, and no more. 

Oh ! bright occasions of dispensing good. 
How seldom used, how little understood ! 
To pour in Virtue's lap her jnst reward : 
Keep Vice restrain'd behind a double guard; 
To quell the faction that affronts the throne 
By silent magnanimity alone ; 
To nurse with tender care the thriving arts, 
Watch every beam Philosophy imparts; 
To give Religion her unbridled scope. 
Nor Judge bv statute a believer's hope; 
With close fidelity and love unfeignd 
To keep the matrimonial bond unstain'd; 
Covetous only of a virtuous praise ; 
His life a lesson to the land lie sways ; 
To touch the sword with conscientious awe, 
Nor draw It but when duty bids him draw ; 
To sheath it in the peace-restoring close 
With joy beyond what victory bestows— 
Blest country! where these kingly glories 

shine ; 
Blest England ! if this happiness be thine. 

A. Guard what you say; the patriotic tribe 
Will sneer, and charge you with a bribe. 

B. A bribe? 
The worth of his three kingdoms I defy, 

To lure me to the baseness of a lie : 
And, of all lies (be that one poet's boast,) 
The lie that flatters I abhor the most. 
Those arts be theirs that hate his gentle reign, 
But he that loves him has no need to fe=gn. 

A. Your smooth eulogium to one crown ad- 
dressed. 

Seems to imply a censure on the rest. 

B. Quevcdo, as he tells his sober ta e, 
Ask'd, when in hell, to see the royal jail; 
Approved their method in all other things, 
"But where, good sir, do you confine your 

kings ?" 
"Thare," said his guide, "the group Is in full 

view." 
"Indeed!" replied the Don, *' there are bat 

few." 
Hi« black interpreter the charge disdain'd;— 
" Few, fellow ? — There are all that ever 

relgnd." 
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Wit, undlstinfrniBhiiig, Is apt to strike 
The guilty and not ;(nilt j, botli aliKc. 
I grant tne MrcaHUi Ih tuo nevere. 
And we can readily rcfatu it here. 
While Alfred's name, the father uf hln aire. 
And the Sixth Edward'ngrace tbv hlMtorlc page. 

A. Kings then at last have tmt the lot uf all : 
By their own conduct tliey uiuMt stand or fail. 

£. True. While they live, the courtly laureate 
pays 
His quit-rent ode, his peppercorn of pralr<e. 
And many a dunce, whose fingers itch to write, 
Adds, as he can, his tributary mite ; 
A subject's faults a subject may proclaim, 
A monarch's errors are forbidden game! 
Thus, free from censure, overawed by fear. 
And praised for virtues that they scorn to wear, 
The fleeting forms of majesty engage 
Respect, while stalking o'er life's narrow stage, 
Th n leave thuir crimes for history to scan. 
And ask, with busy scorn. Was this the man ? 

I pity kings whom worship waits upon 
Obsequious, from the cradle to the thrune ; 
Before whose infant eyes the flatterer liows. 
And binds a wreath about their baby brows ; 
Whom education stiffens into state. 
And deaUi awakens from that dream too late. 
Oh ! if servility, with supple knees, 
Whose trade It is to smile, to crouch, to please; 
If smooth dissimulation, skill'd to grace 
A devirs purpose with an angel's face ; 
If smiling peeresses and simpering peers. 
Encompassing his throne a few short years; ' 
If the guilt carriage and the pami^er'a steed. 
That wants no driving and disdains the lead; 
If gnards, mechanically fonn'd in ranks, 
Playing, at beat of drum, their martini pranks. 
Shouldering and standing, as if struck to stoue. 
While condescending majesty looks on ; 
If monarchy consist In such base things, 
Highing, I say again, I pity kings! 

To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood. 
Even when he lalH)urs for his country's good; 
To see a baud call'd patriot for no cause. 
But that they catch at popular appluuse, 
Careless of all the anxiety he feels 
Hook disappointment on the public wheels, 
With all tlielr flippant fluency of tongue. 
Most confident, when palpably most wrong,— 
If this be kingly, then farewell for me 
All kingship, and may 1 be |)0<)r and free ! 

To be the Tftble Talk of clubs up-stairs. 
To which the unwash'd artificer repairs. 
To indulge his genitis after long fatigae, 
By diving into cabinet intrigue, 
(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may. 
To him Is relaxation and mere play :) 
To win no praise when well-wiought plans pre- 
vail. 
But to be rudely censured when they fall; 
To doubt the love his favourites may pretend. 
And in reality to find no friend ; 
If he indulge a cultivated taste. 
His galleries with the works uf art well graced. 
To hear it call'd extravagance and waste; 
If these attendants, and If such iis these. 
Must follow royalty, then welc -me ease! 
However humble and confined tbe splicre, 
Happy the state tiiat has not these to fear! 

A. Thus men, whose thoughts contemplatiTe 
have dwelt 
On situations that they never felt. 
Start up sagacious, cover'd witti the dust 
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust. 
And prate and preach about what others prove, 
As if the world and thoy wore hand and glove. 
Leave klURly backs to cope with kingly cares. 
They have their weight to carry, subjects 
theirs; 



Poets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing taxes and the nation's debt, 
(.'ould vou contrive the payment, and rehearse 
The mik'hty plan, oracular, in verse. 
No bard, howe'er, majestic, old or new. 
Should claim my flx'd attention more than von. 
B. Not Brlndley nor Bridge water would 
essay* 
To turn the course of Helioon that way ; 
Xor would the Nine consent the sacrud tide 
Should purl amidst the traffic of I'huapside, 
Or tinkle in Change Atley, to amust; 
The leathern ears of stock-jobbers and Jews. 

A. Vouchsafe, at least, to pitch tlie kry of 
rhyme 

To themes more pertinent. If less sublime. 
When ministers and ministerial arts ; 
Patriots, who love KO<id places at their hearts ; 
When admirals, oxtoli'd for staiidinflr still. 
Or doing nothing with a deal of Hkill : 
(ienerals, who will not conquer when they may. 
Firm friends to peace, to pleabore, and good 

pay; 
When Freedom, wonnded almost to despair, 
1 hough discontent alone can find out where:— 
When themes like these employ the poet's 

tongue, 
I hear— as mnte as if a syren snng. 
Or tell me, if you can, what power maintains 
A Briton's scorn of arbitrary chains 'i 
That were a theme might animate the dead, 
And move the 11|M of poets cast in lead. 

B. The cause, though worth the seordi, may 
yet elude 

Conjecture and remark, however shrewd. 
They take, perhaps, a well-directed aim. 
Who seek it in his climate and his frame. 
Liberal in all things else, yet Nature here 
With stern severity, deals out the year. 
Winter invades the spring and often pours 
A chilling flood on summer's dropping flowers ; 
Unwelcome vapours quench autnuiniU beams, 
Ungenial blasts attending, curl the streams ; 
The peasants urge their harvest, ply the fork 
With double toil, and shiver at their work. 
Thus with a rigour, for his good design'd. 
She rears her favourite man of all mankind. 
His form robust and of elastic tone, 
I^roportion'd well, half muscle and have bone. 
Supplies with warm activity and force 
A mind well lodged, and miisculine of course. 
Hence Liberty, sweet Liberty inspires 
And keeps alive his fierce but nolile fires. 
Patient of constitutional control. 
He bears it with meek manliness of soul ; 
But if authority grow wanton, woe 
To him that treads upon his free-bom toe ! 
One step beyond the boundary of the laws 
Fires him at once in Freedom s glorious cause. 
Thus proud Prerogative, not much revered. 
Is seldom felt, thongh sometimes seen and 

heard; 
And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay. 
Is kept to strut, look big. and talk. away. 

Born in a climate softer far than ours. 
Not form'd like us, with such Herculean 

powers. 
The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk. 
Give him his lass, his fiddb, ana his frisk. 
Is always happy, reign whoever may. 
And laughs the sense of misery far away. 
Ho drinks his simple beverage with a gust. 
And feasting on an onion and a crust. 
We never feel the alacrity and loy. 
With which he shouts and carols, Vitte le Rail 
Fill'd with as much true merriment and glee 
As If he heard his king say—*' Slave, be free!'* 

Thus happiness depends, as Nature shows. 
Less on exterior things than most suppose. 



* James Brlndley, the projector of the system of inland navigation and the engineer of tho 
famous Bridgowaler Canal. Mr. Brlndley died at Tumhurst, in Staffordshire, on the 27th 
September, 1773. 
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Vigilant over all that He has made. 
Kind Providence attends with gracious aid ; 
Bids equity throughout His works prevail, 
And -weighs the nations In an even scale ; 
He can encourage slavery to a smile, 
And fill with discontent a British isle. 
A. Freeman and slave then, if the case be 
such, 
Stand on a level— and you prove too much. 
]f all men indiscriminately share 
His fostering power, and tutelary care, 
As well be yoked by despotism's nand. 
As dwell at large in Britain's chartered land. 
£. Ho. Freedom has a thousand charms to 
show. 
That slaves, howe'er contented, never know. 
The mind attains beneath her happy reign 
The growth that Nature meant she should at- 
tain; 
The varied field of science, ever new. 
Opening and wider opening on her view, 
she ventures onward with a prosperous force, 
While no base fear impedes her in her course. 
Religion, richest favour of the skies. 
Stands most reveal'd before the freeman's eyes ; 
No shades of superstition blot the day 
Liberty chases all that gloom away. 
The soul, emancipated, unoppress'd, 
Free to prove all things, and hold fast the best. 
Learns much, and to a thousand listening minus 
Communicates with Joy the good she finds. 
Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show 
His manly forehead to the fiercest foe; 
Glorious in war, but for the sake of peace. 
His spirits rising as his toils increase. 
Guards well what arts and industry have won, 
And Freedom claims him for her firstborn son. 
Slaves fight for what were better cast away. 
The chain that binds them, and a tyrant's 

sway; 
But they that fight for freedom, undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake, 
Religion, virtue, truth, whate'er we call 
A blessing, freedom Is the pledge of all. 
O Liberty! the prisoner's pleasing dream, 
The poers muse, his passion, and nis theme, 
Genius is thine, and thou art Fancy's nurse. 
Lost without thee the ennobling powers of 

verse; 
Heroic song from thy free touch acquires 
Its clearest tone, the rapture it inspires. 
Place me where Winter breathes his keenest 

air. 
And I will sing, If Liberty be there ; 
And I will sing at Liberty's dear feet. 
In Afric's torrid dime, or India's fiercest heat 

A. Sing where you please, in such a cause I 
grant 

An English poet's privilege to rant. 
But is not Freedom, at least is not ours. 
Too apt to play the wanton with her powers, 
Grow freakish, and, o'erleaping every mound, 
Spread anarchy and terror all around ? 

B. Agreed. But would you sell or slay your 
horse 

For bounding and curveting in his course ? 
Or if, when ndden with a careless rein, 
He break away, and seek the distant plain ? 
No. His high mettle, under good control. 
Gives him Olympic speed, ana shoots him to the 
goal. 
Let discipline employ her wholesome arts ; 
Let magistrates alert perform their parts. 
Not skwk, or put on a prudential mask. 
As if their duty were a desperte task : 
Let active laws apply the needful curb, 
To guard the peace that riot would disturb ; 
And Liberty, preserved from wild excess, 
Shall raise no fends for armies to suppress. 
When Tumult lately burst his prison door. 
And set plebeian thousands in a roar; 
When he usurp'd authority's inst place. 
And dared to look his master in the face ; 



When the rude rabble's watchword was— De- 
stroy ! 
And blazing London seem'd a second Troy : 
Libertv blush'd, and hung her drooping head. 
Beheld their progress with the deepest dread, 
Blush'd that effects like these she should pro- 
duce. 
Worse than the deeds of galley-slayes broke 

loose. 
She loses in such storms her very name. 
And fierce licentiousness should bear the blame. 

Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold ; 
Cheap, though blood-bought, and thrown away 

when sold ; 
May no foes ravage thee, and no false friend 
Betray thee, while professing to defend I 
Prize it. ye ministers ; ye monarchs, spare ; 
Ye patriots, guard it with a miser's care ! 

A. Patriots, alasl the few that have been 
found, 

'Where most they flourish, upon English ground. 
The country's need have scantily supplied; 
And the last left the scene when Cliatham 
died. 

B. Not so— the virtue still adorns our age. 
Though the chief actor died upon the stage. 
In him, Demosthenes was heard again; 
Liberty taught him her Athenian strain ; 
She clothed him with authority and awe. 
Spoke from his lips, and in his looks gave law. 
His speech, his form, his action, full of grace. 
And all his country beaming in his face, 

He stood, as some inimitable hand 
Would strive to make a Paul or Tully stand. 
No sycophant or slave that dared oppose 
Her sacred cause, but trembled when he rose. 
And every venal stickler for the yoke 
Felt himself crush'd at the first word he spoke. 
Such men are raised to station and comnuuod. 
When Providence means mercy to a land. 
He speaks, and they appear ; to Him they owe 
Skill to direct, and strength to strike the Dlow, 
To manage with address, to seize with iiower 
The crisis of a dark decisive hour. 
So Gideon eam'd a victory not his own. 
Subserviency his praise, and that alone. 

Poor England! thou art a devoted deer, 
Beset with every ill but that of fear. 
The nations hunt : all mark thee for a prey : 
They swarm around thee, and thou stand'st at 

bay; 
Undaunted still, though wearied and per- 

plex'd. 
Once Chatham saved thee ; but who saves the 

next? 
Alas ! the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
All that should be the boast of British song. 
'Tis not the wreath that once adom'd thy brow. 
The prize of happier times, will serve thee 

now. 
Our ancestry, a gallant Christian race, 
Patterns of every virtue, every grace, 
Confess'd a God: they kneerd before they 

fought 
And praised Him In the victories He wrought. 
Now from the dust of ancient days bring forth 
Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth ; 
Courage, ungraced by these, affronts the skies, 
Is but the fire without the sacrifice. 
The stream that feeds the well-spring of the 

heart 
Not more invigorates life's noblest part, 
Than virtue quickens with a warmth divine 
The powers that sin has brought to a decline. 

A. The inestimable estimate of Brown 
Rose like a paper kite, and charm'd the town ; 
But measures, plann'd and executed well. 
Shifted the wind that raised it, and it fell. 
He trod the very self-same ground you tread. 
And victory refuted all he said. 

B. And yet his judgment was not framed 

amiss; 
Its error, if it err'd, was merely this— 
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lie thouffht the dying hoar already come. 
And a complete recover/ struck him dumb.* 

But that effeminacy, roily, lust. 
Enervate and enfeeble, and needs mnst. 
And that a nation shamefoliy debased 
Will be despised and trampled on at last, 
Unless sweet penitence her powers renew, 
la truth, if history itself be true. 
There is a time, and Justice marks the date, 
For long-forbearing clemency to wait ; 
That hour elapsed, the incurable revolt 
Is pnnlsh'd, and down comes the thunderbolt. 
If Mercy then pnt by the threatening blow. 
Must she perform the same kind offlce now? 
May she ! and if offended Heaven be still 
Acceaaible, and prayer prevail, she will. 
'Tis not, however, insolence and noise. 
The tempest of tumultuary Joys, 
Xor is it yet despondence and dismay 
Will win tier visits, or engage her stay ; 
lYayer only, and the penitential tear, 
Can call her smiling down, and fix her here, 

But when a country (one that I could name) 
In prostitution sinks the sense of shame 
When infamous venality, grown bold, 
Writes on his bosom. To be let or $old ; 
When perjury, that heaven-defying vice. 
Hells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price. 
Stamps Gtod's own name upon a lie Just made, 
To turn a penny in the way of trade : 
When avarice starves (and never hides his face) 
Two or three millions of the human race. 
And not a tpngue inquires how, where, or 

when. 
Though conscience will have twinges now and 

then 
When profanation of the sacred cause 
In all its parts, times, ministry, and laws, 
Bespealu a land, once Christian, fallen and lost 
In all that wars against that title most ; 
What follows next, let cities t>e of great name. 
And regions long since desolate proclaim : 
Ifineven, Babylon, and ancient Rome, 
Hpeak to the present times, and times to come ; 
They cry aloud in every careless ear, 
" Stop, while ye may, suspend your mad career ! 
Oh, learn from our example and our fate— 
l^am wisdom and repentance ere too late !" 

Not only vice disposes and prepares 
The mindTthat slumbers swoetly in her snares. 
To stoop to tyranny's usurp*d command. 
And bend herpollstiM neck beneath his hand, 
(A dire effect, by one of Nature's laws 
rncbangeably connected with its cause,) 
liut Providence Himself will intervene 
To throw His dark displeasure o'er the scene 
Ail are His Instruments : each form of war. 
What bums at home, or threatens from afar. 
Nature in arms, her elements at strife, 
The storms that overset the Joys of life. 
Are bat His rods to scourge a guilty land, 
And waste it at the bidding of His band. 
He gives the word, and mutiny soon roars 
In alt her gates, and shakes her distant shores ; 
The standards of all nations are unfurl'd ; 
Hhe has one foe, and that one foe— the world. 
And if He doom that people with a frown, 
And mark them with a seal of wrath, press'd 

down. 
Obduracy takes place : callous and tough, 
The reprobated race grows Judgment-proof: 
Earth shakes beneath them, and heaven roars 

above; 
But nothing scares them from the course they 

love. 



To the lascivious pipe and wanton song. 
That charm down fear, they frolic it along, 
With mad rapidity and unconcern, 
Down to the gulf from which is no return. 
They trust in navies, and their navies fail— 
(iod s curse can cast away ten thousand sail ! 
They trust in armies, and their courage dies; 
In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies; 
But all they trust in withers, as it must, 
When He commands In whom they place no 

trust. 
Vengeance at last pours down upon their coast, 
A long-despised, but now victorious host ; 
Tvranny sends the chain that must abridge 
The noble sweep of all their privlieare. 
Gives liberty the last, the mortal shock, 
Slips the slave's collar on, and snaps the lock. 

A. Such lofty strains embellish what you 
teach. 
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach ? 

£. I know the mind that feels Indeed the 
fire 
The Muse imparts, and can command the lyre, 
Acts with a force, and kindles with a zeal, 
Whate'er the theme, that others never feeL 
If human woes her soft attention claim, 
A tender sympathy pervades the frame. 
She pours a sensibility divine 
Along the nerve of every feeling line. 
But if a deed not tamely to be borne. 
Fire indignation and a sense of scorn. 
The strings are swept with such a iiower, so 

loud. 
The storm of music shakes th* astonish'd crowd. 
So. when remote futurity is brought 
Before the keen inquiry of her thought, 
A terrible sagacity informs 
The poet's heart; he looks to distant storms. 
He hears the thunder ere the tempest lowers. 
And, arm'd with strength surpassing human 

powers. 
Seizes events as yet unknown to man. 
And darts his soul into the dawning plan. 
Hence, In a Boman mouth, the graceful name 
Of prophet and of poet was the same ; 
Hence British poets too the priesthood siiared. 
And every hallow'd druid was a bard. 
But no prophetic flres to me belong ; 
I play with syllables, and sport in song. 

A. At Westminster, where little poets strive 
To set a distich upon six and five. 
Where Discipline helps opening buds of sense 
And makes his pupils proud with silver pence,t 
I was a poet too ; but modem taste 
Is so refined, and delicate, and chaste. 
That verse, whatever fire the fancy warms, 
Without a creamy smoothness has no charms. 
Thus, all success depending on an ear. 
And thinking I might purchase it too dear. 
If sentiment were sacriflced to sound. 
And truth cut short to make a period round, 
I Judged a man of sense could scarce do worse 
Than caper in the morris-dance of verse. 

B. Thus reputation Is a spur to wit. 
And some wits flag through fear of losing it. 
Give me the line that ploughs its stately course. 
Like a proud swan, conquering the stream by 

force; 
That like some cottage beauty, strikes the 

heart. 
Quite unindebted to the tricks of art. 
When labour and when dnlness, club in hand. 
Like the two figures at St. Dunstan's stand, 
Beating alternately, in measured time. 
The clockwork tintlnabulum of rhyme, 

• Dr. John Brown, the author of "Essays on Shaftesbury's Characteristics," and a great variety 
of other works, published his famous ^' Estimate of the Manners and Principles of the Tlmes,^* 
exposing the selfish effeminacy of the higher ranks. In 1757. It ran through several editions fu a 
very short time. Brown committed suicide in September, 1766. in his fifty-first year. 

t A t Westminister School, Cowper speaks of this oust em in one of his letters :— *^ I was a schoolboy 
in high favour with the master, received a silver groat for my exercise, and had the pleasure of 
seeing it sent from form to form for the admiration of ail Who were able to uadarBtaail Cc 
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Exact and rofoku* the sounds will be ; 

But such mere qoarter'Strokes are not for rae. 

From him who rears a poem lank and long, 
To him who strains his all into a song. 
Perhaps some bonnj Caledonian air. 
All birks and braes, though he was never there ; 
Or, having whelp'd a prologue with great pains. 
Feels himself spent, and fnmbles for his brains ; 
A prologue interdash'd with many a strok&^ 
An art contrived to advertise a joke, 
So that the Jest is clearly to be seen, 
Not in the words— but in the gap between ; 
Manner is all in all, whate'er is writ. 
The substitute for genius, sense, and wit. 

To dally much with subjects mean and low. 
Proves that the mind is weak, or makes it so. 
Neglected talents rust into decay. 
And every effort ends In push-pin play. 
The man that means success, should soar above 
A soldier's feather, or a lady's glove ; 
Else. R«mraoning the muse to such a theme. 
The fruit of all her labour is whipt<cream. 
As if an eagle flew aloft, and then — 
Stoop'd from its highest pitch to pounce a wren. 
Ar if the poet, purposing to wed. 
Should carve himself a wife in gingerbread. 
* Ages elapsed ere Homer's lamp appear'd. 
And ages ere the Mantnan swan was heard ; 
To carry nature lengths unknown before, 
To give a Milton birth ask'd ages more. 
Thus genius rose and set at order'd times. 
And shot a day-spring into distant climes, 
Knnobling every region that he chose ; 
lie sunk in Greece, in Italy he rose ; 
And, tedious years of Gothic darkness past, 
Emerged all splendour in our isle at last. 
Tlins lovely halcyons dive into the nuUn, 
Tlicn shew far off their shining plumes again. 

A. Is genius only found in epic lays ? 
Prove this, and forfeit all pretence to praise. 
Make their heroic powers your own at once, 
Or candidly confess yourself a dunce. 

B. These were the chief; each interval of 
night 

Was graced with many an undnlating light ; 
In less illustrious bards his beauty shone 
A meteor or a star ; in these, the snn. 

The nightingale may claim the topmost bough 
While the poor grasshopper must chirp belmv. 
Like him unnoticed, I, and such as I, 
Spread little wings, and rather skip than fly : 
Perch'd on the meagre produce of the land. 
An ell or two of prospect we command. 
But never peep beyond the thomv bound. 
Or oaken fence that hems the paddock round. 

In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not an art ; 
Language, above all teaching, or if tanght. 
Only by gratitude and glowing thought. 
Elegant as simplicity, and warm 
As ecstacy, nnmanacled by form. 
Not prompted, as in our degenerate days. 
By low ambition and the thirst of praise, 
Was natural as is the flowing stream. 
And yet magnificent— a God the theme ! 
That theme on earth exhausted, though above 
Tls found as everlasting as His love, 
Han lavished all his thoughts on human 

things — 
The feats of heroes and the wrath of kings; 
But stlU, while virtue kindled his delight. 
The song was moral, and so far was right. 
, 'Twas thus till luxury seduced the mind 
' To Joys less innocent, as less refined ; 
Then Genius danced a bacchanal : he crown'd 
The brimming goblet, seized the thyrsus, bound 
His brows with ivy, msh'd into the field 
■Of wild imagination, and there reel'd, 
The victim of his own lascivious fires, 
And, dizzy with delight, profaned the sacred 
wires. 
Anncroon, Horace^ play'd In Greece andKome 
T/j/jtf bedlam part ; and others nearer borne. 



When Cromwell (ought tor power, and while he 

reign'd 
The proud proteetor of the pcw«r he pda'd, 
Beligion, harsh, intolerant, anstere. 
Parent of manners like herself severe. 
Drew a rongh copy of the Christian teee. 
Without the smile, tbe sweetaeea, m tbi 

grace; 
The dark and snllen hnmoiir of the tiam 
Judged every effort of the muse a Grime; 
Verse, in the finest mould of faacy oaat. 
Was lumber, in an age so void of taate; 
But when the second Charles Bttamtt! the 

sway, • 
And arts revived beneath a softer day. 
Then, like a bow long forced Into a enrve. 
The mind, released from too constrain'Aa Birve, 
Flew to its first position with a sinring 
That made the vaulted roof of pleasure rtag. 
His court, the dissolute and hateful school 
Of wantonness, where viee was taught bj mle, 
Swarm'd with a scribbling herd, as deep mkid 
With brutal last as ever Circe made. 
PYom these a long succession, in the rage 
Of rank obscenity debaoch'd their age, 
Nor ceased till, ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of her sacred charge, tlM preee. 
The Muse instructed a well-nnrtnred train 
Of abler votaries to cleanse tbe stain, ' 
And olaim the palm for purity of song. 
That lewdness had usorp'd and worn so loi^ 
Then decent pleasantry and sterling sense. 
That neither gave nor would endure olfenee. 
Whipped out of sight, with satire Jnst and keen 
The puppy pack that had defiled the scene. 
In front of these came Addison. In him 
Humour in holiday and sightly trim, 
SubUmity and attic taste combined. 
To polish, furnish, and delight tbe mind. 
Then Pope, as harmony Itself exact. 
In verse well disciplined, complete, compact. 
Gave virtue and morality a grace 
That, quite eclipsing pleasure's painted face. 
Levied a tax of wonder and applause. 
Even on the fools that trampled on their laws. 
But he (his musical finesse was snch. 
So nice his ear, so delicate his touch) 
Made poetry a mere mechanic art. 
And every warbler has his tune by heart. 
Nature imparting her satiric gift. 
Her serious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift, 
With droll sobriety they raise a smile 
At folly's cost, themselves unmoved the whUe. 
That constellation set, the world in vain 
Must hope to look upon their like again. 
A. Are we then left— j8. Not wholly in the 

dark; 
Wit now and then, struck smartly, shews a 

spark. 
Sufficient to redeem the modem race 
From total night and absolute disgrace. 
While servile trick and imitative knack 
Confine the million in the beaten track. 
Perhaps some courser, who disdains the road. 
Snuffs up the wind, and flings himself abroad. 

Contemporaries all surpass'd. see one. 
Short his career in^ed, but ably run. 
Churchill, himself unconscious of his powers. 
In penury consumed his idle hours. 
And, like ascatter'd seed at random sown. 
Was left to spring by vigour of his own. 
Lifted at length, by dignity of thought 
And dint of genins, to an afiluent lot, 
He laid his head in luxui^'s soft lap. 
And took too often there his easy nap. 
If brighter beams than all he threw not forlh, 
'Twas negligence In him, not want of worth. 
Snriy and slovenly, and bold and coarse. 
Too prond for art, and trusting in mere force. 
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit. 
Always at speed, and never drawing bit. 
He struck the ^re in such a careless mood, 
And BO dtedain^d the rules he understood, 
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Tho laarel 8e«m*d to wait on his command, 
lie snatched it mdely from the Muse's hand. 

Nature, exerting an nn wearied power. 
Forms, opens, and gives scent to every flower; 
Spreads the fresh verdure of the tleld, and leads 
The dancing Naiads through the dewy meads; 
She fills profase ten thousand little throats 
With music, modulating all their notes, 
And charms the woodland scenes and wilds un- 
known, 
With artless airs and concerts of her own : 
But seldom (as if fearful of expense) 
Vouchsafes to man a poet's Just pretence— 
Fexwnejj freadom, fluency of thought, 
Hflnaony, streagtli, wordi exquisitely sought; 
Fancy, tnat from the bow that spaas the sky 
Brings edoara, dipped in heaven, that never die ; 
A sonl exalted abov« earth ; a mind 
Sknrd In the characters that form mankind ; 
And, as the ran, in rising beauty dress'd. 
Looks to the westward from the dappled east. 
And marks, whatever clouds may interpose 
Ere yet his race begins, its glorious close. 
An eye like his to catch the distant goal; 
Or, ere the wheels of verse begin to roll. 
Like his to shed illuminating rays 
On every scene and subject it surveys : 
Thus graeed, the man asserts a poet's name. 
And the world dbeerfally admits the claim. 

Pity ! Religion has so seldom found 
A skilfid gnide into poetic ground ! 
The flowers would, spring where'er she delgn'd 

to stnr. 
And ercry Muse attend her in her way. 
Virtue indeed meets many a rhyming friend. 
And many a compliment politely penn'd ; 
But, nnattired in that becoming vest 
Religion weaves for her, and half undress'd. 
Stands in the desert shivering and forlorn, 
A wintry figure, like a wither d thorn. 
The shelves are full, all other themes are sped ; 
Ilackney'd sudwom to the last flimsy thread, 
Satire has long since done his best : and curst 
And loathsome ribaldry has done his worst ; 
Fancy has sported all her powers away 
In tales, tai trifles, and in caildr en's play ; 



And 'tis the sad complaint, and almost tme, 
Whate'er we write, we bring forth nothing 

new. 
'Twere new indeed, to see a bard all fire, 
Touch'd with a coal from Heaven, assume the 

lyre. 
And tell the world, still kindling as he sung, 
With more than mortal music on his tongue, 
That lie, who died below, and reigns above. 
Inspires the song, and that His name is Love. 

For, after all. If merely to beguile. 
By flowing numbers and a flowery style, 
Tne tedium that the lazy rich endare. 
Which now and then sweet poetry may cure; 
Or if to see the name of idol s^, 
iitamp'd on the weQ-bonnd quartOt, grace tho 

shelf 
To float a bubble on the hreath of fame. 
Prompt his endeavour, and engage his aim, 
Debased to servile purposes of pride. 
How are the powers of*^ genius misappiled ! 
The gift whose ofllce is the giver's praise. 
To trace him in his word, his worlcs, his ways, 
Then spread the rich discovery, and invite 
Mankind to ^are in the divine deHght, 
Distorted from its use and Just design. 
To make the pitiful possessor shine. 
To purchase at the fool-frequented fair 
Of vanity, a wreath for self to wear. 
Is profanation of the basest kind- 
Proof of a trifling and a worthless mind. 
A. Hail, Stemhold then, and Hopkins, hail! 
B Amen. 
If flattery, folly, lust, employ the pen; 
If acrimony, slander, and abuse. 
Give it a charge to blacken and traduce ; 
ThouKh Butler's wit. Pope's numbers, Prlar*a 

ease, 
With all that fancy can Invent to please, 
Adum the polish'd periods as they fall. 
One madrigal of theirs is worth them all. 

A. 'Twould thin the ranks of the poetic tribe. 
To dash the pen through all that yon proscribe. 

B. JSo matter— we could shift when they were 

not: 
And should, no douht, if tliey were all forgot. 



THE PROGRESS OF ERROR. 



ARGUMENT. 

OsiGiR of error— Man endowed witli freedom of will— Motives for action— Attractions of masio— Hie 
cliase— Those amnsements not salted to the clergy— Case of Occldaos— Force of example— Due 
obserrance of the Sabbath— Cards and dancing— The drunkard and the coxcomb— Fcdly and in- 
nocence— Hartfnl pleasures— Yirtnoos pleasnres— Effects of the inordinate indulgence of 
pleasure— Dangerous tendency of many works of imagination -Apostrpohe to Lord Chesterfi^ 
—Our earliest years the most important— Fashionable education— The grand tour— Acoomfdish- 
ments have taken the place of virtue— Qualities requisite in a critic of the Bible— Power <» the 
press— Solicitude of enthusiasm to make proselytes— Fondness of authors for their literary 

{)rogenv— The blunderer impatient of contradiction— Moral faults and errors of the nnderstano- 
ng reciprocally produce one another— The cup of pleasure to be tasted with caation— Force oi 
habit— The wanderer from the right path directed to the Cross. 

** Si quid h>qaar audiendnm."- HOR. Lib. iv. Od. 2. 



Stng, Muse, (if such a theme, so dark, so long, 

May And a Muse to grace it with a song,) 

By what unseen and unsuspected arts 

The serpent Error twines round human hearts ; 

Tell where she lurks, beneath what flowery 

shades 
That not a glimpse of genuine light prevades, 
The poisonous, black, insinuating worm 
Successfully conceals her loathsome form. 
Take if ye can, ye careless and supine 1 
Counsel and caution from a voice like mine ; 
Truths that the theorist could never reach. 
And observation taught me, I would teach. 

Not all whose eloquence the fancy Alls, 
Musical as the chime of tinkling rills. 
Weak to perform, though mighty to pretend, 
Can trace her mazy windings to their end. 
Discern the fraud beneath tne specious lure. 
Prevent the danger, or prescribe the cure. 
The clear harangue, and cold as it is clear, 
FhIIs soporific on the listless ear ; 
Like quicksilver, the rhetoric they display 
S bines as it runs, but, grasp'd at, slips away. 

Placed for his trial on this bnstling stage. 
From thoughtless youth to rnmlnatmg age. 
Free in his will to depose or to refuse, 
Man may improve the crisis or abuse ; 
Else, on the fatalist's unrighteous plan, 
8av, to what bar amenable were man ? 
With nought in charge, he could betray no 

trust. 
And if he fell, would fall because he must ; 
If love reward him, or if vengeance strike. 
His recompence in both, unjust alike. 
Divine antnority within his breast 
Brings every thought, word, action, to the test ; 
Warns him or prompts, approves him or re- 
strains. 
As reason, or as passion, takes the reins. 
Heaven from above, and Conscience from 

within. 
Cries in his startled ear— "Abstain from sin !" 
The world around solicits his desire. 
And kindles in his soul a treacherous fire ; 
While, all his purposes and steps to guard. 
Peace follows virtue as its sure reward : 
And pleasure brings as surely in her train 
Kemorse, and sorrow, and vindictive pain. 
Man thus endued with an elective voice. 
Must be supplied with objects of his choice, 
Where'er he turns, enjoyment and delisht. 
Or present, or in prospect, meet his sight; 
These open on the spot their honev'd store, 
TTiose caJJ blm loudly to pursuit or more ; 
JI/.9 unexhausted mlne^ the sordid vice 
A rnrlce shews, and virtue Is the price. 



Here, various motives his ambition raise, 
Power, pomp, and splendour, and the thirst of 

praise : 
There, beauty woos him with expanded arms ; 
Even Bacchanalian madness has Its charms. 

Nor these alone, whose pleasures less reflnetf 
Might well alarm the most unguarded mind. 
Seek to supplant his inexperienced youth. 
Or lead him devious from the path of truth ; 
Hourly allurements on his passions press. 
Safe in themselves, but dangerous in the ex* 

cess 
Hark ! how it floats upon the dewr adr I 
Oh, what a dying, dying close was there ! 
'Tis harmony from yon sequestered bower. 
Sweet harmony that soothes the midnight 

hour; 
Long ere the charioteer of day had run 
His morning course, th* enchantment was 

begun. 
And he shall gild yon mountain's height again. 
Ere yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain. 

Is this the rugged'^path, the steep ascent 
That virtue points to ? Can a life thus spent 
Lead to the bliss she promises the wise. 
Detach the soul from earth, and speeia her to 

the sides? 
Ye devotees to your adored employ. 
Enthusiasts, drunk with an unreal joy, 
Love makes the music of the blest above. 
Heaven's harmony is universal love; 
And earthly sounds, though sweet and weQ 

combined, 
And lenient as soft opiates to the mind. 
Leave vice and folly unsubdued behind. 
Gray dawn appears ; the sportsman: and his 

train 
Speckle the bosom of the distant plain : 
"ns he, the Nimrod of the neighbonrlng lairs, 
Save that his scent his less acute than theirs, 
For preserving chase and headlong leaps. 
True beagle as the staunchest hoand he keeps. 
Charged with the folly of his life's mad scene. 
He takes offence, and wonders what yon mean; 
The joy, the danger, ani the toil o'erpay's; 
'Tis exercise, and health, and length of da^ 
Again impetuous to the field he flies. 
Leaps every fence but one. there falls and dies; 
Like a slain deer, the tninbrii brings him home, 
Unmiss'd but by his dogs and by his groom. 
Ye clergy, while vour orbit is your idace. 
Lights of the world, and stars of hnman race; 
But, if eccentric ye forsake your sphere. 
Prodigies ominous, and view'd with fear; 
The comet' a V»«.xve£ul influence is a dream. 
Yours wtC, MtfSi v«tiV&\ou%\\\\\\^ «-xt.tvme. 
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WUI Providence o'orloob tbe waated Booii; 



SJBSS.'teffiM.STtf, 



Wbone fruit, though lalr. tenipla only (nrtoitroj. 
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No pleasure ! Has some sickly eastern waste 
SSent us wind to parch us at a blast ? 
Can British paradise no scenes afford 
To please her sated and indifferent lord ? 
Are sweet philosophy's enjoyments run 
Quite to the lees ? And has relif^on none ? 
Brutes, capable, would tell yon 'tis a lie. 
And Judge yon from the kennel and the stye. 
Delights like these, ye sensual and profane, 
Ye are bid, bogg'd, besought to entertain ; 
Call'd to these crystal streams, do ye turn off 
Obscene, to swill and swallow at a trough ? 
Envy the beast then, on whom Heaven oestows 
Your pleasures, with no curses in the dose ! 

Pleasure admitted in undue degree 
Enslaves the wilU nor leaves the judgment free. 
Tis not alone the grape's enticing juice 
Unnerves the moral powers, and mars theirnse; 
Ambition, avarice, and the lust of fame, 
And woman, lovely women, does the same. 
The heart, surrender'd to the rnling power 
Of some ungovem'd imssion every hour. 
Finds by degrees the truths that once bore 

sway. 
And all their deep Impressions, wear away : 
So coin grows smooth, in trafiic current pass'd. 
Till Caesar's image is effaced at last. 

The breach, though small at first, soon opening 
wide. 
In rushes folly with a full-moon tide. 
Then welcome errors of whatever size, 
To justify it by a thousand lies. 
As creeping ivy clings to wood or stone, 
And hides the ruin that it feeds upon, 
80 sophistry cleaves close to and protects 
Sin's rotten trunk, concealing its defects. 
Mortals whose pleasures are their only care, 
First wish to be imposed on, and then are ; 
And lest the fulsome artifice should fail. 
Themselves will hide its coarseness with a veil. 
Kot more industrious are the just and true 
To give to Virtue what is Virtue's due— 
The praise of wisdom, comeliness, and worth, 
And call her charms to public notice forth— 
Than Vice's mean and disingenuous race 
To hide the shocking features of her face ; 
Her form with dress and lotion they repair. 
Then kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair. 

The sacred implement I now employ 
Might prove a mischief, or at beat a toy; 
A trifle if it move but to amuse. 
But if to wrong the jadgmeat and abase. 
Worse than a poniard in the basest hand. 
It stabs at once the morals of a land. 

Ye vrriters of what none with safety reads. 
Footing it in the dance that Fancy leads; 
Ye novelists, who mar what ye would mend. 
Snivelling and drlvelttnffltdly without end. 
Whose corresponding misses fill the ream 
With sentimental frippray and dream. 
Caught in a delicate aoit rtflcen net 
By some lewd earl, or rakehell baronet; 
Ye pimps, who, under virtne's fair pret^iee. 
Steal to the closet of young innocence. 
And teach her, inexperienced yet and green. 
To scribble as you scribUed at fifteen. 
Who kindling a combustion of desire. 
With some cold moral think to quench the fife, 
Though all your engineering proves in vain 
The dribbling stream ne'er puts it oat again: 
Oh that a verse had power, and could oqib- 

mand 
Far, far away, these ffesh-fiies of the land. 
Who fasten without mercy on the fair. 
And suck, and leave a craving maggot there I 
Howe'er disguised the inflammatory tale. 
And cover'd with a fine-spun specious Tell, 
Such writers, and such readers, owe the gitst 
And relish of their pleasure all to lust. 

But the Muse, eagle-pinion'd, has in view 
A quarry more important still than you ; 



Down, down the wind she swims and sails 

away, 
Now stoops upon it, and now grasps the prey. 

Petronius !* all the Muses weep for thee, 
But every tdar shall scald thy memory. 
The Graces too, while Virtue at their shrine 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine. 
Felt each a mortal stab in her own breast, 
Abhorr'd the sacrifice, and cursed the priest. 
Thou polish'd and high-flnish'd foe to truth, 
Gray beard corrupter of our listenhig youth. 
To purge and skim away the filth of vice. 
That so refined it might the more entice, 
Then pour it on the morals of thy son. 
To taint his heart, was worthy of thine own ! 
Now while the poison all high life pervades. 
Write, if thou canst, one letter from the shaudes, 
One, and one only, charged with deep regret. 
That thv worst part, thy principles, live yet ; 
One sad epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague spread by bundles left behind. 
'Tis granted, and no plainer truth appears, 
Our most important are our earliest years. 
The mind, impressible and soft, with ease 
Imbibes and copies what she hears and sees. 
And through life's labyrinth holds fast the doe 
That Education gives her, false or true. 
Plants raised with tenderness are seldom 

strong: 
Man's coltish disposition asks the thong: 
And without discipline the favourite child. 
Like a neglected forester, runs wild. 
But we, as if good qualities would grow 
Spontaneous, take but little pains to now ; 
We give some Latin and a smatch of Qreek, 
Teach him to fence and figure twice a week. 
And having done, we think, the best we can. 
Praise his proficiency, and dub him man. 

From school to Cam or Isis, and thence home. 
And thence with all convenient speed to Itome, 
With reverend tutor clad in habit lay. 
To tease for cash, and quarrel with all day ; 
With memorandum-book for every town. 
And every post, and where the chaise broke 

down; 
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart. 
With much to learn, but nothing to impart. 
The youth, obedient to his sire's commands. 
Sets off a wanderer into foreign lands. 
Surprised at all they meet, the gosling pair. 
With awkward gait, stretch'd neck, and allly 

stare. 
Discover huge cathedrals Dttitt. with stone. 
And steeples towering Iiifl^ much like onr 

own; 
But shew peculiar U|^ by many a grin 
Atpopish practices ^werred wUhin. 

Ere long some bowing, sraillLing, smart AbM 
Bemazks two loiterers that have lost tbtit 

way. 
And being always primed with politesse 
For men of their appearance and address. 
With nmch compassion undertake the task 
To teU them more than they have wit to ask ; 
Points to inscriptions whereso'er tiiey tread. 
Such as, when legible, were never read. 
But being caakerd now, and half worm out, 
Craze anuavarian brains with endless donbt; 
Some headiesB hero, or some Caesar shews, 
Delective only in his Koman nose ; 
Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans. 
Models of Herculanean pots and paiM, 
And sells them medals, which if neither rare 
Nor ancient, will be so, preserved with care. 
Strange the redtall from whatever cause 
His great improvement and new light ha draws, 
The squire o»ce bashful is shamefaced no moie. 
But teems with powers he never fdt beftwe ; 
Whether increased momentum, and the force 
With which from dime to cUme he sped bis 

course. 



* Lord Chesterfield. 
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As axl«a MmetimM kindle as they go, 
Chafed him and brought doll natnre to a glow; 
Or whether clearer skies and softer air. 
That make Italian flowers so sweet and fair , 
Freshening his lazy spirits as he ran. 
Unfolded genially, and spread the man ; 
Retomlng, be proclaims by many a grace. 
By shrugs and strange contortions of his face, 
How much a dance that has been sent to 

roam, 
Excels a dance that has been kept at home. 

Accomplishments hare taken virtue^s place, 
And wisoom falls before exterior grace; 
We slight the precioas kernel of the stone, 
And toil to polish its rough coat alone. 
A Jnst deportment, manners graced with ease. 
Elegant phrase, and flgnre form'd to please. 
Are qoalities that seem to comprehend 
Whatever parents, guardians, schools intend ; 
Hence an unfumish d and a listless mind. 
Though busy, trifling ; empty, though refined ; 
Hence all that interferes, and dares to clash 
With Indolence and luxury, is trash ; 
While learning, once the man's exclusive pride, 
Seems verging fast towards the female side. 

Learning itself, received into a mind 
By natnre weak, or viciously inclined. 
Serves bat to lead philosophers astray. 
Where children would with ease discern the 



^7- 

And of all arts sagacious dupes invent. 

To cheat themselves and gain the world's as- 
sent. 

The worst is— Scripture warp'd from its in- 
tent. 
The oarriage bowls along, and all are pleased 

If Tom be sober, and the wheels woJl greased ; 

But if the rogue be gone a cup too far, 

JLeft ont bis linchpin, or forgot his tar, 

It snflera Interruption and delay. 

And meets with hindrance in the smoothest 
way. 

When some hypothesis absurd and vain 

Has flll'd with all its fumes a critic's brain. 

The text that sorts not with his darling whim, 

Though plain to others, is obscure to him. 

The will made subject to a lawless force, 

All is irregular and out of course : 

And Judgment drunk, and bribed to lose his 
way. 

Winks hard, and talks of darkness at noon- 
day. 
A critic on the sacred ttook should be 

Candid and learn'd, dispassionate and free ; 

Free from the wayward bias bigots feel. 

From fancy's influence, and Intemperate zeal ; 

But above all (or let the wretch refrain, 

l«7or touch the page he cannot but profane,) 

Free from the domineering power of lust; 

A lewd interpreter is never jnst. 
How shall I speak thee, or thy power address 

Thou god of our Idolatry, the Press ? 

By thee, religion, liberty, and laws 

Exert their influence, nnd advance their cause ; 

By thee, worse plagues than Pharaoh's land be- 
fell. 

Diffused, make Earth the vestibule of Hell : 

Thou fountain, at which drink the good and 
wise. 

Thou ever bubbling spring of endless lies. 

Like Eden's dread prof>ationnry tree. 

Knowledge of good and evil is from thee! 
JNo wild enthusiast ever yet could rest. 

Till half mankind were like himself possess'd. 

Philosophers, who darken and put out 

Eternal truth by everlasting doubt ; 

Church quacks, with passions under no com- 
mand. 

Who fill the world with doctrines contraband, 



Discoverers of they know not what, connned 
Within no bounds— the blind that lead the hUnd, 
To streams of popular opinion drawn. 
Deposit in those shallows all their sp«wn. 
The wriggling fry soon flil the creeks around. 
Poisoning the waters where their swarms 

abound; 
Scom'd by the nobler tenants of the flood. 
Minnows and gndgeona gorge the anwholcsome 

food. 
The propagated myriads spread so fast. 
Even Lenwenhoeck * himself would stand 

aghast, 
Employ'd to ealoalate the enormoas sam, 
And own his crab-compnting powers o'ercome. 
Is this hypertMle ? The world well known. 
Your sober thoughts will hardly flnd it one. 

Fresh confldence the speculatlst takes 
From every hair-brain'd proselyte he makes, 
And therefore prints :— himself bat haU de- 
ceived. 
Till others have the soothing tale bellSTad. 
Hence comment after comment, spun aa fine 
As bloated spiders draw the flimsy line: 
Hence the same word that bids our laatsobcy 
Is misapplied to sanctify their sway. 
If stubborn Greek refuse to be his friend, 
Hebrew or Syriac shall be forced to bend; 
If languages and copies all cry, No!— 
Somebody proved it centuries ago. 
Like trout pursued, the critic in despair 
Darts to the mud and finds his safety there.* 
Women, whom custom has forbid to fly 
The scholar's pitch, (the scholar best knowtr 

why,) 
With an the simple and unletter'd poor. 
Admire his learning, and almost adove. 
Whoever errs, the priest can ne'er be wronjr. 
With such flne words familiar to his tongue. 
Ye ladies ! (for, indifferent in your cauHe, 
I shoold deserve to forfeit all applause,) 
Whatever shocks, or gives the least offenct; 
To virtue, delicacy, truth, or sense, 
(Try the criterion, 'tis a faithful guide,) 
Nor has, nor can have. Scripture on its side. 

None but an author knows an author's cares, 
Or Fancy's fondness for the child she bears. 
Committed once into the public arms, 
The baby seems to smile with added charms. 
Like something precious ventured far from 

shore 
'Tis vaiued'for the danger's sake the more. 
He views it with complacency supreme. 
Solicits kind attention to his dream, 
And daily moreenamour'dof the cheat. 
Kneels, and asks Heaven to bless the dear de- 
ceit. 
So one, whose story serves at least to shew 
Men loved their own productions long ago, 
Woo'd an unfeeling statue for his wife. 
Nor rested till the gods had given it life. 
If some mere driveller suck the supar'd fib. 
One that .still needs his leading-string and bib. 
In praise his genius, he is soon repaid 
In praise applied to the same part— his head ; 
For 'tis a ruh- that holds for ever true, 
Grant me discernment, and I grant i- yon. 

Patient of contradiction as a child. 
Affable, humble, diffident, and mild; 
Such was Sir Isaac, and such Boyle and Locke ; 
Your blunderer Is as sturdy os a rock. 
The creature is so sure to klclt and bite, 
A muleteer's the man to set him right. 
First Appetite enlists him Truth's sworn foe. 
Then obstinate Self-will confirm- him so. 
Tell him he wanders : that his error leads 
To fatal Ills; that thouph the path he treads 
Be flowery, and he sees no cause of fear. 
Death and the pains of hell attend him there ; 



* Anthony Leuwenhoeok, a Dutch philosopher, who acquired consiacrable celebrity by the di>- 
coveries he made In natural history through the use of the mlcroacoee. He dA<l «X Ia^^A'Ck^^ 



1728, at the great age of ninety-one. 
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In vain ; the slave of arrogance and pride, 
- Ho has no hearing on the pradent side. 
HiH still refuted quirks he still repeats; 
J\cyr raised objections with new quibbles 

meets : 
Till sinking in the quicksand he defends, 
lie dies disputing, and the contest ends— 
But not the mischiefs ; they, still left behind, 
Like thistle-seeds are sown by every wind. 

Thus men go wrong with a<i ingenious skill. 
Bend the straight rule to their own crooked 

will; 
And with a clear and shining lamp supplied. 
First put it out, then take it for a guide. 
Halting on crutches of unequal size. 
One leg by truth supported, one by lies. 
They sidle to the goal with awkward pace, 
Secure of nothing— but to lose the race. 

Faults in the life breed errors in the brain. 
And these reciprocally those again. 
The mind and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other's mint ; 
Each, sire and dam of an infernal race. 
Begetting and conceiving all that's base. 

None sends his arrow to the mark in view, 
lYhose hand is feeble, or his aim untrue. 
For though, ere vet the shaft is on the wing. 
Or when It first forsakes the elastic string. 
It err but little from the intended line. 
It falls at last far wide of his design ; 
80 he who seeks a mansion in the sky, 
Mfist watch his purpose with a steadfast eye; 
That prize belongs to none but the sincere, 
The least obliquity is fatal here. 

With caution taste the sweet Gircean cup; 
He that sips often, at last drinks it up. 
Habits are soon assumed ; but when we strive 
To strip them off, 'tis being flay'd alive. 
Call'd to the temple of impure delight, 
He that abstains, and he alone, does right. 
I f a wish wander that way, call It home ; 
He cannot loog b« safe whose wishes roam. 



But if you pass the threshold, you are eanght; 
Die then, if power Almighty save you sot. 
There hardening by degrees, till double steel'd, 
Take leave of nature's God, and God reveal'd; 
Then laugh at all you trembled at before. 
And, joining the freethinkers* brutal roar. 
Swallow the two grand nostrums they dis- 

gense— 
cripture lies, and blasphemy is sense ; 
If clemency revolted by abuse 
Be damnable, then damn'd without excuse. 
Some dream that they can silence when they 

win 

The storm of passion, and say, "Peace, be 

still:" 
But "Thus far and no farther," when address'd 
To the wild wave, or wilder human braast. 
Implies authority that never can. 
That never ought to be the lot of man. 
But, Muse, forbear; long flights forebode a 

fall; 
Strike on the deep-toned chord the sum of all. 

Hear the just law— the judgment of the skies ! 
He that hates truth shall be the dupe of lies ; - 
And he that tDill be cheated to the last. 
Delusions strong as Hell shall bind him fast. 
But if the wanderer his mistake discern. 
Judge his own ways, and sigh for a return, 
Bewilder'd once, must he bewail his loss 
Forever and for ever ? No— the Cross ! 
There and there only (though the deist rave. 
And atheist, if Earth bear so base a slave) 
There, and there only, is the power to save. 
There no delusive hope invites despair. 
No mockery meets you, no deception there : 
The spells and charms that blinded yon before. 
All vanish there, and fascinate no more. 
I am no preacher, let this hint suOice— 
The Cross once seen is death to every vice: 
Else He that hung tliere suffer'd all His pain. 
Bled, groan'd, and agonised, and died in 

vain. 
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Or, waking at the call of last alone, 
Infuses lies and errors of his own : 
His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure; 
And, tainted by the very means of cure, 
Catch from each other a contagious spot, 
The foul forerunner of a general rot. 
Then Truth is hush'd, that Heresy may preach; 
And ail is trash that Reason cannot reach : 
Then God's own image on the soul impressed 
Becomes a mockery and a standing jest : 
And faith, the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a life that wins the skies, 
Loses at once all value and esteem, 
Pronounced by gray beards a pernicious dream; 
Then Ceremony leads her bigots forth. 
Prepared to fight for shadows of no worth. 
While truths, on which eternal things depend, 
Find not, or hardly find, a single friend : 
As soldiers watch the signal of command. 
They learn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand; 
Happy to fill religion's vacant place 
With hollow form, and gesture, and grimace. 
Such, when the Teacher of His Church was 

there. 
People and priest, the sons of Israel were, 
Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 
And import of their oracles divine. 
Their learning legendary, false, absurd, 
And yet exalted above God's own Word, 
They drew a curse from an intended good, 
Puff'd up with gifts they never understood. 
He Judged them with as terrible a frown. 
As if not love, but wrath, had brought Him 

down: 
Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs. 
Had grace for others' sins, but none for theirs; 
Through all He spoke a noble plainness ran— 
Rhetoric is artifice, the work of man ; 
And tricks and turns, that fancy may devise. 
Are far too mean for Him that rules the skies. 
The astonish'd vulgar trembled while He 

tore 
The mask from faces never seen before ; 
He stripp'd the impostors in the noontide sun, 
Shew'd that they followed all they seem'd to 

shun; 
Their prayers made public, their excesses kept 
As private as the chambers where they slept ; 
The temple and its holy rites profaned 
By mummeries He that dwelt in it disdain'd ; 
Uplifted hands, that at convenient times, 
Could act extortion and the worst of crioaes, 
Wash'd with a neatness scrupulously nice, 
And free from every taint but that of vice. 
Judgment, however tardy, mends her pace 
When obstinacy once has conquer'd grace. • 
They saw distemper heal'd, and life restored. 
In answer to the fiat of His word, 
Confess'd the wonder, and with daring tongue 
Blasphemed the authority from which it 

sprung. 
They knew, by sure prognostics seeu on high, 
The future tone and temper of the sun ; 
But, grave dissemblers! could not understand 
That sin let loose speaks punishment at hand. 

Ask now of history's authentic page. 
And call up evidence from every age ; 
Display with busy and laborious hand- 
The blessings of the most indebted land ; 
What nation will you find vhose annals prove 
So rich an interest in Almighty love ? 
Where dwell they now, where dwelt in ancient 

day, 
A people planted, waterM, blest as they ? 
Let Egypt's plagues and Canaan's woes pro- 
claim 
The favours pour'd upon the Jewish name. 
Their freedom purchased for them at the cost 
Of all their hard oppressors valued most; 
Their title to a country not their own 
Made sure by prodigies till then unknown; 



For them the states they left made waste and 

void, 
For them the states to which they went de- 

stroy'd ; 
A cloud to measure out their march by day. 
By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way, 
That moving signal summoning, when best, 
Their host to move, and when it stay'd, to rest ; 
For them the rocks dissolved into a flood, 
Tlie dews condensed into angelic food. 
Their very gai-ments sacred, old yet new. 
And Time forbid to touch them as he flew. 
Streams, swell'd above the bank, enjoin'd to 

stand. 
While they pass'd through to their appointed 

land; 
Their leader arm'd with meekness, zeal and 

love, 
And graced with clear credentials, from above ; 
Themselves secured beneath the Almighty 

wing; 
Their God their captain,* lawgiver, and king; 
Crown'd with a thousand victories, and at lust 
Lords of the conquer'd soil, there rooted fast. 
In peace possessing what they won by war. 
Their name far pnblish'd, and revered as far; 
Where will you find a race like theirs, endow'd 
With all that man e'er wish'd, or heaven be- 

stow'd? 
They, and they only, amongst all mankind. 
Received the transcript of the Eternal Mind, 
Were trusted with His own ensraven laws. 
And constituted guardians of His cause ; 
Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priestly 

call. 
And theirs by birth the Saviour of us all. 
In vain the nations, that had seen them rise 
With fierce and envious, yet admiring eyes. 
Had sought to crush them, guarded as they 

were 
By power divine and skill that could not err. 
Had they maintnin'd allegiance firm and sure. 
And kept the faith immaculate and pure. 
Then the proud eagles of all-conquering Rome 
Had found one city not to be o'ercome. 
And the twelve standards of the tribes nnfurl'd 
Had bid defiance to the warring world. 
But grace abused brings forth the foulest deeds, 
As richest soil the most luxuriant weeds ; 
Cured of the golden calves, their fathers' sin. 
They set up self, that idol god within ; 
View'd a Deliverer with disdain and hate. 
Who left them still a tributary state ; 
Seized fast His hand, held out to set them free 
From a worse yoke, and nail'd it to the tree. 
There was the consummation and the crown. 
The flower of Israel's Infamy full blown ; 
Thence date their sad declension, and their 

fall, 
Their woes, not yet repeal'd, thence date them 

all. 
Thus fell the best instructed In her day, 
And the most favour'd laud, look where we 

may. 
Philosophy indeed on Grecian eyes 
Had pour d the day, and clear'd the Roman 

skies ; 
In other climes perhaps creative art. 
With power surpassing theirs, peitorm'd her 

part; 
Might give more life to marble, or might fill. 
The glowing tablets with a jnster skill ; 
Might shine in fable, and grace idle themes 
With all the embroidcrv of poetic dreams : 
'Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan 
That truth and mercy had reveal'd to man ; 
And while the world beside, that plan unknown. 
Deified useless wood or senseless stone. 
They breathed in faith their well-directed 

prayers. 
And the true God, the God of truth, was theirs. 



Vide Joshua, v, 14. 



EXFOBlCL&TIOir. 



le prondtui, wmld tlM;r 



1( Vlee reeeired her raionnitan dar, 
WIWBWBireteTtalled, whal ligpe (or yon? 



lis rigtit«oiu hand 



ToaJiiM MO wink, or ipolL the (uUtycli 

Tlir aindcoi dliplMsd, taj uxom guns. 
Thy temple, once Ihj glotj. (iill"n ind n 

Th7 flerrioea. once ni^y wUhout epot. 

Ttij Levltes, once e conaecrated boBt. 

And Ihoo UirKU oer oTerr coontrj tow 



And fliuK their ronmtgnlnetthT cbiilky ihor 
ViunH. u leuc, while Providence aluUI pie 
And trtdent^beannff qoeeo of tbo wida aeaa,- 
Whj. having kept go<>d InJih, aod orten Bho* 
FilendBhlp juhI truth to others, flndit 1 

nua IbU hut Ht the penecated tree, 
1I«M iDtenuies now to succou thee. 
I GnnlrlH Indebted to thy power, that liilne 

"^-ffi;,""'"""" ""•■"■'• — 

nt ntr ctaMm waich for ihy dliEnca, 

^n^ nilen load thy credit, year by year, 

Ai If, Uke arehee baUt with akllf nl hand. 

The mors 'twere preaa'd ilie flrmer It wontd 



■d iDlid, phlegmatic and llghC, 

an naat, tannent, aad Oabtj 

-...«. -tatlnaor lakaa hli nnrdy itand, 
Td Uaconeartirbit FoUu baa pbum'd ; 
mns PoUer It nuM dl Might long 
In aaltlu right what Facilon has set wrong; 
Tkera flilla of oratory thmb the floor, 



Ho dimly writ or olfflcuJt to apetu 






a< Hli will, and HI* decreet or 

^baiiaBT,^rtne,ple^.bearaw 

Thsy floorltta : and, aa tboH dgdta«, 
In jSst rtHntment ol Hll bljBnd 111 
Be naan EOnlempt en tlMm and on I 
Hirlkea IM rongfi thraad o( atmr rl( 






that hearenly wladom en 






uppon In whtch Uiey 
et bnpeded wbat He wn 



I>arknE<a"lue1t before HIi eye l< light, 
Stand DOW and Judge thyBelf^— Haat thou la- 

Haal ttiod lA sacrilege His aoal abhon) 
ctalm^dall the glory o( thy proflperou wars. 
Prirud oJ thy fleet! and araues, atoleo the gem 

float ihim not leaiu'd, what ttaoa art often 



slSS 



Ida OD ipeari and aworde 
^reatnn: and Dlamay 
bidding ipeeds awn. 



Saves aa He wlll. by many or by faw. 
AnaclalnufOreTBr, aahlaTtmlilghL 
■nie event and lOre dooUon el tha flgtat T 
Halt thou, Ihongh aocUed at lair Fne 

r'HFd'down'lSo"'tyr^s"Yndla oerred 

mirom the riSoit'Telaj oF^SeMogJl. 
A daipot big with power oinalira by weolt 
And that oMaln'il b.v rapine anil by ateoltb 
With Aelatle Ticea atored thy mind. 
Bnl left tb^ TlKuea and tUoe own behin 






1( Air Uittgrave apolofrliti nvay write. 



Ttll PorJurJeB are mmmon u oad penc«, 
Vim lioimuiilB, careless o( the ihiooing sjn, 
KlH til* !»«*■« ottliide, who neer [eok »lthlD f 

wlBbdligrace. 

AndtlonrprovoXed, repHldUieeloLKy fuw. 

If or thon lust knoxn eclipies, and on dared 
>limnss*nduigiiliii.s11 uiy beams oiiBciired, 
Vfbta Ho hM iHed dlihonour on ihy brow, 

DeflplBLDffill rebaks. slllk psraevefed: 
T^eiledVltepeiit! indglodedJn thy choicer 
T)i7 tutlag*, when cilanill; at list 
SngguU llie expedient o( s yesri; tsst. 
irEuBMnllie}'! Canal thoa dreaio there ii ■ 



POETlUAli V0SK3. 

Denied thnt earthlr opnlence Ihajr ohooie. 















nlbUa Hal l«lT Crom all- 
Da (MttGit wlDi ddlTeni 
M WrskB ttaata TlndlcUn 

I to Roswin hrm^v i » 

■-- W Jlj^ *r — " ■ 

ABMlniicell.. ^ 



fu be the ttaonlht Irom uny rerse at mine, 
And torUier atm the fonn'd aiKI llx'd di>slgii, 
Tgnmntlluolntta of deads tP">' ' ■'■•-'• 

xRumiAMdi 






Haphnl and Fblnebss may deserlbc the real. 

Vmen shall ■ teactnr hwk. In days Uke tbeae. 
For «iri »nd deans that h* can hMie lo pleas*? 
Look to the poor—the simple and tlie pUia 

Homillty ^seolui. apt'tnlearn, 



Ara proud, and sef^lr 



;Tc£5!*^«. 



T<^^, 












Id refined, 



' 1 tlieB to ciolbo (hy pink'd and pMatad 



Hiy Drnlde struck tbe well-aCnuiff haips thay 

Upon the IqUIhb chords rung Out bli djinK 
Wbu tiroaeht the Ismp ihat irith awaking: 
DisnelI'd thy eioom, and broke swa/ tby 

Soon raised a clond that dsrkco'd every land ; 
Aod I hluo was Bmotber'rl in the stench and 



l^re^ral^d'feMSES'hlS 






XZPOBTDLATIOII. 

Therieit their bono MDwib anlHandlr aliJH, Sncb frKdom l>,— *ad WlBdur'i kuiT Uxn 

nil wortlilau alwDliithHi 111 ttac prlie. HtMd tnmbllnt st Ibe balliMit d( tb; powert. 

ThjBioiiBRiwailiUnZ7.fl«nKnDjufl£. He round the UnreloDlr:— taApplerjoan 

nwaulm tka lllim or MgOIrj or Inil. Theanfldlnglltiireluid thevlrglnloal ■ 
Plidald'dtareoQMtli.oiilrlndljmu Now lb Ink. U Pieunre hsTe i ibaughi i 

TMBdlbWBfMidlripinfshnPowerta preii. inue. 

Tbr^A UulDrti olmur ■ pettf tee. If GodlilinHU be not beiKitb bar ciK ; 

CUTd thw awmr IHMB BMcaiblg sm^07. Usnp*ueoBetKHUlar«idanri(n»rbriiK; 

IioiHitle bupmaia ud ran] Jot, II the mon*!! tbr dmihiuHi mir mxlTi. 

IB MiBMlMt (rail and Uokerinii ol tbeir onu. Oh ibbk. U efauiMblB wUE l»u unin 

nrp*illWDaBti*dand0DlMn3edkDe«( For siKbMi^nMa flKttBVjilltli* yun. 

tba unnlaii^ UMTinn eonTened lo pleue ; How muti, tbonfll InvMSected. MlDlnc jtl 

Wbale'cr wu MM, too timid to nelet. The Mum* «l titnanlf tratb bsTe iweU d tl 

AndlleoinoBiuituKiiliidoDbteipnisi'd, When periacnlinK zeil nude ro7ilei»rt 

And, Mneblnj ai ibe tamonem of the roil, Wiih lortnrod innoornce Id Han't conrt. 

He wu ■ ttaltor by tbe geoenl mice. ' Enjoj'd lh« ibow, aod danced ehool the itate 

Ota. Blaie! wllh powers lliim didst not dan llie lacred Book, lu viJne nndcnlDod. 

Verse cannot Btoop Ml low » thy desert 1 TOose holj mtn, m lull oUrnth and grace, 

It shakes tbe BldeB ol BpJenBtlc DiBdnln. Be«m to reflection of a dlffereot race, 

TboD seU-enlftled mJer ol tbe main. Meek, modest, renerable. wise, Blncare. 

Tbat clips tby shores, had no snch charms lor Tti&y conLd not porchsse earth with snch 

Add thon badst neither fl«et Dor da^ to boast. From (hem to thee, convey'd alonf the tide 



:rv^s: 



And Ood'i dlipoUns providence conlesi'd, 

Obdnracr UaeU mast field tbe rest— 

Then thoD an honnd to strra Mm, aou w i ne moiei sua usis id iim ■umnuui]' nuu. 

_ proTe. On special search, tha kean-eved eagle Blind, 

Bonr aHsr boar, ttaj fiatltnde and lore. And did Chej draam, and art ihoD iriaer now! 

Has be noi liM thee and Ibr laroiu'd land. rmie It iS belter, I nbmlt and bow. 

Tor a(«s. sale bHwatta bla sbeltarlntband, Wlidom and Ooodnesi aratwlDlnn], ow beat 
Bid natloiu leagued against tbee stand alool, So Itaan mt daHiBWi onnpiMid the deep. 

And ebaimd^ostlUiy and Ilaie to rom £» Matnn nu boa kiTttwaal dean, 

Where abe ther wonld, hnt not upon tb; And ttaU daUrtifDl HT^ud that Mr ik- 

iboraf Leap'd OBt MBBthlBB, ealTd ~ 

W power awmred ttaea, wben piuampCnoDi By inch a chaoie Ov duki 

Spain TbyctaaoioMar,*DdthTwi , — 

Bvtind haltMet iBTtoolUe in vain ; And Re. wboie power mere nnlUt/ obeys. 

Har thMMV mananal, doabtlnl and reslgn'd Who foand thee notblng, fonu'd thee to 

Atfd ofthairaTW that blaks npon bit coait. To praise Him la to serre Him. and InlBl, 

Wtat Udtanr ud tb* urn r^ed-All lost 1 nolng and snUerlni. Hit nnqikestlon'd will 

And WVen the Staart, taaaliil on (he Scot. 'Tl> to lieUeie what men iniplred ot old. 

Thaa tooiUKh leac'd, and noW too mncta lorgot Faithful, and talthhiUy Inlono'd, nnfotdi 

Plerc*dM the nry centre ol the realm, CaQdidasdliiaUwtltanoauaaUBlnTleir, 

And h^ndWielie tall abdleatedbelm. To take tor fntt what naanot bat >« inu. 

Twas bat to prore how qakUy, with a frown. To learn In Ood'a own aahgol tb 

He tbat had raised Ihee wnldhave plock'd tbee And bind the tar*- — '— " "— 



Thy x'Se^flUs th/nnllcnTKih'aUirin,'"' Dfrfcli'^ie'e w^hSTlSdM^^ey rBMh'i" 

While his own beaven snrveya the troDbled Heroes and worthies ol days past, tbyslresF 

Freedom, Id otbar lands scarce known to ehlne, Their names, alaa! In Tain nproich an age. 

Four* ont a flood of iplendonr upon tbbie: Whom all IhaTanlUeaaeyacDni'daiuiage; 

ThOB bast as tarlgbt an Inlersat in ber rays And Bis. tbat Mnpha tannhl* at, b bang 

Aa <*er Bonan had In Kame'e best days. DluracetoDr <>■ anrr tiUlar*i toogne, 

■"ne freedom is where no reiualnt Is known Orierres (he <liao|4DB tn foraBilB war 

lat Serlptnre, Justice, and good sense disown. To flODtldi aad patada wllh at tbe bar. 

here only Tloe and InJnry are tied. Pleasnr* hamtf partaua inggests a plea. 



^at SerlpLnre, Justio 

Bgna Cbaita, which wu extorted from King John by the barooi at 



Buuiymede. near Windsor.— I 
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COWPEETJ POETICAL WORKS. 



By every cluurm that smilei upon her face. 
By Joys poMess'd, and joys stln held bi chase. 
If dear society be worth a thoaght, 
And if the feast of freedom cloy thee not, 
Heflect that these Mid all that seeou thine 

own. 
Held by the tenure of his will alone. 
Like angels in the service of their Lord. 
Bemain with thee, or leave thee at his word ; 
That gratitude and temperance in our use 
Of what he gives unsparing and profuse. 
Secure the favour and enhance the joy. 
That thankless waste and wild abuse destroy. 

But above all reflect, how cheap soe'er 
Those righto that miUlons envy thee, appear. 
And though resolved to riak them, and swim 

down 
The tide of pleasure heedless of His frown. 
That blessings truly sacred, and when given. 
Mark'd with the signature and stamp of 

Heaven. 
The word of prophecy, those truths divine. 
Which make that fieaven, If thou desire It, 

thine, 
(Awful alternative ! believed, beloved. 
Thy glory— and thy shame if unimproved,) 
Are never long vouchsafed, if push'd aside 
With cold disgust or philosophic pride ! 
And that judicially withdrawn, disgrace. 
Error, and darkness occupy their place. 
A worid is up in arms, and thou a spot 
Not quickly found if negligently sought, 
Thy soul as ample as th v bounds are small, 
Endnrest the brunt, and darest defy them aU ; 
And wilt thou join to this bold enterprise 
A bolder still, a contest with the skies ? 
Remember, if He guard thee and secure. 
Whoe'er sMails thee, thy success is sure ; 
But if He leave thee, though the skUl and 

power 
Of naiionf , sworn to spoil thee and deyonr, 



Were all collected In thy single arm. 

And thou couldst bungh away tl»e fear of hann. 

That strength would fail,' opposed against the 

push 
And feeble onset of a pigmy rush. 

Say not (and if the thonght of sneh defeaee 
Should spring within thy bosom, drive it 

thence) 
What nation amongst all my foes is free 
From crimes as base as any diarged on me ? 
Their measure flll'd, they too shall pay the 

debt. 
Which (3od, though long forborne, will not 

forget. 
But know that wrath divine, when most 

severe, 
Makes justice still the guide of his career. 
And will not punish in one mingled crowd. 
Them without light, and thee withoot a 

clond.. 
Muse, hang this harp upon yon aged beech. 
Still murrauriug with the scHemn truths I 

teach ; 
And while at intervals a cold blast sings 
Through the dry leaves, and pants upon the 

stiings. 
My soul shall sigh in secret, and lament 
A nation sconrf?ed, yet tardy to repent. 
I know the warning song is sung in vain. 
That few will hear, and fewer heed the strain : 
But if a sweeter voice, and one design'd 
A blessing to my country and mankind. 
Reclaim uie wandering thousands^ and bring 

home 
A flock so scattered and so wont to roam, 
Then place it once again between my knees; 
The sound of truth will then be sure to please 
And truth alone, where'er my life be «ut, 
In scenes of plenty, or the pining waste. 
Shall be my chosen theme, my glory to the 

last. 



CONVERSATION. 



Kam neqne me tantam renlentls sibiliu anstri, 
Kec percassa javant flactfi tarn littora, noc qnie 
Sazosas iuter decorraQt flumina valles. 

ViBO. EcL 5 



; nature weigh our talents, and dls- 

y man bis modicam of sense, 
Qversation in its better part 
eeteem'd a ^f t, and not an art. 
^ depends, as in tlie tiller's toil. 
Dure, and the sowing of the soil. 
eam*d by rote a parrot may rehearse, 
dng is not always to converse ; 
n custinct from barmony dlrlne, 
jstant creaking of a country sign. 
abets in ivory emptor, 
ter boor, the yet unletter'd boy, 
ai^ pazzling with a deal of glee 
Mde of science oall'd his a b c : 
uge in the months of the adalt, 
I its insignificant result, 
m proves an implement of play, 
> sport with, and pass time away, 
at evening what the day brought forth* 
ss the sum into its solid worth, 
t weigh the importance of a fly, 
lea are false, or algebra a lie. 
interpreter of human tlionght, 
rr respect or use thee as they onght! 
shall give account of every wrong, 
re dishonour or defile the tongue ; 
ostLtute it in the cause of vice, 
their glory at a market price ; 
te for hire, or point it with lampoon, 
ir-bought placeman, and the cheap bof- 
on. 

is a prurience in the speech of some, 
ttavs him, or else God would strilce them 
mo: 

B forbearance has their end in view, 
1 their measure and receive their due 
.then lawgivers of ancient days, 
Almost worthy of a Christian s praise, 
Irive them forth from the resort of men, 
It up every satyr in his den. 
le not ye near innocence and truth, 
218 that eat into the bud of youth ! 
as as impure, your blighting power 
n its rudiments the promised flower ; 
ir perish'd, and its cnarming hue, 
'orth 'tis hateful, for it smells of you. 
1 the vigorous and headlong rage 
)scence, or a firmer age, 
a plea allowable or just 
king speech the pamperer of hist ; 
en the breath of age commits the fault, 
iseons as the vapour of a vault. 
er'd stumps disgrace the sylvan scone, 
er fruitful, and no longer green ; 
less wood, divested of the bark, 
lungotts, and takes fire at every spark, 
terminate, as Paul observes, all strife— 
lOn have surely then a peaceful life! 
er subject occupy discourse, 
ts of Vestris, or the naval force, 



Asseveration blutterlAff In your face 
Makes contradiction snob a hopeless case : 
In every tale they tell, <tt false or true. 
Well known, or such as no man ever knew. 
They fix attention, heedless of your pain, 
With oaths like rivets forced into the brain ; 
And e'en when sober tmtb prevails throughout, 
They swear it till af&rmance breeds a doubt. 
A Persian, humble servant of the sun. 
Who, thoogb devout, yet bigotry had none, 
Hearing a utwyer, grave in bis address. 
With adjurations every word impress, 
Supposed the man a bishop, or at least, 
God^s name so much upon his lips, a priest ; 
Bow*d at the close witn all his graceful alA, 
And t>egg'd an interest in his frequent prayers. 

Go, quit the rank to which ye stood preferred. 
Henceforth associate in one common herd 
Beligion, virtue, reason, common sense. 
Pronounce your human form a false pretence : 
A mere disguise, in which a devil luns. 
Who yet betrays his secret by liis works. 

Ye powers who rule the tongue, if such there 
are. 
And make colloquial happine«s your care. 
Preserve me from the tning I dread and hate, 
A duel In the form of a debate. 
The clash of argument and jar of words. 
Worse than the mortal brunt of rival swords. 
Decide no question with theh- tedious length, 
For opposition gives opinion strength. 
Divert the champions prodigal of breath. 
And put the peaceably disposed to death. 
Oh, thwart me not. Sir Soph, at every turn, 
Nor carp at every flaw you may discern ; 
Though syllogisms bang not on my tongue, 
I am not surely always In the wrong; 
'Tis hard if all is false that I advance, 
A fool must now and then be right by chance. 
Not that all freedom of dissent l blame ; 
No— there I grant the privilege I claim. 
A disputable point is no man's ground ; 
Rove where you please, 'tis common all around. 
Discourse may want an animated— No, 
To brush the surface, and to make it flow ; 
But still remember, if you mean to please. 
To press your point with modesty and ease. 
The mark, at which my jnster aim I take. 
Is contradiction for his own dear sake. 
Set your opinion at whatever pitch. 
Knots and impediments make something hitch ; 
Adopt his own, 'tis equally in vain. 
Your thread of argument is snapp'd again ; 
The wrangler, rtLther tlian accord with yon. 
Will judge himself deceiv'd, and prove it too. 
Vociferated logic kills me quite, 
A noisy man is always in the right, 
I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair, 
Fix on the wainscot a distressftd stare. 
And, when I hope his blunders are all out, 
Reply discreetly— To be sure— no doubt ! 



COWPEB'S POETICAL WOSKK 
ft t^mpalou food mui — A Tmjjin < 

Ltcb blu tTlppuff, U 70U 4- — ■ — '^- — 

m ui Uc« bl8 own ; 



HO BWUI blB iMBt bl8 ( 



H* Um a> an Ui beuan tn nupciiw i 
Kaava lAat IH kwm u U ba £»w [I n 01 ; 

HM Hla OBbiUH, »lulM»'«r Nilall, 

Cedt-rtBiatluE M luTlH(noae u m. 

TM, tboocb IM uuB uid bulk your UbMoIi 

Hnn'ar tnimioni on Ub Ou-Uhe theme 
A Baptlc tn pbUoupliv hut teem, 
BcdiiMd to iffuUca, ui belmed mis 
Wootd oolf prore lUDi a ooDinmiute fool ; 

SHiHitnuinaUkfibatbbnUnftndflpeecb, 
itc IutUe plued aU tnlb abvie bb nacb, 
nil aDUiaUeriili total nm. 
He mlftafai well MbUnd, and deal, and dnmb. 
When men ot todgiMDt eneji and (eel tbe. 
Tbe imltlVe pronomna wlthoDi dlmur : 
Tbeir want of llgtit and Intellect aopplfed. 
By tparki abanrdUT icrlkeg oat ot pride. 
imtunt (lie means ot buwlng Hgbt froi 
Ttier alw^ an dtelMf e, clear, and strong, 
Whne oUen k^ wUb phUoKqililc toice, 
Tbeli nimble mBunae lakee a iborter oonrte 
FHui at jota bead oouTlction In the tiunp, 

nulrown datHt, i><rtdU» to Ihem. 

ttoea In wMtii^rtbez at mae condemn : 
An<,tlian(b HlMiSfaaedbi eniT cau. 




It leaic to tnmpli 
And buird 1"- '" 
Tonuhbitai 



sx.',: 



ADdbuurd Ufi 

^ 

W MaUth B gmlt of n 

Am 1 10 set my lite apoo a throw, 
Beotiue a bear ia rode and snr^ ? No— 



1 bonoaraDlet^impi bla rlcb ame 
, BatWao^orr rocelM In (lU. 



niTe me tbe idnta, and mrpalieneatllll, 
n> tbe mo(t a^lne emptor on earth. 
a bear them telt ot pai«iUi|e and Mrth, 
LndecboooOTenatUMdnllanddry, 
:iDl>eUUb'a Wllb-He lalA-and, So lald I. 



Ve bnmanp wUfa - *■' mod. 

And In the laddeM put enr— DtoU Inaiedl 
The path ot iMmllTe wtIB bib ponse, 
Sim nwUnc probaUIICTnoT ehiat 



Sa£ 


rrKKTWVu., 




aK.»AirrSffi. 




aney-orsgoMweak, 




dltora tor aoch to Kek, 






v„,KSi 


1, bnl affront yon to row (BM 


ipLtttM 







"Tlc'''w"Sl^''*Ji™"'i"ut''!o 



ITnlrlendly to aocielr'a oblel io^ 
Tbr wont eltect la baatahlni lor honn 
The aex whoa* nroauee ^tUicb oon i 
Thou ait iDdndtba dru a nideiMr wants 
To poison vermtai Uiat IdMt U* pinn* : 
Butare we ID to wit and haawtvlillad. 
As to deaplie tha riory ol onr kind, 
Aod ebow the a^Kat ndnda and^reit tocmi 
Aa little OMTBT aa the imh* and worma I 
The; dare not watt Oe riotoaa abaao 
ThT thlrat-niMlInt aMUR at lengtii prodncc 
Wfien wine baa ■tTanlndaontlannBRe birth. 
And lorced the doodgata* of lloenilou mmh i 
Still (0 tbat element (rem wtiiah aha toae, 
And, wltliaanlBtwhlcbnolinMBdlwnTb, . 
iSlpa meek InfaalonB ot a nlMar horb. 
Ilie empbatto apeaker daarl)' lorci to oppoio, 

Ai 11 tbe niomon on bla DdgbbonPaibli, 
Tonch'd wUb the magnet, bud attraded bli. 

ProTcs after nil a wlnd-gnn'a airy charge," 



CONVEBSATION. 
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Caird on a friend^ dnmk tea, stepped home 

again. 
Resumed his purpose, had a world of talk 
With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 
I interrupt him with a sudden bow, 
Adieu, dear sir! lest you should lose it now. 

I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A line puss gentleman that's all perfume ; 
The sight's enough— no need to smell a bean— 
Who thrusts his head into a raree-show ? 
His odoriferous attempts to please, 
lerhaps might prosper with a swarm of bees ; 
3Bat we that make no honey, though we sting, 
Piets, are sometimes apt td maul the thing. 
"Fib wrong to bring into a mix'd resort, 
Wlat makes some sick, and others a-la-mor^. 
An argument of cogence, we may say, 
Whr such a one should keep himself away. 
A n*aver eoxcomb we may sometimes see, 
Qnit« as absurb, though not so light as he : 
A shillow brain behind a serious mask. 
An oiaci3 within an empty cask, 
Ttie s«leLOn fop ; significant and budge ; 
A fool with Judges, amongst fools a jndgc. 
He sajs but little, and that little said. 
Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 
His wit invites you by his looks to come. 
But when you knock, it never is at home : 
Tis like a parcel sent yon by the stage. 
Some handsome present, as your hopes presage ; 
'Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 
An absent friend's fidelity and love. 
But when unpack'd, your disappointment 

groans 
To find it stufTd with brickbats, earth, and 

stones. 
Some men employ their health, an ugly trick. 
In making known how oft they have been sick. 
And give us, in recitals of disease, 
A doctor's trouble, but without the fees: 
Relate how many weeks they kept their bed, 
How an emetic or cathartic sped ; 
Nothing is slightly touched, much less forgot, 
Mose, ears, and eyes seem present on the spot. 
Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill. 
Victorious seem d, and now the doctor's skill ; 
And now— alas for unforeseen mishaps ! 
They put on a damp nightcap, and relapse ; 
They thought they must have died, they were 

so bad : 
Their peevish hearers almost wish they had. 
Some fretful tempers wince at every touch, 
Tou always do too little or too much : 
You speak with life, in hopes to entertain. 
Your elevated voice goes through the brain ; 
You fall at once into a lower kev, 
That's worse— the drone pipe of an humble-bee. 
The south sash admits too strong a light. 
You rise and drop the curtain— now 'tis night. 
He shakes with cold— you stir the fire and 

strive 
To make a blaze— that's roasting him alive. 
Serve him with venison, and he wishes fish ; 
With sole — that's Just the sort he would not 

wish. 
He takes what he at first profess'd to loathe, 
And in due time feeds heartily on both ; 
Yet still o'erclonded with a constant frown, 
He does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 
Your hope to please liim vain on every plan. 
Himself should work that wonder if he can- 
Alas ! his efforts double his distress. 
He likes yours little, and his own still less. 
Thus always teasing others, always teased, 
His only pleasure is to be displeased. 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserved disdain, 
And bear the marks upon a blushing face 
Of needless shame and self-imposed disgrace. 
Our sensibilities are so acute. 
The fear of being silent makes us mute. 
We sometimes think we could a speecti prodnce 
Much to the purpose if our tongues were 'oose; 



But being tied, it dies upon the lip, 

Faint as a chicken's note that has the pip : 

Our wasted oil unprofltably bums. 

Like hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 

Few Frenchmen of this evil have coroplain'd ; 

It seems as if we Britons were ordaln'd. 

By way of wholesome curb upon our pride. 

To fear each other, fearing none beside. 

The cause perhaps inquiry may descry. 

Self-searching with an introverted eye, 

Conceal'd within an unsuspected part. 

The vainest corner of our own vain heart ; 

For ever aiming at the world's esteem. 

Our self-importance ruins its own scheme; 

In other eyes our talents rarely shown. 

Become at length so splendid in our own, 

We dare not ruk them into public view. 

Lest they miscarry of what seems their dne. 

True modesty is a discerning grace, 

And only blushes in the proper place; 

But counterfeit is blind, and skulks through 

fear, 
Where 'tis a shame to be asham'd to appear: 
Humility the parent ot the first. 
The last by vanity produced and nursed. 
The circle form'd, w&sit in silent state. 
Like figures drawn npon a dial-plate ; 
Yes, ma'am, and No, ma'am, utter'd softly, shew 
Every five minutes how the minutes go ; 
Each individual, suffering a constraint 
Poetry may, but colours cannot, paint ; 
And, if in close committee on the sky, 
Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry ; 
And finds a changing clime a happy source 
Of wise reflection and well-timed disconmc. 
We next inquire, but softly and by stealth, 
Like conservators of the public health, 
Of epidemic throats, if such there are. 
And coughs, and rheums, and phthisic, and 

catarrh. 
That theme exhausted, a wide chasm ensues, 
Fill'd up at last with interesting news ; 
Who danced with whom, and who are like to 

wed, 
And who is hang'd, and who is brought to bed ; 
But fear to call a more important cause, 
As if 'twere treason against English laws. 
The visit paid, with ecstacy we come. 
As from a seven years' transportation, home. 
And there resume an unembarrass'd brow. 
Recovering what we lost, we know not how. 
The faculties that seem'd reduced to nought. 
Expression and the privilege of thought. 
The recking, roaring hero of the chase, 
I give him over as a desperate case, 
Physicians write in hopes to work a cure. 
Never, if honest ones, when death is sure : 
And though the fox he follows may be tamed, 
A mere fox -follower never is reclaim'd. 
Some farrier should prescribe his proper course. 
Whose only fit companion is his horse ; 
Or if, deserving of a better doom, 
The noble beast Judge otherwise, his groom. 
Yet e'en the rough that serves him, though ho 

stand 
To take his honour's orders, cap in hand. 
Prefers his fellow grooms with much gootl 

sense, 
Their skill a truth, his master's a pretence. 
If neither horse nor groom affect the 'squire. 
Where can at last his jockeyship retire / 
Oh, to the club, the scenes of savage joys. 
The school of coarse good fellowship and noise ; 
There, in the sweet society of those 
Whose friendship from his boyish years he 

chose. 
Let him improve his talent if he can. 
Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man. 
Man's heart had been impenetrably seal'd. 
Like theirs that cleave the flood or graze the 

field. 
Had not his Maker's all-bestowin$? hand 
Given him a soul, atvd.fe«A&\xVai\x\\<JiKt«i\.'Kcv^\ 
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COWPER'S POETICAL WOKKS. 



The reasoning power vouchsafed, of coarse In- 

ferr'd 
The power to clothe that reason with his word ; 
For all is perfect that God worivs on earth. 
And he that gives conception aids the birth. 
If this be plain . 'tis plainly understood. 
What uses of his boon the Giver would. 
The mind despatched upon her busy toil, 
Should range where Providence has bless'd the 

soil; 
Visiting every flower with labonr meet. 
And gathering all her treasures sweet by 

sweet. 
She should imbue the tongue with what she 

sips. 
And shed the balmy blessing on the lips, 
That good diffused may more abundant grow. 
And speech may praise the power tliat bids it 

now. 
Will the sweet warbler of the livelong nighty 
That fills the listening lover with delight. 
Forget his harmony, with rapture heard. 
To learn the twittering of a meaner bird ; 
Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice, 
That odious Ubel on a human voice ? 
No— nature, unsophisticate by man. 
Starts not aside from her Creator*s plan ; 
The melody, that was at first deslgn'd 
To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind. 
Is note for note dellver'd in our ears. 
In the last scene of her six thousand years. 
Yet Fashion, leader of a chattering train, 
Whom man, for his own hurt, permits to reign* 
Who shifts and changes all things but his shape, 
And would degrade her votary to an ape, 
The fruitful parent of abuse and wroiig. 
Holds a usurped dominion o'er his tongue : 
There sits and prompts him with his own dis- 
grace. 
Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the gri- 
mace, 
And, when accomplish'd in her wayward school, 
Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool, 
'Tis an unutterable fix'd decree. 
That none could frame or ratify but she. 
That heaven and bell, and righteousness and 

sin. 
Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, 
God and his attributes (a field of day 
Where 'tis an angel's happiness to stray). 
Fruits of his love and wonders of his might. 
Be never named in cars esteem'd polite ; 
That he who dares, when she forbids, be grave, 
Shall stand proscribed, a madman or a knave, 
A close designer not to be believed, 
Or, if excused that charge, at least deceived. 
Oh, folly worthy of tlie nurse's lap. 
Give it the breast, or stop its mouth with pap! 
Is it incredible, cr can it seem, 
A dream to any except those that dream. 
That man should love his Maker, and that fire, 
Warming his heart, should at his lips transpire? 
Know then, and modestly let fall your eyes. 
And veil your dai'ing crest that braves the 

skies ; 
The air of insolence affronts your God, 
You need his pardon, and provoke his rod : 
Now, In a posture that becomes you more 
Than that heroic strut assum'd before, 
Know, your arrears with every hour accrue 
For mercy shown, while wrath is justly due. 
The time is short, and there are souls on earth. 
Though future pain may serve for present 

mirth. 
Acquainted with the woes that fear or shame. 
By fashion taught, forbade them once to name. 
And, having felt the pangs you deem a jest. 
Have proved them truths too big to be expressed. 
Go seek on revelation's hallow'd ground, 
8are to succeed, the remedy they found : 
Touch'd by that power that you have dar'd to 

mocW, 
hat makes seaa stable, and dissolves, the rock. 



Your hearts shall yield a life renewing stream. 
That fools, as you have done, shall call a 

dream. 
It happen'd on a solemn eventide. 
Soon after He that was our surety died. 
Two bosom friends, each pensively indln'd. 
The scene of all those sorrows left behind. 
Sought their own village, busied as they went 
In musings worthy of the great event: 
They spake of Hun they loved, of Him vrtaose 

life, 
Though blameless, hod incnrr'd pcrpetoaJ 

strife. 
Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts, ' 
A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 
The recollection like a vein of ore. 
The farther trac'd, enrich 'd them still the moie: 
They thought him, and they Justfy thought lAm, 

one 
Sent to do mort than he appeared to have 

done; 
To exalt a people, and to place them high,' 
Above all else, and wonder'd he should die. 
Ere yet thev brought their journey to an end, 
A stranger join'd them, courteous as a friend. 
And ask'd them, with a kind engaging air. 
What their afliiction was, and begg'd a share. 
Inform'd, he gather'd up the broken thread. 
And, truth and wisdom gracing all he said, 
Explain'd, illustrated, and search'd so well. 
The tender theme on which they choose to 

dwell, 
That, reaching home, the night, they said, is 

near. 
We must not now be parted, sojourn here — 
The new acquaintance soon became a gnesr. 
And, made so welcome at their simple roast. 
He bless'd the bread, but vanishM at the word. 
And left them both exclaiming, *Twas the Lordf 
Did not our hearts feel all he deign'd to say, 
Did they not burn within us by tne way? 

Now theirs was converse, such as it behoves 
Man to mahitain, and such as God approves; 
Their views indeed were indistinct and dim. 
But yet successful, being aim'd at him. 
Christ and his character their only scope.- 
Their object, and their subject, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 
And, wanting him to loose the sacred seal. 
Found him as prompt as tholr desli-e was true, 
To spread the new-bom glories in their view. 
Well— what are ages and the lapse of time 
Match'd against trutlis, as lasting as sublime ? 
Can length of years on God himself exact? 
Or make that fiction that was once a fact? 
No— marble and recording brass decay. 
And, like the graver's memorv, pass away ; 
Ihe works of man inherit, as is jfust. 
Their author's frailty, and return to dust : 
But truth divine for ever stands secure. 
Its head is guarded as its base is sure : 
Fix'd in the rolling flood of endless years. 
The pillar of the eternal plan appears, 
TJje raving storm and dashing wave defies. 
Built by that Architect who built the skies. 
Heai-ts may be found, that harbour at this hour 
That love of Christ and all its quickening 

power; 
And lips unstain'd by folly or by strife. 
Whose wisdom, drawn from the deep well of 

life. 
Tastes of its healthful origin, and fiows 
A Jordan for the ablution of our woes. 
Oh, days of heaven, and nights of equal praise. 
Serene and peaceful as those heavenly d^ys. 
When souls drawn upward in coromnniou sweet 
Enjoy the stillness of some close retreat. 
Discourse, as if released and safe at home. 
Of dangers past, and wonders yet to come. 
And spread the sacred treasures of the breaat 
Upon the lap of covenanted rest! 

What, always dreaming over heavenly thtnifi. 
Like angel-heads in stone with pigeon wings? 



COXVEKSATIOX. 



Canting and whining oijt all day the word, 
And half the night V—finiatlc and absord! 
iTine be the friend less freqncnt in his prayers. 
Who makm no bustle with his soal's affairs, 
Whose wit can brighten up a wintry day. 
And chase the splenetic dull hours away ; 
Content on eortn in earthly things to shine, 
Who waits for bearen ere no becomes dtrine. 
:«caves saints to enjoy tliose altitudes they 

teach 
Aad plucks the fruit placed more within his 

reach. 
\Tell spoken, advocate of sin and shame. 
Known by thy bleating. Ignorance thy name. 
Is sparkling wit the world^s exclusive right ? 
The ix'd fee-simple of the vain and light V 
Can kopes of heaven, bright prospects of an 

tiour. 
That come to waft us out of sorrow's power, 
Obscuie or quench a faculty that finds 
Its happiest soil in the sercnest minds ? 
Acligioa curbs indeed its wanton play, 
And brings the trifler under rigorous sway. 
But gives it usefulness unknown before, 
And pnxifying, makes it shine the more, 
A Christian's wit is Inoffensive light, 
A beam that aids, but never grieves the sight ; 
Vigorous in age as in the flush of youth ; 
'Tis always active on the side of truth ; 
Temperance and peace insure its healthful 

state. 
And make it brightest at its latest date. 
Oh, I have seen (nor hope )>erhaps in vain. 
Ere life go down, to see such sights again) 
A veteran warrior in the Christian field, 
Wlio never saw the sword he could not wield : 
Grave without dolness, learned without pride. 
Exact, yet not precise, though meek, keen- 
eyed * 
A man that would hare foird at their own play 
A dozen would-be's of the modem day ; 
Who, when occasion Justified its use. 
Had wit as bright as ready to produce. 
Could fetch from records of an earlier age, 
Or from philosophy's enlighten'd page. 
His rich materials, and regale your ear 
With strains it was a privilege to hear : 
Yet above all his luxury supreme. 
And Ills chief glory, was the gospel theme ; 
There he was copious as old Greece or Rome, 
His happy eloquence seem'd there at home. 
Ambitions not to shine or to excel. 
But to treat Justly what he loved so well. 

It moves me more perhaps than folly ought, 
Wheid tome green heads, as void of wit as 

thought. 
Suppose themselves monopolists of sense, 
And wiser men's ability pretence. 
Though time will wear us, and we must grow 

old. 
Such men are not forgot as soon as cold, 
Their fragrant memory will outlast their tomb, 
Embolm'd forever in its own perfume. 
And to say truth, thougti in its early prime. 
And when unstained with any grosser crime, 
Youth has a sprightllness and nre to boast, 
That in ttie valley of decline are lost. 
And virtue with peculiar charms appears, 
Crown'd with the garland of life's blooming 

years: 
Yet age, by loiur experience well inform'd. 
Well read, well temper'd, with religion warm'd, 
That Are abated which impels rash youth. 
Proud of his speed, to overshoot the truth, 
As time improves the grape's authentic juice, 
MeUoirs and makes the speech more fit for 

use, 
And claUna a reverence in its shortening day, 
That 'tis an honour and a Joy to pay. 
The fmita of age, less fair, are yet more sound. 
Than those a brighter season nmin around : 
And, like the stores autumnal suns mature, 
Through wintry rigours unlmpair'd endure. 
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What is fanatic frenzy, sconi'd so much. 
And dreaded mure tlian ti contagious touch ? 
I ^'mnt it dangerous, oinl apurove your fear, 
Tliat tire is catrhing, if you draw too near ; 
hut sage observers oft mistake the flame. 
And give true piety that odious name. 
Tu tremble (as the creature of an hour 
Ought at the view of an almighty power) 
Before His presence, at whose awful throne 
All tremble in all worlds, except our own. 
To supplicate his mercy, love his ways, 
And prize them above pleasure, wealth, or 

praise. 
Though common sense, allow'd a casting voice. 
And free from bias, must approve the choice 
(Convicts a man fanatic in ttie extreme. 
And wild as madness in the world's esteem. 
But that disease, when soberly defined, 
Is the false fie of an o'erheated mind ; 
It views the truth with a distorted eye. 
And cither warps or lays it useless by : 
'Tis narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draws 
Its sordid nourishment from man's applause ; 
And, while at heart sin nnrelinquish'a lies. 
Presumes itself chief favourite of the skies. 
'Tis such a light as putrefaction breeds 
In fly-brown flesh, whereon the maggot feeds. 
Shines in the dark, but usher'd into day, 
Tiie stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is composed 
Of hearts in union mutually disclosed : 
And, farewell else all hope of pnre delight. 
Those hearts should be reclaim'd, renew'd, 

upright. 
Bad men, profaning friendship's hallow'd name. 
Form, In its stead, a covenant of shame. 
A dark confederacy against the laws 
Of virtue, and religion s glorious cause. 
They build each other up with dreadful skill. 
As bastions set point-blank against God's will; 
Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt, 
Deeply resolved to shut a Saviour out ; 
Call legions up from hell to back the deed ; 
And, cursed with conquest finally succeed. 
But souls, that carry on a blest exchange 
Of joys they meet with in their heavenly range. 
And with a fearless confidence make known 
The sorrows sympathy esteems its own, 
Doily derive increasing light and force 
From such communion in their pleasant course. 
Feel less the journey's roughness and its length. 
Meet their opposers with united strength, 
And, one in heart, in interest, and design, 
Gird up each other to the race divine. 
But Conversation, choose what theme we 
may. 
And chiefly when religion leads the way. 
Should flow, like waters after summer showers. 
Not as if raised by mere mechanic powers. 
The Christian, in whose soul, though now 

distress'd, 
Lives the dear thought of joys he once possess'd. 
When all his glowing language Issued forth 
With God's deep stamp upon its current worth, 
Will speak without disguise, and must im- 
part, 
Sad as it is, his undissembling heart, 
Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a zeal. 
Or seem to boast a flre, he does not leeL 
The song of Sion is a tasteless thing. 
Unless, when rising on a joyful wing. 
The soul can mix with the celestial bands. 
And give the strain the compass it demands. 

.Strange tidings these to tell a world, who trea 
All but their own experience as deceit! 
Will they believe, though credulous enough 
To swallow mucli upon much weaker proof. 
That there are blest inhabitants of earth. 
Partakers of a new ethereal birth. 
Their hopes, desires, and purposes estranged 
From things terrestrial, and divinely changed. 
Their very language of a kind that speaks 
The soul's sure interest in the good she seeks^ 



78 



OOWPER'S POETICAL WORKS. 



Who deal with Scripture, its importance felt. 

As Tully witli philosophy once dealt, 

And, in the silent watches of the night, 

And throagh the scenes of toll-renewing light, 

The social walk, or solitary ride, 

Keep still the dear companion at their side ? 

1^0— shame npon a self-disgracing age, 

Ood's work may serve an ape upon a stage 

With such a Jest as flll'd with helUsh glee 

Certain invisibles as shrewd as he^ 

But veneration or respect finds none. 

Save from the subjects of that work alone. 

The World grown old, her deep discernment 

shows. 
Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose. 
Peruses closely the true Clirlstian's face. 
And finds it a mere mask of sly grimace ; 
XJsnrps God's office, lays his bosom bare. 
And finds hypocrisy close lurking there ; 
And, serving God herself through mere con- 
straint. 
Concludes his unfeign'd love of him a feint. 
And yet, God knows, look human nature 

through 
(And in due time, the world shall know It too), 
That since the flowers of Eden felt the blast, 
That after man's defection laid all waste, 
Hincerltv towards the heart-searching God 
Has made the new-born creature her abode, 
I^or shall be found in unregcnerate souls 
Till the last fire bum all between the poles. 
Sincerity ! why 'tis his only pride, 
Weak and imperfect in all grace beside, 
He knows that God demands his heart entire, 
And gives him all his just demands require. 
Without it, pretensions were as vain 
As, having it, he deems the world's disdain : 
That great defect would cost him not alone 
Han's favourable judgment, but his own; 
His birthright shaken, and no longer clear 
Than while his conduct proves his heart sincere. 
Retort the charge, and let the world be told 
She boasts a confidence she does not hold; 
That, conscious of her crimes, she feels Instead 
A cold misgiving and a killing dread: 
That while in health the ground of her support 
Is madly to forget that life is short ; 
That sick she trembles, knowing she must die. 
Her hope presumption, and her faith a lie : 
That wnile she dotes and dreams that she be- 

llGVOS 

She mocks her Maker, and herself deceives. 

Her utmost reach, historical assent 

The doctrines warp'd to what they never 

me/mt ; 
Tliat truth Itself is in her head as dull 
And useless as a candle in a skuU, 
And all her love of Qod a groundless claim, 
A trick upon the canvass, painted flame. 
Tell her again, the sneer upon her face. 
And all her censures of the work of grace, 
Are insincere, meant only to conceal 
A dread she would not, yet is forced to feel ; 
That in her heart the Christian she reveres. 
And while she seems to scorn him, only fears : 

A poet does not work by square or line. 
As smiths and joiners perfect a design; 
At least we modems, our attention less. 
Beyond the example of our sires digress. 
And claim a right to scamper and run wide. 
Wherever chance, caprice, or fancy guide. 
The world and I fortuitously met; 
I owed a tiifle, and have paid the debt ; 
She did me wrong. 1 recompens'd the deed, 
And, having struck the balance, now proceed. 
Perhaps, however, as some years have pass'd 
Since she and I conversed together last, 
And I have lived recluse in rural shades. 
Which seldom a distinct report pervades, 
Great changes and new manners have occnrr'd, 
And blest reforms that I have never heard. 
And she may how be as discreet and wise, 
A^ once absurd In all disceruhig eyes. 



Sobriety perhaps may now be found 

Where once intoxication press'd the ground ; 

The subtle and injurious may be just. 

And he grown chaste that was the slave of lust ; 

Arts once esteem'd may be with shame dis- 

miss'd : 
Charity may relax the miser's fist ; 
The gamester may have cast his cards away. 
Forget to curse, and only kneel to pray. 
It has indeed been told me (with wnat weight, 
How credibly, 'tis hard for me to state). 
That fables old, that seem'd for ever mute. 
Revived, are hastening into fresh repute. 
And gods and goddesses, discarded long. 
Like useless lumber or a stroller's song. 
Are bringing into vogue their heathen train 
And Jupiter bids fair to rule again : 
That certain feasts arc instituted now. 
Where Venus hears the lover's tender vow: 
That all Olympus through the country roves, 
To consecrate our few remaining groves, 
And Echo learns politely to repeat 
The praise of names for ages obsolete ; 
That, having proved the weakness, it shoald' 

seem. 
Of revelation's ineffectual beam. 
To bring the passions under sober sway. 
And give the moral springs their proper play, 
They mean to try what may at last be done. 
By stout substantial gods of wood and stone, 
And whether Roman rites may not produce 
The virtues of old Rome for English use. 
May such success attend the pious plan. 
May Mercury once more embellish man, 
Grace him again with long-forgotten arts. 
Reclaim his tastes and brighten up his parts, 
Make him athletic, as in days of old, 
Leam'd at the bar, in the palaestra bold. 
Divest the rougher sex of female airs. 
And teach the softer not to copy thelra : 
The change shall please, nor shall it matter 

aught. 
Who works the wonder, if it be but wrought, 
'Tis time, however, if the case stands thus. 
For us plain folks, and all who side with us. 
To build our altar, confldent, and bold. 
And say. as stem Elijah said of old. 
The strife now stands upon a fair award, 

Jf Israel's Lord be God, then serve the Lord: 
f he be silent, faith is all a whim. 
Then Baal is the God, and worship him. 
Digression is so much in modem nse. 
Thought is so rare, and fancy so profuse. 
Some never seem so wide of their intent, 
As when returning to the theme they meant; 
As mendicants, whose business is to roam. 
Make every parish but their own their home. 
Though such continual zig-zags in a book. 
Such drunken reelings have an awkward look, 
And I had rather creep to what is true, 
Than rove and stagger with no mark in view ; 
Yet to consult a litue, seem'd no crime. 
The freakish humour of the present time : 
But now to gather up what seems dispersed. 
And touch the subject 1 design 'd at first, 
May prove, though much beside the rules of 

art. 
Best for the public, and my wisest part. 
And first, let no man charge me, that I mean 
To clothe In sable every social scene. 
And give good company a face severe. 
As if they met around a father's bier: 
For tell some men that, pleasure all their bent. 
And laughter all their work, is life misspent. 
Their wisdom bursts into this sage reply. 
Then mirth is sin, and we should alwavs cry. 
To find the medium asks some share of wit. 
And therefore 'tis a mark fools never hit. 
But though life's valley be a rale of tears, 
A brighter scene beyond that vale appears. 
Whose glory, with a light that never fades, 
Shoots netween scatter'd rocks and openiog 
sbftdes, 
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!7hile it shows the land the sool desires, 
Dgaage of the land she seeks Inspires, 
tooch'd, the tongue receives a sacred 
2are 

that was absurd, proCane, impure ; 
idthin modest bounds, the tide of speech 
es the coarse that truth and nature 
teach; 

iger labours merely to produce 
Mop of sound, or tinkle without use : 
B*er it winds, the salutary stream, 
itlr and fresli, enriches every theme, 
all the happy man possessed before, 
ft of nature, or the classic store. 



Is made subservient to the grand design. 
For wtiich Heaven form'd the faculty divine. 
80, should an Idiot, while at large he strayti. 
Find the sweet lyre on which an urtist plays. 
With rash and awkward force the cuords he 

stiakes. 
And grins with wonder at the jar he makes ; 
But let the wise and well-Instructed hand 
Once take the shell beneath his Just command. 
In gentle sounds It seems as it complain'd 
Of the rude injuries it late sustained. 
Till, tuned at length to some Immortal song. 
It sounds Jehovah's name, and poors bi» praise 

along. 



RETIREMENT. 
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..stndiis florens ignobnia otl. 

Vioo. Goocg. lib. ir. 



Hackxet'd In business, wearied at that oar. 
Which thousands, once fust chaia'd to, quit no, 

more, 
But which, when life at ebb runs weak and low 
All wisli, all seem to wish, they could forego ; 
T^e statesman, lawyer, merchant, man ot 

trade. 
Pants for the refuge of some rural shade, 
Where, all his long anxieties forgot 
Amid the charms of a sequester'd spot. 
Or recollected only to gild o'er 
And add a smile to wluit was sweet before. 
He may possess the joys he thinks he sees. 
Lay his old age upon the lap of ease. 
Improve the remnant of his wasted span. 
And, having lived a triflcr, die a man. 
Thus conscience pleads her cause within the 

breast, 
Though long rebelFd against, not yet sup- 

press'd, 
And calls a creature form'd for God alone. 
For Heaven's high purpose, and not his own. 
Calls him away from sellish ends and alms, 
From what debilitates and what inflames, 
From cities humming with a restless crowd, 
Sordid as active, ignorant as loud, 
Whose highest praise is that they live in vain, 
The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gain, 
Where works of man are dustcr'd close 

around, 
And works of God are hardly to be found. 
To regions where, in spite of sin and woe, 
Traces of Eden are still seen below. 
Where mountain, river, forest, field, and grove, 
Bemind him of his Maker's power and love. 
'Tis well, if look'd for at so late a day. 
In the last scene of such a senseless play. 
True wisdom will attend his feeble call. 
And grace his action ere the curtain fall. 
Souls, that have long despised their heavenly 

birth, 
Their wishes all impregnated with earth. 
For threescore years employ'd with ceaseless 

care. 
In catching smoke, and feeding upon air, 
Conversant only with the ways of men, 
Earely redeem the short remaining ten. 
Inveterate habits choke the unfruitful heart, 
Their fibres penetrate its tenderest part. 
And, draining its nutritious power to feed 
Their noxious growth, starve every better seed. 

Happy, if full of days— but happier far, 
If, ere we yet discern life's evening star. 
Sick of the service of a world that feeds 
Its patient drudges with dry chaff and weeds. 
We can escape from custom's idiot sway. 
To serve the sovereign we were bom to obey. 
Then sweet to muse upon his skill display'd 
(Infinite skill) in all that he has made i 
To trace in nature's most minute design 
The signature and stamp of power divine. 
Contrivance intricate, express'd with ease, 
Where unassisted sight no beanty sees. 



The shapely limb and lubricated joint. 
Within the small dimensions of a point, 
Muscle and nerve miraculously spun. 
His mighty work, who speaks and It is done. 
The Invisible in tilings scarce seen reveal'd. 
To whom uu atom is an ample fl<ld : 
To wonder at a tliousand insect forms, 
Tliese hatch'd, and those resuscitated worms. 
!Now life ordaiu'd, and brighter scenes to shiuc. 
Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air. 
Whose shape would make them, had they balk 

and size, 
More hideous foes than fancy can devise ; 
With helmet-heads and dragon-scales adom'd, 
The mighty myriads, now securely scom'd. 
Would mock the majesty of man's high birth, 
Despise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth; 
Then with a glance of fancy to survey. 
Far as the faculty can stretch away. 
Ten thousand rivers pour'd at his command. 
From urns tliat never fail, through every land ; 
These like a deluge witli impetuous force. 
Those winding modestly a silent course; 
The cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful vales; 
Seas, on which every nation spreads her sails; 
The sun, a world whence other worlds driu 

light. 
The crescent moon, the diadem of night : 
Stars countless, each in his appointed place. 
Fast anchor*d in the deep abyss of space — 
At such a sight to catch the poet's name. 
And with a raptnre like his own exclaim 
These arc thy glorious works, thoa Source of 

Good, 
How dimly seen, how faintly understood ! 
Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care, 
This universal frame, thus wondrous fair; 
Thy power divine, and bounty beyond tbongkt 
Adored and praised in aU that thoa luis 

wrought. 
Absorb'd in that immensity I see, 
I shrink abased, and yet aspire to thee ; 
Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day 
Thy words more clearly than thy works disoliy. 
That, while thy truths my grosser thoni^n re- 
fine, 
I may resemble thee, and call thee mine. 

O blest proficiency ! surpassing all 
Tliat men erroneously their gloiy call. 
The recompense that hearts or arms can yield. 
The bar, the senate, or the tented field. 
Compared with this sublimest life below. 
Ye kings and rulers what have courts to show? 
Thus studied, used, and consecrated thus. 
On earth what Is, seems form'd indeed forns; 
Not as the plaything of a froward child. 
Fretful unless diverted and beguiled. 
Much less to feed and fan the fatal fires 
Of pride, ambition, or impure desires ; 
But as a scale, by whicli the soul ascends 
From mighty means to more important eiid8» 
Securely, though by steps but rarely trod, 
Mounts from lufertur beings op to God, 
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Soothe tbee to make tbee but a surer prej, 
And feed the fire that wastes thy powers awaj 
Up— God has form'd tbee with a wiser view, 
^ot to be led in chains, bat to sabdne ; 
Calls thee to cope with enemies, and first 
Points out a conflict with thyflelir,the worst. 
Woman, indeed, a gift he would bestow 
When he designed a Paradise below. 
The richest earthly boon his hands afford, 
Deserves to be beloved, but not adored. 
Post away swiftly to more active scenes. 
Collect the scattered truth that study gleans. 
Mix with the world, but with its wiser part, 
mo longer give an image all thine heart ; 
Its empire Is not hers, nor is it thine, 
Tis God's just claim, prerogative divine. 

Virtuous and faithful Hbbbrden, whose skill 
Attempts no task it cannot well fulfil. 
Gives melancholy up to nature's care, 
And sends the patient into purer air. 
Look where he comes— in this embowered 

alcove • 

Stands close concealed, and see a statue move : 
Lips busy, and eyes fix'd, foot falling slow. 
Arms hanging idly down, hands clasp'd below. 
Interpret to the marking eye distress. 
Such as its symptoms can alone express. 
That tongue is silent now ; that silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest, or join the song. 
Could give advice, could censure or commend, 
Or charm the sorrows of a drooping friend. 
Renounced alike its office and its sport. 
Its brisker and its graver strains fall short : 
Both fail beneath a fever's secret sway, 
And like a summer-brook are past away. 
This is a sight for pity to peruse. 
Till she resembles faintly what she views, 
Till sympathy contract a kindred pain. 
Pierced with the woes that she laments in 

vain. 
This, of ull maladies that man infest. 
Claims most compassion, and receives the 

least; 
Job felt it, when he groan'd beneath the rod 
And the barb'd arrows of a frowning God ; 
And suich emollients as his friends could spare. 
Friends such as his for modem Jobs prepare. 
Blest, rather curst, with hearts that never fee 
Kept snug in caskets of close-hammer'd steel. 
With mouths made onlv to grin wide and eat, 
And minds that deem derided pain a treat. 
With limbs of British oak, and nerves of wire. 
And wit that puppet prompters might inspire, 
Their sovereign nostrum is a clumsy joke 
On pangs enforced with God's severest stroke. 
But, with a soul that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorrow is a sacred thing: 
Not to molest, or irritate, or raise 
A laugh at his expense, is slender praise: 
He that has not usurp'd the name of man 
Does all, and deems too Uttle all, he can. 
To assuage the throbbings of the fester'd part, 
And staunch the bleedings of a broken heart, 
'Tis not, as heads that never acKe suppose. 
Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woes : 
3Ian is a harp, whose chords elude the sight. 
Each yielding harmony disposed aright ; 
The screws reversed (a task which, if he please, 
God in a moment executes with ease,) 
Ten thousand thousand string at once go loose, 
Lost, till he tune them, all their power and use 
Then neither heathy wilds, nor scenes as fair 
As ever recompensed the peasant's care, 
Nor soft declivities with tufted hills. 
Nor view of waters turning busy mills. 
Parks in which art preceptress nature weds. 
Nor gardens interspersed with fiowery beds. 
Nor gales, that catch the scent of blooming 

grores. 
And waft it to the mourner as he roves, 
Can call up life into his faded eye. 
That passes all he sees unheeded by ; 
Ji'o wounds like those & wounded spirit feels, 



No cure for such, till God who makes them 

heals. 
And thou, sad sufferer under nameless ill 
That yields not to the touch of human skill; 
Improve the kind occasion, understand 
A Father's frown, and kiss his chastening bancL 
To thee the day-«pring, and the blaze of noon. 
The purple evening and resplendent moon. 
The stars that, sprinkled o'er the vault of ni^bt 
Seem drops descending in a shower of light, 
Shine not, or undesired and hated shine. 
Seen through the medium of a cloud like thine 
Yet seek him, in his favour life is found, 
All bliss beside— a shadow or a sound : 
Then heaven, eclipsed so long, and this dull 

earth. 
Shall seem to start into a second birth ; 
Nature, assuming a more lovely face. 
Borrowing a beauty from the works of grace. 
Shall be despised and overlook'd no more, 
Shall fill thee with delights unfelt before. 
Impart to things inanimate a voice. 
And bid her mountains and her hills rejoice; 
The sound shall run along the winding vales, 
And thou enjoy an Eden ere it fails. 
Ye groves (the statesman at his desk ex- 
claims, 
Sick of a thousand disappointed aims). 
My patrimonial treasure and my pride. 
Beneath your shades your grey possessor hide. 
Receive me, languishing for that repose 
The servant of the public never knows. 
Ye saw me once (ah, those regretted days. 
When boyish innocence was ail my praise !) 
Hour after hour delightfully allot 
To studies then famUiar, since forgot. 
And cultivate a taste for ancient song. 
Catching its odour as I mused along; 
Nor seldom, as propitious Heaven might send. 
What once i valued and could boast a friend. 
Were witnesses how cordially 1 press'd 
His undlssembllng virtue to my breast ; 
Receive me now, not uncorrupt as then. 
Nor guiltless of corrupting other men. 
But versed in arts that, wliile they seem to 

stay 
A falling empire, hasten its decay. 
To the fair haven of my native home. 
The wreck of what I was, fatigued, 1 come; 
For once I can approve the patriot's voice. 
And make the course he recommends taj 

choice : 
We met at last in one sincere desire. 
His wish and mine both prompt me to retre. 
'TIS done— he steps into the welcome chaise, 
LoUs at his ease behind four handsome bays, 
That whirl away from business and debate. 
The disencumber'd Atlas of the state. 
Ask not the boy, who, when the breeze of omhw 
First shakes the glittering drops from evidry 

thorn. 
Unfolds his flock, then under bank or bush 
Sits linking cherry-stones, or platting rush. 
How fair is Freedom?— he was always free: 
To carve his rustic name upon a tree. 
To snare the mole, or with ill-fashion'd hook 
To draw the incautious minnow from the brook. 
Are life's prime pleasures in his simple view. 
His flock the chief concern he ever knew ; 
She shines but little in his heedless eyes. 
The good we never miss we rarely prize : 
But ask the noble drudge in state affairs. 
Escaped from office and its constant cares. 
What charms he sees in Freedom's smile ex- 

press'd. 
In freedom lost so long, now repossess'd. 
The tongue whose strains were cogent as com- 
mands. 
Revered at home, and felt in foreign lands. 
Shall own itself a stammerer in that cause. 
Or plead its silence as its best applause. 
He knows indeed that, whether dress'd or rude. 
Wild without art, or artfully subdued. 
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JJature In evej for— uisplrea deUglit, 
But never i»aiK.'a her with so just a siffht. 
Her houge-row shrubs, a variegated store, 
ivlth woodbine and wild roses mantled o>r, 
Groen balks and farrow'd lands, the stream that 
Its cooling vapour o*er the dew.r meads. 
Downs, that almost escape tho inquiring eye. 
That melt and fade into the distant sky, 
Beaatics he lately slighted as he pass'd. 
Seem ail created since he traveird last 
Master of all the enjoyments he designed. 
No rough annoyance rankling in his mind, 
Wliat earij philosophic hours he keeps. 
How regular his meals, how sound he sleepHl 
Not sounder he that on the mainmast head, 
While morning kindles with a windy red. 
Begins a long look-oat for distant land. 
Nor quits till evening watch his giddy stand. 
Then, swift decendlng with a seaman's haste. 
Slips to his hammock, and forgets the blast. 
He chooses company but not the squire's. 
Whose wit is rudeness, whose good-breeding 

tires. 
Nor yet the parson's, who would gladly come, 
Obscunions when abroad, though proud at 

nome ; 
Nor can he mnch affect the neighbouring peer* 
Whose toe of emulation treads too near ; 
But wisely seeks a more convenient friend. 
With whom, dismissing forms, he may unbend. 
A. man, whom marks of condescending grace 
Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place ; 
Who comes when call'd, and at a word with- 
draws. 
Speaks with reserve, and ]i?teMs with applause ; 
Some plain mechanic, who, without pretence 
To birth or wit, not gives nor takes offence ; 
On whom he rests well pleased liis weary 

powers. 
And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 
The tide of life, swift always in its courbe. 
May run in cities with a brisker force, 
But nowhere with a current so serene, 
Or half so clear, as in the rural scene. 
Tet how fallacious is all earthly bliss. 
What obvious truths the wisest heads may 

miss! 
Home pleasures live a month and some a year. 
But short the date of all we gather here ; 
No happiness is felt, except the true, 
That does not charm the more for being new. 
This observation, as it chanced, not made. 
Or, if the thought occurred not duly weighed. 
He sighs— for after all by slow degrees 
The spot he loved has lost the power to please : 
Tb cross his ambling pony day by day 
Heems at the best but dreammg life away ; 
The prospect, such as might enchant despair 
He views it not, or sees no beauty there : 
With aching heart', and discontented looks, 
Returns at noon to billiard or to books. 
But feels, while ia*asping at his faded Joys, 
A secret thirst of his renounced employs 
He chides the tardiness of every post. 
Pants to be told of battles won or lost. 
Blames his own indolence, observes though late, 
Tis criminal to leave a sinking state, 
Flies to the levee, and, received with grace. 
Kneels, kisses hands, and shines again in place. 

Suburban villas, highway-side retreat. 
That dread the encroachment of our growing 

streets, 
Tight boxes neatly sash'd and in a blaze 
With all a Jnly sun's collected rays, 
l>eUght the citizen, who, gasping there. 
Breathes clouds of dust, and calls it conntryair. 
sweet retirement! who would balk the 

thought 
That could afford retirement or could not? 
"Pis such an easy walk, so smooth and straight, 
The second milestone fronts the garden gate; 
A step if fair, and. if a shower approach, 
Tlioy And safe shelter in the next stago-coacli. 



Their, prison'd in a parlour nnuK nnd small. 
Like bottled wasps upon a soutlicm wulU 
The man of bupiness and bin fricndM combrcss'd. 
Forgot their labour.^, and yet find no rest ; 
But still 'tis rural— tnH>M an* to bo soon 
From everj- window, and tho fields art'. gTc»'U; 
Ducks paddle in the pond before the door. 
And what cDuld a remoter scene show mor<>? 
A sense of elogancc we rarely find 
'Hie portion «)f a mean or vulgar mind. 
And ignorance of better things makes man. 
Who cannot much, rejoice in what he can : 
And he, that deems Icasurc well bestow'd. 
In a contemplation of a turnpike-road, 
Is occupied as welU employs his hours 
As wisely, and as much improves his powers. 
As he that slumbers in pavilions graced 
With all the charms of an accomplish'd taste 
Yet hence, alas ! insolvencies ; and hence 
The unpitied victim of ill-judged expense. 
From all his wearisome engagements freed. 
8hakes hands with busmcss and retires indeed; 
Your prudent grandmammas, ye modern 

belles. 
Content with Bristol,Bath, and Tunbridge WeUs, 
When health required it, would consent to roam, 
FAse more attach'd to pleasures found at home ; 
But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife, 
Ingenious to diversify dull life, 
In coaches, chaises, caravans, and hoys. 
Fly to the coast for daily, nightly joys, 
And all, impatient of dry land, agree 
With one consent to msn into the sea. 
Ocean exhibits, fathomless and broad. 
Much of the power and majesty of God. 
He swathes about the swelling of the decn. 
That shines and rests, as infants smile nnd 

sleep; 
Vast as it is, it answers as it flows 
The breathings of the lightest air that blows; 
Curling and whitening over all the waste. 
The rising waves obey the increasing blast, 
Abrupt and horrid as the tempest roars. 
Thunder and flash upon the steadfast shores. 
Till he that rides the whirlwind checks the rein. 
Then all the world of waters sleeps again. 
Nereids or Dryads, as the fashion leads, 
Now in the floods, now panting in the meads. 
Votaries of pleasure still, where'er she dwells, 
Near barren rocks, in palaces, or cells. 
Oh, grant a poet leave to recommend 
(A poet fond of natui'e, and your friend) 
Her slighted works to your admiring view ; 
Her works must need excel, who fashion'd you. 
Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride, 
With some unmeaning coxcomb at your side, 
Condemn the prattler for his idle pains. 
To waste unheard the music of his strains. 
And, deaf to all the impertinence of tongue, 
That, while it courts, affronts and does yon 

wrong, 
Mark well the flnish'd plan without a fault. 
The seas globose and huge, the o'er-arching 

vault. 
Earth's millions daily fed, a world employ'd 
In gathering plenty yet to be enjoy'd, 
Till gratitude grew vocal in the praise 
Of God, beneficent in all his ways : 
Graced with such wisdom, how would beauty 

shine ! 
Ye want but that to seem indeed divine. 

Anticipated rents and bills unpaid, 
Force many a shining youth into the shade, 
Not to redeem his time, but his estate, 
And play the fooU but at a cheaper rate. . 
There, hid in loathed obscurity, removed 
From pleasure left, but never more beloved. 
He just endures, and with a sickly spleen 
Sigh^ o'er the beauties of the charming scene. 
Nature indeed looks prettily jn rhyme ; 
Streams tinkle sweetly in poetic chime : 
The warblings of the bUvckblrd claat a.w^%U<i'^^%^ 
Are musical euou^Yv Vul^iomv^xC^ vnv%\ 
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And Cobhftm*s groves, and Windsor's grtwi re« 

. treats, 
Wben Pope describes tbem have a ttaoosand 

sweets: 
He likes tbe country, bnt in tmtta mnst own, 
Most likes it when he studies it in town. 

Poor Jack-Hso matter who— for when I blame, 
I pity, and mnst therefore sink the name. 
Lived in his saddle, loved the chase, the course. 
And always, ere he mounted, kiss'd his horse. 
The estate, his sires had own*d in ancient years, 
Was quickly distanced, match'd against u 

peer's. 
Jack vanisli'd, was regretted, and forgot ; 
Tis wild good-nature's never fafllng lot. 
At length, when all had long supposed liim 

dead, 
By cold submersion, razor, rope, or lead, 
yCy lord, alighting at his usual place. 
The Crown, took notice of an ostler's face,' 
Jack knew his friend, bat hoped in that disguise 
He might escape the most observing eyes. 
And whistling, as if unconcem'd and gay. 
Curried his nag and look'd another way ; 
Cenvinced at last upon a nearer view, 
'Twas he, the same, the very Jack he knew, 
O'crwhelm'd at once with wonder, grief, and 

joy. 
He press d him mnch to quit his base employ : 
His countenance, his purse, his heart, his hand. 
Influence and power, were all at his command : 
Peers are not always generous as well-bred, 
But Granby was. meant tmly what he said. 
Jack bow'd, and was obliged— confcss'd 'twas 

strange. 
That so retired he should not wish a change. 
But knew no medium between gn/zljng beer. 
And his old stint— three thousand pounds a 

year. 
Thus some retire to nourish hopeless woe ; 
Some seeking happiness not found below ; 
Some to comply with humour, and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclined ; 
S«me swav'd by fashion, some by deep disgust; 
Some seif-impoverish'd, and because they 

mnst: 
Rut few that court Retirement, are awaro 
Of half the toils they must encounter there. 

Lucrative offices are seldom lost 
For want of powers proportioned to the post : 
(;ive e'en a dunce the employment he desires, 
And he soon finds the talents he requires ; 
A business with an income at its heels . 
Furnishes always oil for its own wheels. 
But in his arduous enterprise to close 
Ills active years with indolent repose. 
He finds the labours of that state exceed 
His utmost faculties, severe indeed. 
'Tis easy to resign a toilsome place. 
But not to manage lcisin*c with a grace ; 
Absence of occnpation is not rest, 
.V mind quite vacant is a mind distrese'd. 
The veteran steed, excused his task at length, 
In kind compassion of his failing strength, 
And tnrn'd into the park or mead to graze, 
Exempt from future service all his days. 
There feels a pleasure perfect in its kind, 
Ranges at liberty, and snuffs the wind: 
But when his lord would quit the busy road. 
To taste a joy like that he tias bestowal. 
He proves, less happ^ than his favoar'd brute, 
A life of ease a dimcult pursuit. 
Tlionght, to the man that never thinks, may 

seem. 
As natural as when asleep to dream ; 
But reveries (for human minds will act), 
Specious in show impossible in fact, 
Those flimsv webs, that break as soon as 

wrought. 
Attain not to the dignity of thought : 
Nor yet the swarms that occupy the brain. 
Where dreams of dress, intrigue, and pleasure 



Nor such as useless convcraAtinn breeds, 
Or lust engenders, and iudulgencc fe«ds. 
Whence, and what are we? to what end or. 

dain'd? 
What means the drama by the world sottaia'd? 
Business or vain amusement, care ornlitb, 
Divide the frail inhabitants of earth. 
Is duty a mere sport, or an employ ? 
Life an entrusted talent, or a toy ? 
Is there, as reason, conscience. Scripture say, 
Cause to provide for a great future day. 
When earth's assign'd doration at an end, 
Man Shan be summon'd, and the dead attend ? 
The trumpet— will it sound? the cnrtatn rise? 
And show the august tribunal of the skies, 
Where no prevarication shall avail. 
Where eloquenee and artifice shall ftdl ? 
The pride of arrogant distinction falL 
And conscience and our conduct Judge us all? 
Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil 
To learned cares or philosophic toU ; 
Though I revere your honourable names. 
Your useful labours, and important aims. 
And hold the world indebted to your aid, 
Enrich'd with the discoveries ye have made ; 
Yet let me stand excused, if I esteem, 
A mind employ'd on so sublime a theme. 
Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 
And outline of the present transient state. 
And, after poising her adventurous wings. 
Settling at last upon eternal things. 
Far more intelligent, and better taught 
The strenuous use of profitable thought 
Than ye. when happiest, and enlighten'd most. 
And highest in renown, can Justly boast. 
A mind unnerved, or indisposed to bear 
The weight of subjects worthiest of her care. 
Whatever hopes a change of scene Inspires, 
Must change ner nature, or in vain retires. 
An idler is a watch that wants both bands ; 
As useless if it goes as when it stands. 
Books, therefore, not the scandal of tne 8bclre<, 
In which lewd sensualists print out theiu- 

Nor those, *ln which the stage gives vice a 

blow. 
With what success let modem manners show; 
Nor his who. for the banc of thousands bom. 
Built God a church, and langh'd his Word to 

scorn. 
Skilful alike to seem devout and )u^ 
And stab religion with a sly side-thrust: 
Nor those of leam'd philologists, who chase 
A panting syllable through time and space, 
Start it at home, and hunt it in the darit. 
To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah's ark ; 
But siicn as Icamihg, without false pretence. 
The friend of truth, the associate of sound 

sense. 
And such as, in the zeal of good design. 
Strong judgmeut labouring in the Scripture 

mine. 
All such as manly and great souls produce. 
Worthy to live, and of eternal use : 
Behold in these what leisure hours demand. 
Amusement and true knowledge hand in hand- 
Luxury gives the mind a childiRh cast. 
And, while she polishes, pei verts the taste; 
Habits of close attention, thinking heads. 
Become more rare as dissipation spreads. 
Till authors hear at length one general cry. 
Tickle and entertain us, or we die. 
The loud demand, from year to year the same. 
Beggars invention, and makes rancv lame; 
Till farce itself, most mournfully jejune. 
Calls for the kind assistance of a tune? 
And novels (witness every month's review) 
Belie their name, and offer nothing new. 
The mind, relaxing into needful sport. 
Should turn to writers of an abler sort. 
Whose wit well managed, and whose classic 

stvle 
GWe truth alustre^ and make wisdom smile. 
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Is (for I cannot stmt, as some have done, 
Rid in my Tie^r, that name to one ; 
lb <me, I gru'-c it, in ttic Kcnerous breast 
CuT'* ax!v uced a step above tlie rest ; 
rs by that name promiscaonsiy we call, 
te, the rose, the regent of them ally— 
la, not adopted with a schoolboy's naste 
loaen with a nice discerning taste, 
om, well disciplined, who. placed apart 
rnlgar minds, have hononr much at heart, 
though the world may think the iugre- 
Uents odd, 

ve of virtne, and the fear of God ! 
Mends prevent wliat else woold Mon suc- 



was 



per rustic as the life we lead, 
eep the polish of the manners clean, 
Ira who bostle in the busiest scene ; 
Ittude, however some may rave, 
IS a sanctoary, proves a grave, 
ilcfaie, in which tho living lie, 
aQ good qnaliUes grow sick and die. 
ise the Frenchman, * his remark 
hrewd, 

weet, how passinsr sweet is solitude ! 
«nt me still a friend in my retreat, 
I may whisper— Solitude is sweet. 
Ither these uelights, nor aught beside, 
ppetite can ask, or wealth provide, 
▼a OS always from a tediofu day, 
le the dnlness of still life away ; 
conminnion, carefnlly enjoy'd, 
ght with energy, must fill the void. 
arad art ! to which alone life owes 
miest seasons, and a peaceful dose, 
IlB a world. Indebted to tliat sooni 
is dally felt and hardly borne, 
BOwIng thee, we reap, with bleeding 



rs of rank odour upon thorny lands, 
iiUe ezpwience cautions us in vain, 
seeming happiness, and find it pain. 
idMioe, self-deserted in her grief, 
r abandoning her own relief, 
uring and ungrateful discontent, 
ioma afBletions merclfoily meant, 
hnmoors tart as wines upon the fret, 
tdlMiWM and weariness beget ; 



These, and a thousand plagues that haunt the 

breast. 
Fond of the phantom of an earthly rest. 
Divine communion chases, as the day 
Drives to their dens the obedient beasts of prey. 
See Jadah's promised king, bereft of aU, 
Driven out an exile from the face of Saul, 
To distant caves the lonely wanderer flies. 
To seek that peace a tyrant's frown denies. 
Hear the sweet accent of his tuneful voice. 
Hear him, o'erwhehu'd with sorrow, yet ra- 

joice : 
No womanish or wailing grief has part, 
No, not a moment, in his royal heart ; 
Tis manly music, such as martyrs make 
Suffering with gladness for a 8avlour*s sake. 
His soul aaodts, hope animates his lays, 
The sense of mercy kindles into praise. 
And wilds, ftuttiUar with a lion's roar. 
Ring with ecstatic sounds unheard before ; 
'TIS love like his that can alone defeat 
Ttie foes of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Religion does not censure or exclude 
Unnnniber'd pleasures harmlessly pursued; 
To study culture, and with artful toli 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil : 
To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 
The grain, or herb, or plant that each demands ; 
To cherish virtue in an humble state. 
And share the joys your bounty may create : 
To mark the matchless workings oi the power 
That shuts within its seed the fntare flower. 
Bids these in elegance of form excel, 
In colour these, and those delight the smell. 
Sends Nature forth the daughter of the skies. 
To dance on earth, and charm all human eyes ; 
To teach the canvass Innocent deceit. 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet— 
These, these are arts pursued without a crime, 
Tliat leave no stain upon the wing of time. 

Me poetrv (or, rather, notes that aim 
Feebly and vainly at poetic fame) 
Employs, shut out from more important views. 
Fast by the banks of the slow-winding Ouse ; 
Content if, thus sequestered, I may raise 
A monitors, though not a poet's, praise. 
And, while I teach an art too llttlis known. 
To dose life wisely, may not waste my own. 



'Broy^ro 



ANTI-THELYPHTHORA, 

A TALE, m VEESE. 



CThb Bev. Mabtin Mad an, a cousin of Cowper, pabllshed a work called "Thelyphtora," vlndlcatinf 
polygamy on the authority of 8criptnre. Cowper wrote his friend Unwin abont it:— ** Have 
yon not heard— who has not ? for a recommendatory advertisement of it is published— that a 
certain kinsman of your humble servant has written a tract, now in the press, to prova 
polygamy a divine institution ? A plurality of wives is intended, but not of husbands. The mA 

Sroposed by the author is to remedy the prevailing practice of adultery, bj making the foMle 
elinqnent iwofado the lawful wife of the nude." When Mr. Madan's book appeared, tt was 
denounced by the Bev. Mr. Badcock in a notice in the " Monthly Beview." Mr. Madan reidied, 
and was re-reviewed. In the ensuing poem, Cowper designates Madan as the Knight <rf Aiiy 
Castle, and Badco^ as Sir Maimadan, the Knight of the SUver Moon.] 

Ah miser 
Quantft laboras in Charybdi ! 

HOBACS, Lib. L, Ode 27. 



AiBT DEL Castbo was as bold a knight 
As ever eam'd a lady's love in fight. 
Many he sought, but one above the rest 
His tender heart victoriously impressed : 
In fairy land was bom the matchless dame. 
The land of dreams. Hypothesis her name. 
There Fancy nursed her in ideal bowers. 
And laid her soft in amaranthine flowers ; 
Delighted with her babe, the enchantress 

smiled, 
And graced with all her gifts the favourite child. 
Her wooed Sir Airy, by meandering streams, 
In daily musings and in nightly dreams : 
With all the flowers he found, he wove in haste 
Wreaths for her brow, and girdles for her 

waist; 
His time, his talents, and his ceaseless care 
All consecrated to adorn the fair ; 
No pastime but with her he deign'd to take, 
And,— if he studied, studied for her sake. 
And, for Hypothesis was somewhat long, 
Nor soft enough to suit a lover's tongue. 
He caird her Posy, with an amorous art, 
And graved it on a gem, and wore it next his 
heart. 

But she, inconstant as the beams that play 
On rippling waters in an April day. 
With many a freakish trick deceived his pains. 
To pathless wilds and unfrequented plains 
Enticed him from his oaths of knighthood far, 
Forgetf ol of the glorious toils of war. 
'Tis thus the tenderness that love inspires 
Too oft betrays the votaries of his fires ; 
Borne far away on elevated wings, 
Thev sport like wanton doves in airy rings. 
Ana laws and daties are neglected tnings. 

Nor he alone address'd the wayward fair ; 
Full many a knight had been entangled there. 
But still, whoever wooed her or embraced. 
On every mind some mighty spell she cast. 
Some she would teach (for she was wonderous 

wise. 
And made her dopes see all things with her 

eyes,) 
That forms material, whatsoe'er we dream, 
Are not at aU, or are not what they seem ; 
That substances and modes of every kind 
Are mere impressions on the passive mind ; 
And he that splits his cranium, breaks at most 
A fancied head against a fancied post : 
Others, that earth, ere sin had drown'd it all, 
Was smooth and even as an ivory baU ; 
That am the various beauties we survey, 
HUJSf valleys, rirers, and the boundless sea. 



Are but departures from the first design. 
Effects of punishment and wrath divine. 
She tutor'd some in Dsedaius's art. 
And promised they should act nis wfldgooK 

pari. 
On waxen pinions soar without a fall, 
Swift as the proudest gander of them alL 
But fate reserved Sir Airy to mantain 
The wildest project of lier teeming brain ; 
That wedlock is not rigorous as supposed. 
But man, within a wider pale enclosed. 
May rove at will, where appetite shall lead. 
Free as the lordly bull that ranges o'er flw 

mead; 
That forms and rites are tricks of honuui lAW, 
As idle as the chattering of a daw ; 
That lewd incontinence, and lawless rape, 
Are marriage In its true and proper shape; 
That man by faith and truth is made a siiave, 
The ring a bauble, and the priest a knave. 
*'Fair faU the deed!" the knight exnltiag 
cried, 
**Now is the time to make the maid a bride!" 
'Twas on the noon of an autumnal day, 
October hight, but mild and fair as Mav ; 
When scarlet fruits the russet hedge adorn. 
And floating films envelop every thorn : 
When gently as in June, the rivers glide. 
And only miss the flowers that graced their 

side * 
The linnet twitter'd out his parting song. 
With many a chorister the woods among ; 
On southern banks the ruminating sheep 
Lay snug and warn ;— 'twas summer's larewcU 

peep. 
Propitious to his fond Intent there grew. 
An arbour near at hand of thickest yew. 
With many a boxen bush, close ciipt between, 
And philyrea of a gild'd green. 

But what old Chaucer's merry page befits. 
The chaster muse of modern days omits. 
Suffice it then in decent terms to say. 
She saw,— and tum'd her rosy cheek away. 
Small need of prayer-book or of priest, I 

ween. 
Where parties are agreed, retired the scene, 
Occasion prompt, and appetite so keen. 
Hypothesis (for with such magic power 
Fancy endued her in her natal hour.) 
From many a steaming lake and reeking bog, 
Bade rise in haste a dnnk and drizzling fog. 
That cnrtain'd round the scene where they re- 
posed. 
And wood and lawn in dnsky folds enclc<-o;l. 
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seized the trembling sex ; la every 
ove 

apt the wrongs of honourable love, 
thev cried, are hymeneal rites, 
r delasive hope of constant knights: 
rriage bond has lost its powers to bind, 
tters loose, the sport of every wind, 
le, wMle yet her bride's attire is on, 
9am her absent lord, for he is gone, 
of her, and weary of the same, 
nt wilds in qnest of other game. 
C^ircassians I all your lates employ, 
« sing, and harems dance for joy 1 
tish nymphs whose lords were lately 
le, 

I qoite as fair, and happier once than 
11, 

, esteem, and confidence forffot, 
the meanness of yonr slavish lot. 
Hypothesis! your hellish arts 

our husbands, and estrange their 
arte.— 

tie arise? no knight who still retains 
yd of ancient worthies in his veins, 
rt the charter of the chaste and fair, 
tt her treacherous heart, and plant a 
gger there ! 

t— (can he that serves the fair do less?) 
t the call of beauty in distress ; 
that does not, whatso'er occurs, 
ant, and unworthy of his spurs.* 
lany a champion, bent on hardy deed, 
»r ms arms and for his princely steed. 
m'd the Sabine youth, and graspM the 
ield, 

:4>man rapine, by no laws withheld, 
tme should end with her first founders' 
"es, 

ilf their maids, sans ceremony, wives. 
the mitred few, the souls their charge, 
It these bodily concerns at large ; 
»r no forms, pluralities or pairs, 
(▼eraid sirs! was no concern of theirs. 
:, alert and active as became 
eottfi knighthood, caught the generous 
me* 

I accoutred when the cry began, 
of the Silver Moon, Sir Marmadan. 
his patroness, who rules the night, 
tnt her lamp in yon cerulean height, 
' was, (and he well performed his vow.) 
it all points, with terror on his brow, 
9 the land, to purge atrocious crimes, 
iU the shapeless monsters of the times. 
vn famed, fair Lebanon supplied 
1-poised lance that qnlver'd at his side ; 
rmM it with a point so keen, so just, 
or charm was proof against the thrust. 
h*d it firm upon his puissant thigh, 
ting through his heun an eagle's eye, 
lie wings of chivalry advanced 
re the fond Sir Airy lay entranced, 
eamt not of a foe, or Ifhis fear 
1 one, dreamt not of a foe so near. 



Far other dreams his feverish mind employ 'd. 

Of rights restored, variety enjoy'd : 

Of virtue too well fenced to fear a flaw ; 

Vice passing current by the stamp of law ; 

Laige population on a liberal plan. 

And woman trembling at the foot of man ; 

How simple wedlock fornication works. 

And Christians marrying may convert the 

Turks. 
The trumpet now spoke Marmadan at han^. 
A trumpet that was beard through all the land. 
His high-bred steed expands his nostrils wide. 
And snorts aloud to cast the mist aside : 
But he, the virtues of his lance to show. 
Struck thrice the point upon his saddle-bow ; 
Three sparks ensued that chased it all away. 
And set the unseemly pair in open day. 
"To horse I" he cried, "or, by this good right 

hand 
And better spear, I smite you where yon 

stand." 
Sir Airy, not a whit dismay*d or scared. 
Buckled nis helm, and to his steed repair'd : 
Whose bridle, while he cropp'd the grass below. 
Hung not far off upon a myrtle bough. 
He mounts at once,— such confidence infused 
The insidious witch that had his wits abused ; 
And she, regardless of her softer kind. 
Seized fast the saddle and sprang up behind. 
" Oh shame to knighthood!'* his assailant cried ; 
" Oh shame !" ten thousand echoing nymphs re- 
plied. 
Placed with advantage at his listening ear. 
She whisper'd still that he had nought to fear ; 
That he was cased in such enchanted steel, 
So polish'd and compact from head to heel, 
" Come ten, come twenty, should army call 
Thee to the field, thou shouldst withstand them 

alL" 
"By .Dian's beams," Sir Mannadan ex- 

daim'd, 
" The guiltless still are ever least ashamed ! 
But guard thee well, expect no feign'd attack ; 
And guard beside the sorceress at thy back V ' 
He spoke indignant, and his spurs applied. 
Though little need, to his good palfrey's side : 
The barb sprang forward, and his lord, whose 

force 
Was equal to the swiftness of his horse, 
Rush'd with a whirlwind's fury on the foe. 
And, Phineas like, transflx'd them at a blow. 
Then sang the married and the maiden 

throng, 
Love graced the theme, and harmony the song; 
The fvuns and Satyrs, a lascivious race, 
Shriek'd at the sight, and, conscious, fled the 

place: 
And Hymen, trimming his dim torch anew. 
His snowy mantle o'er his shoulders threw ; 
He tum'd, and view'd it oft on every side. 
And reddening with a just and generous pride, 
Bless'd the glad beams of that propitious day; 
The spot he loathed so much for ever cleansed 

away. 



* When a knight was degraded, his spurs w^re torn off. 



TIROCINIUM: 

OFw. A BEVIEW OF SCHOOLO. 



Keplialalon de paideios orthe trophc— Plato. 

Arke politeias apaaes neon tropha ^Diogenes Lasbtius. 



To the Rev. William Cawthome Unwln. Bector of Stock in Essex, the tutor of his two 

following poem, recommending private tuition in preference to an ednootion at scliool, ii iar 
scribed, by his affectionate friend, Wiuiam Cowm. 

Olney, Nov. a, 17M. 



It is not from his form, in which we trace 
Strength joln'd with beamy, dignity with 

grace, 
That man, the master of this globe, derives 
His right of empire over all that lives. 
That form, indeed, the associate of a mind 
Vast in its powers, ethereal in its kind. 
That form, the labour of Almighty skill. 
Framed for the service of a freebom will. 
Asserts precedence, and bespeaks control, 
Bnt borrows all its grandenr from the souL 
Hers is the state, the splendour, and the throne, 
An inteilectnal kingdom, all her own. 
For her the memory fills her ample page 
With truths pour^i down from every distant 

age; 
For her amasses an unbounded store. 
The wisdom of great nations, now no more : 
Though laden, not encumbered with her spoil; 
Laborious, yet unconscious of her toil: 
When copiously supplied, then most enlarged ; 
Still to be fed, and not to be surcharged. 
For her the Fancy, roving unconflned. 
The present muse of evezr pensive ndod. 
Works magic wonders, adds a brit^ter tans 
To Kature*s scenes than Nature ever knew. 
At her command winds rise, and waters toue^ 
Again she lavs them slumbering on the sliore. 
With flower and fralt the wHdwmess wpiXtotit 
Or bids the rocks in ruder pomp arise. 
For her the Judgment, umipin In the strife. 
That Grace and jN^ature have towage through 

life, 
Qnick-sl^ted ardlter of good and 10, 
Appointed sage precepter to tiie WUlr 
Condemns, approves, and, with a f aithfol vciee; 
Guides the decision of a doubtful choice. 

Why did the fiat of a God give birth 
To yon fair Sun and his attendant Earth? 
And, when descending he resigns the sUes, 
Why takes the gentler Moon her turn to rise. 
Whom Ocean feels through all his countless 

waves 
And owns her power on every shore he laves ? 
Why do the seasons still enrich the year, 
Fnutfnl and young as in their first career? 
Spring hangs her infant blossoms on the trees, 
Bock^ in the cradle of the western breeze : 
Summer in haste the thriving charge receives 
Beneath the shade of her expanded leaves. 
Till Autumn's fiercer heats and plenteous dews 
Dye them at last in all their glowing hues.— 
'Twere wild profusion all, and bootless waste, 
Power misemployed, munificence misplaced. 
Had not its Author dignified the plan, 
Aad crown'd It with the majesty of man. 



Thus form'd, thus placed, IntelllfBiift, and 

taught. 
Look where he win, the wonders OoA IM 

wrought. 
The wildest scomer of his Maker's laws 
Finds in a sober moment time to pause, 
Topress the important question on hie Imit 
'' Why formed at all, and wherefore as tm 

art?" 
If man be what he seems, this hour a slarre. 
The next mere dust and ashes in the grave ; 
Endued with reason only to Aeaery 
His crimes and follies with an aclui^r eye; 
With passions. Just that be maj prove, iMUi 

pain. 
The force he spends against tbeir fdrjr Tmfii; 
And if, soon after having burnt, by tonuL 
With every lust with which frah KataielMnii 
His being end where death dissolves tiM hood, 
The tomb take all, and all be blank beyend; 
Then he, of all that Nature has brongntfoffUi, 
Stands self-hnpeach'd the creatVM ot Isait 

worth. 
And, useless while he lives, and wrben be dm^ 
Brings into donlH the wisdom 0t the skies. 
Truths that the leam'd puraae witb 

thought 
Are not iiBp<Htant alwaye as dear-toMbC, 
Provlng.at last thooidBf told in pooMMOi ' 
A chUcOsh waete of ]^iUeao«>hie pans; 
But tnrth on which depends onr matDeonetnii 
That 'tis on* shame ana misery nei to lean. 
Shine by tbe sideoC every path -we tread 
Witbfloeh a lostve, betwt xuns naj nad. 
'Tis true that, if to tiMe life acway 
Down.to the sonset of their lateec day; 
Then perish on futurity's wide wbipn. 
Like deeting cxhalationa, found no anwi 
Were all that Heaven required of lraman4dBd, 
And all the plan, their destiny deslgn'd. 
What none could reverence all mi^t Justly 

blame. 
And man would breathe but for his Maker's 

shame. 
But reason heard, and nature well perused. 
At once the dreaming mind is disabused. 
If all we find possessing earth, sea, air, 
Beflect His attributes who placed them there, 
Fulfil the purpose, and appear deslgn'd 
Proofs of tne wisdom of the all-seeing mind, 
'Tis plain the creature, whom he chose to invest 
With kingship and dominion o'er the rest, 
Beceived his nobler nature, and was made 
Fit for the power, in which he stands array'd; 
That first, or last, hereafter, if not here. 
He, too, might make his author's wisdom clear, 
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Mm <» MBrfh, or, obittiMMly domb, 

his instlee In a wtirld to eooM. 

use DtUered. 'twere logic Bklsuplted 

fo aeoampienee hr none denied, 

■e an bomd to cast the minds of y oath 

IS into the monld of heavenly truth, 

laght of God they may indeed be wise, 

norantlj wandering, miss the skies. 

rly days the eonncience has in most 

tEneas, which in later life is lost : 

red from gnilt by salntary fears, 

tj, soon relenting into tears. 

■eless often, as oiir years proceed. 

Mends we sort with, or what books we 

sad. 

rents yet exert a pmdent care 

I oar infant minds with proper faro ; 

aely store the nursery by degrccA 

vhfdesome learning, yet acquired with 



secnred from being soil'd or torn 
h a pane of thin translucent horn, 
Jto please ns at a tender age 
Td a book, though out a Klnglc page) 
ts the prayer the Saviour deign d to teach, 
children nse, and parsons— when they 
reach. 

r onr syllables, we scramble next 
b moral narrative, or sacred text : 
tm with wonder how this world bcgnii, 
lade, who marred, ana who has ransoni'd 



vlilch, unless the Scripture made them 

lain, 

■est heads might agitate in vain. 

, whom, borne on fancy's caRcr wing, 

i the season of life's happy spring, 

Bd remember, and, while memory yet 

)ut her oflloc here, can ne'er forget ; 

MM dreamer, in whose welMold tale 

SetioD and sweet truth alike prevail ; 

hiUKUuifB vein, strong sense, and simple 

■Albie gayest, make the gravest smile ; 
iOlltf well employed, and like thy Lord, 
■c tn iiarables his slighted word; 

tiiee not, lest so despised a name 
'mnir a sneer at thy deserved fame ; 
B in transitory life's late day, 
ilngles all my brown with sober gray, 
I the man whose Pilgrim marks the road, 
Utes the Proobess of the soul to God. 

wen with most, if books, that couM 
Agun 
iSldnood pleased them at a riper age ; 

a, approving what had eharm'd the boy, 
e at last in comfort, peace, and joy ; 
It with corses on hi:! heart, who stole 
n of tmth from his unguarded soul. 
mp of artless piety impressed 
1 tuition on his yieldbig breast, 
nth, now bearded, and yet pert and raw, 
8 with scorn, though once received with 

ara^d into the labyrinth of lies, 

ibblers. caird philosophers, devise, 

emee his creed, as founded on a plan 

) with dreams, unworthy of a man. 

Imt hisnatnre in its ailing part, 

the native evil of his heart, 

ide resents the charge, although the 

•oof* 

his forehead, and seem rank enough : 

the cure, describe a Saviour's cross 

's expedient to retrieve his loss, 

mg apostate sickens at the view, 

tes it with the malice of a Jew. 



Ilow weak the barrier of mere nature proves. 
Opposed against the pleasures nature loves 1 
while self-betrayed, and wilfully undone. 
She longs to yield, no so nur woo'd than won. 
Try now the merits of this blest exchange 
Of modest tmth for wit's eccentric range. 
Time was, he closed as he began the day, 
With decent duty, not ashamed to pray ; 
The practice was a bond upon his heart, 
A pledge he gave for a consistent part ; 
Nor could he dare presumptuously displease 
A power, confess'd so lately on Ins knees. 
But now farewell all legendary tales, 
The shadows fly. philosophy prevails: 
Prayer to the winds, and caution to the waves ; 
iteligion makes the free by nature slaves. 
I^riests have invented, and the world admired 
What knavish priests promulgate as inspired ; 
Till Reason, now no longer overawed. 
Resumes her powers, and spurns the clumsy 

fraud; 
And, commcm sense diffusing real day, 
The meteor of the Gu8))el dies away. 
Such rhapsodies our shrewd discerning youth 
Luam from expert iuquirors after truth : 
Whose only care, might truth presume to 

speak. 
Is not to find what they profess to seek. 
And thus, well-tutor'd only while we share 
A mother's lectures and a nurse's care ; 
And taught at schools much uiythologic stufr,t 
But sound religion sparingly enough , 
Our early notices of truth disgraced. 
Soon lose their credit, and arc all effaced. 

Would yon your son should be a sot or dunce. 
Lascivious, headstrong, or all these ut once ; 
That in good time the strlplin 's finish'd taste 
For loose expense, and fa'^tiionable waste 
Should prove your ruin, and his own at last; 
Train him in public with a nu>b of boys. 
Childish in mischief only and in noise. 
Else of a mannish growth, and five in ten 
In infidelity and lewdness ni<>.n. 
There shall he learn, ere sixteen winters old. 
That authors are most useful pnwn'd or sold ; 
That pedantry is all that s'liools impart, 
But taverns teach the kiiowledfrc of the heart; 
There waiter Dick, with i)M<:cliunaliun lays. 
Shall whi his heart, and have his drunken 

praise. 
His oounsellor and bosom friend shall prove. 
And some street-pacing harlot, his first love. 
Schools, unless discipline were doubly strong. 
Detain their adolescent charge too long; 
The management of tyros of eighteen 
Is difficult, their punishnunt obscene. 
The stout tan captain, whose superior size 
The minor heroes view wit li envious eyes. 
Becomes their patteni, ui>nn whom they fix 
Their whole attention, and hdc all his tricks. 
His pride, that scorns to obey or to submit. 
With them is courage : his fiTrontery wit. 
His wild excursions, window-breaking feats, 
Robbery of gardens, quarrel- in the streets. 
His hairbreadth 'scapes, and all his daring 

schemes, 
Traiumort them, and are mude their favourite 

themes. 
In little bosoms suoh achievt inents strike 
A kindred spark : they i<urn to do the like. 
Thus half accomplish'd en: lie ver begin 
To show the peepinc^ dow;) n on his chin; 
And, as maturity of ; ears ««oim',s on. 
Made just the adept th.a vou deslgu'd your 

son; 
To ensure the persevernn'^ of his eonrse. 
And give your monstrous pruji.ct all lis force. 



2 Chron. xxvi, 19. 

authorbegsleave to explain.— Sensible that, without such knovlr^lire-. neither the ancient 
or historians can be tasted, or indeed understood, he does not n\o).\: loei n nretlie pains that 
SB to instruct a schoolboy in the reiigioti of the heathen, but merely that.u<>v;Veftt.QlC:tLTS&\.V»XL 
which leaves him shamefully Ignorant of his own. 
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Send him to college. If lie there be tamed. 

Or in one article of vice reclaim'd. 

Where no regard of ordnances is shown 

Or looked for now, the fault mast be his own. 

Home sneaking virtue lurks in him, no doubt, 

Where neither strumpets' charms, nor diluking 

bout, 
Hot gambling practices can find it out. 
Such youths of spirit, and that spirit too. 
Ye nurseries of our boys, we owe to you : 
Though from ourselves the mischief more pro- 
ceeds 
For public schools^tis public folly feeds. 
The slaves of custom and established mode, 
With packhorse constancy we keep the road, 
Crooked or straight, through quags or thorny 

dells. 
True to the jingling of our leader's bells. 
To follow foolish precedents, and wink 
With both our eyes, is easier than to think; 
And SHch an age as ours balks no expense. 
Except of caution, and of common sense ; 
Else, sure, notorious fact, and proof so plain, 
Would turn our steps into a wiser train. 
I blame not those who, with what care they 

can, 
O'erwatch the numerous and unruly clan ; 
Or, if I blame, 'tis only that they dare 
Promise a work of which they must daspair. 
Have ye, ye sage intendants of the whole, 
A ubiquarian presence and control, 
Ellsha's eye, that, when Gehazi stray'd. 
Went with him, and saw all the game he 

play'd? 
Yes— ye aro conscious : and on all the shelves 
Your pupils strike upon, have struck your- 
selves. 
Or if, by nature sober, ye had then. 
Boys as ye were, the gravity of men ; 
Ye knew at least, by constant proofs address'd 
To ears and eyes, the vices of the rest. 
But ye connive at what ye cannot cure, 
And evils, not to be endured, endure, 
Lest power exerted, but without success. 
Should make the little ye retain still less. 
Y« once were justly famed for bringing forth 
Undoubted scholarship and genuine worth; 
And in the firmament of fame still shines 
A glory, bright as that of all the signs, 
Of poets raised by you, and statesmen, and 

divines. 
Peace to them all ! those brilliant times are fled, 
And no such lights are kindling in their stead. 
Our strlpplings shine indeed, but with such rays 
As set the midnight riot in a blaze ; 
And seem if judged bv their expressive loooks, 
Deeper iu none than in their surgeon's books, 

Say, muse (for education made the song, 
No muse can hesitate, or linger long). 
What causes move us, knowing as we must, 
That these menageries all fail their trust. 
To send our sons to scout and scamper there, 
Willie colts and puppies cost ns so much care? 

Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise, 
We love the play-place of our early days ; 
The scene is touching, and the heart Is stone. 
That feels not at that sight, and feels at none. 
The wall on which we tried our graving skill, 
The very name we carved subsisting still ; 
The bench on which we sat while deep em- 

ploy'd 
Tliough mangled, hack*d, and hew'd, not yet 

destroy'd ; 
The little ones, unbutton'd glowing hot, 
Plavingour games, and on the very spot-; 
As happy as we once, to kneel and draw 
Tlic chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw ; 
To pitch the ball into the grounded hat, 
Or drive It devious with a dexterous pat ; 
The pleasing spectacle at once excites 
Such recollection of oar own delights. 
That, viewing It, we seem almost to obtain 
Our innocent sweet simple years again. 



This fond attachment to the well-known place, 
Whence first we started into life's long race. 
Maintains its hold with such unfailing sway, 
We feel it e'en in age, and at oar latest day. 
Hark ! how the sire of chits, whose futare share 
Of classic food begins to be his care. 
With his own likeness placed on either knee, 
Indulges all a father's heartfelt glee; 
And tells them, as he strokes their silver locks. 
That they must soon learn Latin, and to box; 
Then turning, he regales his listening wife 
With all the adventures of his early life ; 
His skill in coachmanship, or driving chaise. 
In bilking tavern-bills, and spouting plays. 
What shifts he used, detected in a scrape. 
How he was flogg'd or had the luck to escape ; 
What sums he lost at play, and how be sola 
Watch, seals, and all— till all his pranks are told. 
Retracing thus his frolics ('tis a name 
That palliates deeds of folly and of shame). 
He gives the local bias all its sway : 
Resolves, that where he play'd, his sons shall 

And destines their bright genius to be shown. 
Just In the scene where he display'd his own. 
The meek and basnful bov will soon be taught 
To be as bold and forward as he ooght : 
The rude will scuffle through with ease enough. 
Great schools suit best the sturdy and wo 

rough. 
Ah, happy designation, prndent choice. 
The event is sure ; expect It, and rejoice! 
Soon see your wish fulflll'd in either child. 
The pert made perter, and the tame made wild. 

The great indeed, by titles, riches, birth. 
Excused the incumbrance of more solid worth. 
Are best disposed of where, with most sacc688« 
They may acquire that confident address. 
Those habits of profuse and lew'd expense. 
That scorn of all d«*lights but those of sense. 
Which, though in plain plebeians we condemn, 
With so much reason, all expect from them. 
But families of less illustrious fame. 
Whose chief distinction is their spotless name, 
Whose heirs, their honours none, their income 

8m:lll, 

Must shine by trae desert, or not at all. 
What dream they of, that, with so little care 
They risk their hopes, their dearest treasnret, 

there? 
They dream of little Charles or William graced 
With wig prolix, down flowing to his waist; 
To see the attentive crowds his talents draw. 
They hear him speak— the oracle of law. 
The father who designs his babe a priest, 
Dreams him episcopaliy such at least; 
And. while the playful Jockey scout's the room 
Briskly, astride npon the parlour broom, 
In fancy sees him more superbly ride 
In coach with purple lined, and mitres on its 

side. 
Events, improbable and strange as these, 
>VTilch only a parental eye foresees, 
A public school shall bring to pass with ease. 
But how? resides such virtue in that air, - 
As must create an appetite for prayer? 
And with it breathe into him all the zeal 
That candidates for such a prize should feel. 
To take the lead and be the foremost still 
In all true worth and literary skill ? 

*' Ah, blind to bright futurity, nntaught 
The knowledge of the World, andf doll of 

thought ! 
Cliurch-laaders are not always mounted best 
Ry learned clerks and Latlnists profess'd. 
The exalted prize demands an upward look. 
Not to be found by poring on a book. 
Small skill In Latin, and still less in Greek, 
Is mere than adequate to all I seek. 
Let eradition grace him, or not grace, 
I Klve the bauble bnt the second place ; 
His wealth, fame, honours, all that I intend, 
Subsist and centre in one point— a friend. 
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A siKht flnrpass'U by none that we can sfaow, 
Thonuh Vcstris on one leg still sliine btlow ; 
A father blest with an Ingenuous son. 
Father, and friend, and tutor, all in one. 
How !— turn again to tales long since forgot, 
^sop. and Phaedms, and the rest?— Why not? 
He will not blnsh, that has a father's heart, 
To take in childish plays a childish part ; 
But bends his sturdy bitck to any toy 
That youth takes pleasure in, to please hlft boy : 
Then why resign Into a stranger's hand 
V task as much within your own command. 
That (}od and nature, and your interest too, 
Seem with one voice to delegate to yon? 
Why hire a lodging in a house unknown 
For one, whose tenderest thoughts all horer 

round your own ? 
This second weaning, needless as it is, 
How does it lacerate both your heart and his? 
The indented stick, that loses day by day. 
Notch after notch, till all are smoothod away. 
Bears witness, long ere his dismission come. 
With what intense destro be wants his home. 
But though the joys he hopes beneath your 

roof 
Bid fair enough to answer in the proof. 
Harmless, and safe, and natural as they are, 
A disappointment waits him even thore : 
Arrived, he feels an unexpected change : 
He blushes, hangs his head, is shy ai»d strange. 
No longer takes, as once, with fearless ease. 
His favourite stand between his father's knees, 
But seeks the comer of some distant seat. 
And eyes the door, and watches a retreat, 
And, least familiar where he shonld be most, 
Feels all his happiest privileges lost. 
Alas, poor boy !— the natural effect 
Of love by absence chiU'd into respect. 
Say, wliat accomplishments, at school acquired. 
Brings he, to sweeten fruits so undesircd '/ 
Thou well deserv'st an alienated son. 
Unless thy conscious heart acknowledq:e-^-^one ; 
None that, in thy domestic snug recess. 
He had not made his own with more address. 
Though some, perhaps, that shock thy feeling 

mind. 
And better never leam'd, or left behind. 
Add too, that, thus estranged, thou canst obtain 
By no kind arts his confidence again ; 
That here begins with most that long complaint 
Of filial frankness lost, and love grown faint, 
Which, oft neglected, in life's waning years 
A parent pours into regardless ears. 

Like caterpillars, dangling under trees 
By slender threads, and swinging in the breeze, 
Wnich filthily bewray andsore disgrace 
The bough in which are bred the unseemly 

race; 
While every worm industriously weaves 
And winds his web about the rivell'd leaves; 
f4o numerous are the follies that annoy 
The mind and heart of every sprightly boy ; 
Imaginations noxious and perverse, 
Which admonition can alone disperse. 
Tlic encroaching nuisance asks a faithful hand. 
Patient, affectionate, of high command, 
To check the procreation of a breed 
Sure to exhaust the plant on which they feed. 
'Tis not enough that Greek or Boman page. 
At stat{>d hours, his freakish thoughts engage; 
E'en in his pastimes he requires a friend 
To warn, and teach him safely to unbend; 
O'er all his pleasures gently to preside. 
Watch his emotions, and control their tide ; 
And levving thus, and with an easy sway, 
A tax of profit from his very play. 
To impress a value, not to be erased. 
On moments sqnander'd else, and running all 

to waste. 
And seems it nothing in a father's eye. 
That unimproved those many momont<< fly ! 
And is he well content his son should find 
No nottrishment to feed his growing mind, 



But conjugated verbs and nouns declined? 
For such is all the mental food purveyed 
By public hadineys in the schooling trade ; 
Who feed a pupirs intellect with store 
Of syntax, truly, but with little more ; 
Dismiss their cares when they dismiss their 

flock. 
Machines themselves, and govem'd by a dlook. 
Perhaps a father, blest with any brains. 
Would deem it no abuse, or waste of pafns. 
To improve this diet, at no great expense. 
With savoury truth and wholesome conunon 

sense; 
To lead his son. for nrospects of delight. 
To some not steep, tnough philosophic, taelgfat. 
Thence to exhibit to his wondering eyes 
Yon circling worlds, their distance, and their 

size. 
The moons of Jove, and Saturn's belted ball, 
And the harmonious order of them all; 
To show him in an insect or a flower 
Such microscopic proof of skill and power. 
As, hid from ages past, Ood now displays 
To combat atheists with in modem days; 
To spread the earth l)efore him, and commend 
With designation of the finger's end. 
Its various parts to his attentive note. 
Thus bringing home to him the most remote ; 
To teach his heart to giow with generous flame. 
Caught from the deeds of men of ancient 

fame; 
And more than all with commendation dne. 
To set some living worthy in his view. 
Whose fair example may at once inspire 
A wish to copy wnat he must admire. 
Such knowledge, galn'd betimes, and wbleh 

appears, 
Though solid, not too weighty for his years. 
Sweet in itself, and not forbidding sport. 
When health demands it, of athletic sort. 
Would moke him— what some lovely bajM btTS 

been, 
And more than one perhaps that I have seen— 
An evidence and reprehension both 
Of the mere schoolboy's lean and tardy gnywlb. 

Art thou a man professionally tied. 
With all thy faculties elsewhere aj^Ued, 
Too busy to intend a meaner care 
Than how to enrich thyself, and next thhM 

heir; 
Or art thou (as, though rich, perhaps thou art) 
But poor in knowledge, having none to impart:— 
Behold that figure, neat, though plainly clad; 
His sprightly mingled with a • tiade of sad : 
Not of a nimble tongue, thou'-h now and then 
Heard to articulate like other men ; 
No jest r, and yet lively in discourse. 
His phrase well chosen, clear, and full of force; 
And his address, if not quite French in ease. 
Not English stiff, but frank, and form'd to 

please : 
Low in the world, because ho scorns Its arts; 
A man of letters, manners, morals, parts ; 
Unpatronised, and therefore little known ; 
Wise for himself and his few friends alone. 
In him thy weil-apiH>lnted proxy see, 
Arm'd for a work too difiicult for thee ; 
Prepared by taste, by learning and tme worth, 
Tf> form thy son, to strike his genius forth ; 
Beneath thy roof, beneath thine eye, to prove 
The force of discipline when back'd by love; 
To double all thy pleasure in thy child. 
His mind inform'd his morals uudefiled. 
Safe under such a wing, the boy shall show 
No spots contracted among grooms below. 
Nor taint his speech with meannesses, destgn'd 
By footman Tom for witty and refined. 
There, in his commerce with the liveri<'d herd. 
Lurks the contagion chiefly to be fear'd ; 
For since (so fashion dictates) all, who cUlm 
A higher than a mere plebeian fame. 
Find it expedient, come what mischief may 
To entertain a thief or two in pay; 
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ley that can aiford the expense of more, 
laff a dozen and some taalx a score), 
iaose occurs to save him from a band 
I to spoil him, and so near at liand ; 
'. secored, if once he be snpplied 
)me rach Mentor always at his side. 
A men rare ? peiliaps they wovld aboond 
ccnpatlon easier to oe found, 
ducatlon, else so sure to fail, ■ 
:ted on a manageable scale, 
hools, that have ontliTed all Just esteem, 
iged for tha secure domestic scheme.— 
iTtng found him, be thou duke or earl, 
hounast sense enough to prise the pearl, 
I tboa wonldst the adyancement of thine 
eir 

ood faculties beneath his care, 
t, as is but rational and Just, 
deem*d worthy- of so dear a trust, 
3d by thee, what more can he expect 
'ootnful folly than the same neglect? 
uod fatal negative obtains 
istant upon all his future pains : 
sons tire, his mild rebukes offend, 
I the Instructions of thv son's- best friend 
tream choked, or trickling to no end. 
ilnrnot then to solitary meals ; 
sdOeet that he has sense, and feels. 
atL possessor of a soul rafined, 
Ipbt heart, and cultivated mind, 
rt not mean, his talents not unknown, 
ma it hard to vegetate alone, 
admitted at thy ooard he sit. 
It him no Just mark for idle wit ; 
not him, whom modesty restrains 
epartee, with Jokes that he disdains ; 
ess transfix his feelings with an oath ; 
fwn, unless he vanish with the cloth.— 
nst me. his utility may reach 
« tlian ne is hired or bound to teach ; 
rash onutter'd, and some ills undone, 
% reverence of the censor of thy son. 
if thy table be indeed unclean, 
ith excess, and with discourse obscene, 
ion a wretch, whom, following her old 
Ian, 

irld accounts an hononrable man, 
le forsooth thy conrage bas been tried, 
tood the test, perhaps, on the wrong 
Ide: 

I thou hadst never grace enough to 
rove 

ly thing but vice could win thy love ;— 
t thou a polite, card-playing wife, 
1 to the routs that she frequents for life ; 
ust wben industry begins to snure, 
fing'd with Joy, to some coach-crowded 
oor; 

rice in every winter throngs thine own 
aif the chariots and sedans in town ; 
I meanwhile e'en shifting as thou 
iay*st ; 

FT sober though, nor very chaste ; 
line house, though less snperb thy rank, 
k scene of pleasure, a mere blank, 
ou at best, and in thv soberest mood, 
ir vain, and empty of all good ;— 
1 mercy for thyself thou canst have 
one, 

lature plead, show mercy to thy son. 
Imm his home, where every day brings 
>rth 

Qischief fatal to his future worth, 
Im a better in a distant spot, 
some pious pastor's humble cot, 
vile example (yours 1 chiefly mean, 
>8t seducing, and the oftenest seen) 
>ver more be stamp'd upon his breast, 
t perhaps incnrably impressed. 
early rest makes early rising sure, 
e or comes not. or finds easy cure, 
ited much by diet neat and plain; 
I enter, soon starved out again : 



Where all the attention of liis faithful host. 
Discreetly limited to two at most. 
May raise such fruits as shall reward his cara. 
And not at last evaporate in air : 
Where, stillness aiding study, and his mind 
Serene, and to his duties much inclined. 
Not occupied in day-dreams, as at homa. 
Of plaasures past, or follies yet to come. 
His vlrtnous toil may terminate at last', 
In settled habit and decided taste- 
But whom do I advise ? the fashion-led, 
The incorrtgiblv wrong, the deaf, the dead; 
Whom cars and cool deliberation suit 
Not better much than spectacles a brute ; 
Who, if their sons some slight tuition share, 
Deem It of no great moment whose, or where; 
Too proud to adopt the thought of one un- 
known. 
And much too gay to have any of their own. 
But courage,' man! methought the Muse re- 
plied. 
Mankind are various, and the wwld is wida : 
The ostrich, silliest of the feather'd kind. 
And form'd of Uod without a parent's mind* 
Commits her eggs, incautious, to the dust. 
Forgetful that the foot may crudi the trust ; 
And, while on public nurseries they rely. 
Not knowing, and too oft not caring, wny. 
Irrational In what they thus prefer, 
No few, that would seem wise, resemble her. 
Bat aU are not alike. Thy warning voice 
May here and there prevent erroneous choice ; 
And some perhapn, who, busy as they are. 
Yet make their progeny th^r dearest care, 
(Whose hearts wil lache, onoe told what ills may 

reach 
Their offspring, left upon so wild a beach). 
Will need no stress of argument to enforce 
The expedience of a less adventurous course ; 
The rest will slight thy counsel, or condemn ; 
But they have human feels— turn to them. 

To you, then, tenants of life's middle state, 
Securely placed between the small and greiU;, 
Whose charaotar yet undebauch'd, retains 
Two-thirds of all the virtue that remains 
Who wise yourselves, desire your sons should 

learn 
Your wisdom and your ways— to you I turn. 
Look round you on a world perversely blind ; 
See what contempt is fallen on himfian kind ; 
See wealth abused, and dignities misplaced. 
Great titles, oflacies, and trusts disgraced. 
Long lines of ancestry, renown'd ofold. 
Their nobie qualities all quench'd and cold ; 
See Bedlam's closeted and handcnff'd charge 
Surpass'd In frenzy by the mad at large; 
See great commanders making war a trade. 
Great lawyers, lawyers without study made ; 
Churchmen, in wnose esteem their best em- 
ploy 
Is odious, and their wages all their Joy, 
Who, far enough from fnmisliing their shelves 
With Gospel lore, turn infidels themselves ; 
See womanhood despised, and manhood shamed 
With infamy too nauseous to be named. 
Fops at all comers. Ladylike in mien, 
Civeted fellows, smelt ere they are seen, 
Else coarse and rude in manners, and their 

tongue. 
On fire with curses, and with nonsense hung, 
Now flush'd with drunkenness, now with whore- 
dom pale, 
Their breath a sample of last night's regale ; 
See volunteers in all the vilest arts. 
Men well endow'd, of honourable parts, 
Design'd by Nature wise, but self-made fools; 
All these, and more like these, were bred at 

schools. 
And if it chance, as sometimes chance it will, 
That though school-bred, the boy be virtuous 

still; 
Such rare exceptions, shining in the dark, 
Prove, rather than impeach the just remark ; 
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As here and there a twinkling star descried 
Herves but to sbow how black Is all beside. 
Now look on him, whose very voice in tone 
Just echoes thine, whose features are thine 

own. 
And stroke his pollsh'd cheek of purest red, 
And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head. 
And say, My boy, the unwelcome hour is come. 
When thou, transplanted from thy genial home. 
Must find a colder soil and bleaker air. 
And trust for safety to a stranger's care; 
What character, what turn thou wilt assume 
From constant converse with I know not whom; 
Who there will court thy friendship, with what 

views 
And, artless as thou art, whom thou wilt 

choose ; 
Though much depends on what thy choice shall 



Is all chance-medley, and unknown to me. 
Canst thou, the tear lust trembling on thy lids, 
And while the dreadful risk foreseen forbids ; 
Free too, and under no constraining force, 
Unless the sway of custom warp thy course ; 
Lay such a stake upon the losing side, 
Merely to gratify so blind a guidie ? 
Thou canst not t Nature, pulling at thine heart. 
Condemns the unfatherly, the imprudent part. 
Thou wouldst not, deaf to Nature's tenderest 

£lea, 
Im adrift upon a rolling sea. 
Nor say. Go thither, conscious that there lay 
A brood of asps, or quicksands in his way ; 
Then, only govem'd by the self-same rule, 
Of natural pity, send him not to school. 
No— guard nim better. Is he not thine own, 
Thyself in miniature, thy flesh, thy bone ? 
And hopest thou not ('tis every father's hope,) 
That, since thy strength must with thy years 

elope, 
And thou wilt need some comfort, to assuage 
Health's last fareweU, a staff of thine old age: 
That then, in recompense of all thy cares. 
Thy chUd shall show respect to thy gray hairs, 



And give thy life its onlv cordial left ? 
Aware then how much danger intervenes, 
To compass that good end forecast the means. 
His heart, now passive, yields to thy command; 
Secure it thine, its key is in thine hand: 
Befriend thee, of all other friends bereft. 
If thou desert thy charge, and throw It wide, 
Nor heed what guests there enter and abide, 
Complain not if attachments lewd and base 
Supplant thee in it, and usurp thy place. 
But, if thou guard its sacred chambers sure 
From vicious inmates and delights impure. 
Either his gratitude shall hold him fast. 
And keep him warm and filial to the last ; 
Or, if he prove unkind (as who can say 
But, being man, and therefore frail, he may?) 
One comfort yet shall cheer thine aged heart, 
Hewe'er he slight thee, thou hast done thy part 
Oh, barbarous! wouldst thou with a Qotbic 

hand 
Pull down the schools— what!— all the schools i' 

th'land; 
Or throw them up to livery-nags and grooms, 
Or turn them into shops and auction-rooms ? 
A captious question, shr (and yonr's is one) 
Deserves an answer similar, or none, 'f 
Wouldst thou, possessor of a flock, employ, 
(Apprised that ne is such) a careless boy. 
And feed him well, and give him handsome pay, 
Merely to sleep, and let them run astray? 
Survey our schools and colleges, and see 
A sight not much unlike my simile. 
From education, as the leading cause. 
The public character its colour draws : 
Thence the prevailing manners take their cast. 
Extravagant or sober, loose or chaste, 
And though I would not advertise them yet. 
Nor write on e&ch— This Building to be La, 
Unless the world were all prepared to embrace 
A plan well worthy to supply their place ; 
Yet, backward as they are, and long have been, 
To cultivate and keep the morals clean 
(Forgive the crime.) I wish them, I confess. 
Or better managed, or encouraged less. 
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L ITALKINO WITH GOD.— OsNSSis V. 24. 

Oal for a doser walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame ; 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the lamb ! 

Where is the blessedness I knew 

When first I saw the Lord ? 
Where is the sonl-refreshing yiew ' 

Of Jesos and his word ? 

What peaceful hoars I once enjoy'd! 

How sweet their memorv still! 
Bat they have left an aching yoidf 

The world can never fill. 

Betam, O holy Dove, retaml 

Sweet messenger of rest : 
I hate the sins that made thee moorn, 

And drove thee from my breast. 

The dearest idol I have known, 

Wliate*er that idol be, 
Help me to tear It from thy throne, 

And worship only thee. 

80 shall my walk be close with God, 

Calm and serene my frame : 
Bopnrer light shall mark the road 

liiat leads me to the Lamb. 



[. JEHOVAH-JIKEH. THE LORD WILL 
PROVIDE.— Genesis xxli. 14. 

The saints shoald never be dismay'd, 

:Mor sink in hopeless fear ; 
For when they least expect his aid. 

The Saviour will appear. 

This Abraham found: he raised the knife : 

God saw. and said, " Forbear ! 
Ton ram shall vield his meaner life ; 

Behold the victim there." 

Once David seemM Saul's certain prey; 

But hark ! the foe's at hand ;* 
Saul turns his arms another way. 

To save the invaded land. 

When Jonah sunk beneath the wave. 

He thought to rise no more ;t 
But God prepared a fish to save. 

And bear him to the shore. 

Blest proofs of powers and grace divine, 

That meet us In his word f 
Hay every deep-felt care of mine 

Be trusted with the Lord. 

Wait for his seasonable aid, 

And though it tarry, wait ; 
The promise may be long delayed. 

Bat cannot come too late. 



L JEHOVAH-ROPHL I AM THE LORD 
THAT HEALETH THEE.— ExODUS XV. 26. 

Heal us, Emmanuel, here we are, 

Waiting to feel thy touch : 
Deep-wounded souls to thee repair, 

And, Saviour, we are such. 



Our faith is feeble, we confess. 

We faintly trust thy word ; 
But wilt thou pity us the less? 

Be that far from thee. Lord ! 

Remember him who once applied. 

With trembling, for reUef; 
"Lord, I believe," with tears he cried,! 

" Oh, help my unbelief I" 

She too, who touch'd thee in the press. 

And healing virtue stole. 
Was answered, ''Daughter, go in peace,} 

Thy faith hath made thee whole." 

Conceal'd amid the gathering throng. 
She would have shnnn'd thy view ; 

And if her faith was firm and strong. 
Had strong misgivings too. 

Like her, with hopes and fears we come, 

To touch thee, if we may ; 
Oh I send us not despairing home, 

Send none unheal'a away. 



IV. JEHOVAH-NISSL THE LORD MY 
BANNER.-ExODns xvii. 16 

Bt whom was David taught. 

To aim the deadly blow, 
When he GoUah fought, 
And laid the Gittite low ? 
Nor sword nor spear the stripling took, 
But chose a pebble from the brook. 

'Twas Israel's God and King 
Who sent him to the fight ; 
Who gave him strength to sling. 
And skill to aim aright. 
Ye feeble saints^our strength endures. 
Because young David's God is yours. 

Who order'd Gideon forth. 

To storm the invader's camp. 
With arms of little worth, 
A pitcher and a lamp ?|| 
The trumpets made his coming known, 
And all the host was overthrown. 

Oh ! I have seen the day, 

When, with a single word, 
God helping me to say. 
My trust is in the Lord, 
My soul hath quell'd a thousand foes. 
Fearless of all that could oppose. 

But unbelief, self-will. 

Self-righteousness, and pride. 
How often do they steal 
My weapon from my side I 
Yet David's Lord, and Gideon's friend. 
Will help his servant to the end. 



V. JEHOVAH-SHALOM. THE LORD SEND 
PEACE.-JUDGES vi. 24. 

Jksus, whose blood so freely streamed. 

To satisfy the law's demand ; 
By thee from guilt and wrath redeem'd, 

Before the Father's face I stand. 



1 Samuel xxiU. 27. f Jonah 1.17. J Mark ix. 24. ^^a\VLv.^ \ 5\xa.\5!!5.ti-*V.,'iN*Jfc. 
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To reconcile offending man, 
Make Jastice drop her angry rod ; 

What creature coald have form'd the plan, 
Or who f olfll it hut a God ? 

'So drop remains of all the ctirse, 
For wretches who deserved the wlKde; 

So arrows dipt in wrath to pierce 
The guilty but returning soul. 

Peace by such means so dearly bought. 

What rebel could have hoped to see ? 
Peace, by his injured Sovereign wrought, 

His Sovereign fastened to a tree. 

l^ow, Lord, thy feeble worm iirepare T 
For strife with earth and hell begins; 

Confirm and guard me from the war. 
They hate the soul that hates his sins. 

Let them in horrid league agree! 

They may assault, they may distress^ 
But cannot quench thy love to me, 

l^or rob me of the Lord, my peace. 



VI. WlSD0M.-PE0VBBB8YiU. aWJL 

Ere Gk>d had built the mountains. 

Or raised the fruitful hills ; 
Before he flll'd the fountaliis 

That feed the running rills ; 
In me, from everlasting. 

The wonderful I AM, 
Found pleasures never-wasting, 

And wisdom is my name. 

When, like a tent to dwell in. 

He spread the skies abroad. 
And swathed about the sweUmg 

Of Ocean's mighty flood : 
He wrought by weight and meastue. 

And I was with him then : 
Myself the Father's pleasure, 

And mine, the sobs of men. 

Thus Wisdom's words diseover 

Thy glory and thy grace, 
Thou everlasting lover 

Of our unworthy race I 
Thy gracious eye survey'd us 

Ere stars were seen above; 
In wisdom thou hast made as. 

And died for us in love. 

And couldst thou be delighted 

With creatures such as we. 
Who, when we saw thee, slighted 

And naii'd thee to a tree? 
rnfathomable wonder, 

And mystery divine i 
The voice that speaks in thunder. 

Says, "■ Sinner^ I am thine !** 



Vn. VANITY OF THE WOBLD. 

God gives his mercies to be spent ; 

Your hoard will do your soul no good ; 
Gold is a blessing only lent, 

Kepaid by giving others food. 

The world's esteem is but a bribe. 
To buy their peace you sell your own; 

TIio! slave of a vain-glorious tribe. 
Who hate you while they.make yon known. 

The Joy that vain amusements give, 
Oh ! sad conclusion that it brings I 

The honey of a crowded hive, 
Defended by a thousand stbigs. 

'Tis thus the world rewards the fools 

Tluit live upon her treacherous smiles; 
S/ic leads tbem blindfold by her rules, 
And ralna tdl whom she begnUes. 



God knows the thousands who go down 
From nleasnre into endless woe ; 

And witn a long despairing groan 
Blaspheme their Maker as they go. 

O fearful thought ! be timely wise ; 

Delight but in a Saviour's charms. 
And God shall take you to the skie^ 

b^mbraced in everlasting arms. 



VIIL O LORD, I WILL PRAISE THEE.- 

I WILL praise thee every day, 
Now thine anger's tnnf d away t 
Comfortable tnoui^ts arise 
From the bleeding Sacxifloe. 

Here in the fair gospel-Aeldr 
Wells of tn% salvattOQ yield . 
Streams of lifCL a plenteous store. 
And my soul shall thicst ao more. 

Jesns is bec(nne at length 
My salvation and my strength; 
And his praises shall prolongs 
While I live, my pleasant scoig. 

Praise ye then his gloriooa nama, 
Pnblish his exaltedTfame I 
Still his worth your praise exceedi^ 
Excellent are all his deeds* 

Raise again the Joyfnl sound,. 
Let the nations roU it ronndt 
Zion, shout, for this is he, 
God the Saviour dweUs la ttusel 



IX THE C02<rTRIT£ HBAKL^ 
Isaiah lviLi& 

The Lora will happiness divine 

On contrite hearts bestow : 
Then tell me, gracious God, is miaar 

A contrite heart or no ? 

I hear, but seem to hear in vain, 

Insensible as steel ; 
If aught is felt, 'tis only pain 

To find I cannot feeL 

I sometimes think myself iBcUneA 

To love thee if I coald ; 
But often feel another nuod. 

Averse to all that's good. 

My best desires are faint and few, 
I fain would strive for more: 

But when I cry, *' My strength renew,' 
Seem weaker than befoie. 

Thy saints are comforted, I know, 
And love thy house of prayer ; 

I therefore go where others go, 
But find no comfort there. 

O make this heart rejoice ox ache ;. 

Decide tills doubt for me: 
And if it be not broken, break. 

And heal it if it be. 



X. THE FUTURE PEACE AND 6L0ST 
OF THE CHURCH.-ISAlAHlx.lMO. 

Hear what God the Lord hath spoken, 
" O my people, faint and few, 
Comforuess, afflicted, broken, . 
Fair abodes I build for you: 
Thorns of heart-felt tribulation 
Shall no more perplex your ways; 
You shall name your walls salvatiOB, 
And your gates shall all be pndse. 

" There, like streams that feed the gudeUf 
Pleasures without end shall flow ; 
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For the Lord, your faith rewarding. 
All his boantV shall bestow ; 
Still In nndlstarb'd possesHlon 
Peace and righteousness shall reign ; 
Never shall joa feel oppresnlun, 
Be&r the roice of war again. 

** Ye no more your sons descending. 
Waning moons no more shall rob ; 
But. yonr griefs for ever ending. 
Find eternal noon in me ; 
God shall rise, and shining o'er yon. 
Change to day the gloom of night ; 
He, the Lord, sliall be your glory, 
Ood jomr everlasting llght.*'^ 



XL JEHOVAH OUB RIOHTEOUSXESS.- 
Jbbbmiah xxxiii. tf. 

Mt Ood, how periect are thy ways I 

But mine polluted are ; 
Sin twines itself about my praise. 

And slides into my prayer. 

When I would speak what thou hast done. 

To save me from my sin, 
I cannot make thy mercies luiown, 

But self-applause M-eeps in. 

Divine derire, that h<riy flame 

Thy grace creates in me ; 
Alas I impatience is its name, 

When it returns to thee. 

This heart, a fountain of vile thoughts, 

How does it overflow ! 
While self tmon the surface floats, 

Still bubbling from below. 

Let others in the gaudy dress 

Of fancied merit shine; 
The liord shall be my righteousness. 

The Lord for ever mine. 



XIL EPHBADC KEPENTTNG.-Jxbbmiah 
xxxL 18-20. 

Mt Ood, till I received thv stroke. 

How like a beast was 1 1 
So unaccustom'd to the yoke. 

So backward to comply. 

With crrief my Just reproach I bear. 
Shame fllls me at the thought ; 

How frequent my rebellions were! 
What wickedness I wrought! 

Thy merciful restraint I scorn'd. 

And left the pleasant road ; 
Yet turn me, and I shall be tum'd. 

Thou art the Lord my God. 

** Is Ephraim banished from my thoughts. 

Or vile in my esteem? 
** No," saith the Lord, '' with aU his faults 

I still remember him. 

*« Is he a dear and pleasant child? 

Yes dear and pleasant still : 
Though sin his foolish heart beguiled, 

And he withstood my will. 

*' My sharp rebuke has laid him low. 

He seeks my'face again ; 
My pity kindles at his woe. 

He shall not seek in vain." 



XIIL THE COVENANT.-EZKKIKL 
xxxvl. 86-28. 

Thk Lord proclaims his grace abroad ! 
Behold, I change your hearts of stone; 
Each shall renounce his idol-god. 
And «rve henceforth, the Lord alone. 

• Verse «7 






My grace, a flowing stream, prooeed:i 
To wash your fllthlness away ; 
Ye shall abhor your former deeds. 
And learn my statutes to obey. 

My truth the great design ensures; 
I give myself away to you ; 
You shall be mine, I wlU be yours, 
Your God unalterably true. 

Yet not unsought, or unimplored. 
The plenteous grace shull I confer ;* 
No— your whole hearts shall seek the Lord, 
I'll put a praying si^rlt th«-e. 

From the flrst breath of life divine, 
Down to the last expiring hour. 
The gracious work shall all be mine, 
Begua and ended in my power. 



XIV. JEH0VAH-8HAMMAH.~ECKKIBL 
xlvilL 85. 

As birds their infant brood protect,! 
And spread their wings to shelter them, 
Thus saith the Lord to hin elect, 
'' So will I guard Jerosalem." 

Aud what then is Jerusalem, 
This darling object of his care ! 
Where is its worth in God's esteem ? 
Who built it, who inhabits there ? 

Jehovah founded it in blood. 
The blood of his incarnate Son ; 
There dwell the saints, onoe foes to God, 
The sinners whom he calls his own. 

There, though t>esieged on every side. 
Yet much beloved«nd guarded well. 
From age to age th^ have defied 
The utmost force of earth and hell. 

Let earth repent, and hell despair. 
This city has a sure defence ; 
Her name is call'd The Lord is there. 
And who has power to drive him thenco ! 



XV. PRAISE FOR THE FOUNTAIN OPENED. 
— Zkchasiah xilL 1. 

Thbrb is a fountain flll'd with blood 
Drawn from Eomianuel's veins ; 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his day ; 
And there have I, as vile as he 

Wash'd all my sins away. 

Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransom'd cnurcli of God 

Be saved to sin no more. 

E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream 

Thy flowing wounds supply. 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 
. And shall be till I die. 

Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 

I'll sing thy power to save ; 
When this poor lisping stammering tongue 

Lies silent in the grave. 

Lord, I believe thou hast prepared 

(Unworthy though I be) 
For me a blood-bought free reward, 

A golden harp for me I 

'Us strung, and tuned, for endless years, 

And form'd by power divine. 
To sound in God the Father's cars 

No other name but thlue. 



« COWPER'S 

XVL THE 80WEB.— Matthkw xIU. 8. 

Ye sons of earth, prepare tne plough. 
Break up the fallow groand ; 

The sower is gone forth to sow. 
And scatter blessings roond.. 

The seed that finds a stony soil, 

Shoots forth a hastj blade : 
Bat ill repays the sower's tolL 

Soon withered, scorch'd, and dead. 

The thorny groand is sare to balk 

All hopes of harvest there : 
We find a tall and sickly stalk. 

Bat not the froltfol ear. 

The beaten path and highway side 

Beceive the trust in vain; 
The watchful birds the spoil divide. 

And pick np all the grain. 

Bnt where the Lord of grace and power 
Has bless'd the happy field. 

How plenteous is the golden store 
The deep-wroaght farrows yield ! 

Father of mercies, we have need 

Of thy preparing grace: 
Let the same hnndf that gives the seed. 

Provide a fraitf nl place. 



XVII. THE HOUSE OF PRATER.— Mabk xi. 17. 

Tht manison is the Christian's henrt 

Lord, thy dwelling-place secure ! 
Bid the unruly throng depart. 

And leave the consecrated door. 

Devoted as it is to thee, 

A thievish swarm frequents the placo ; 
They steal away my Joys from me. 

And rob my Saviour of his praise. 

There, too, a sharp designing trade 
See, Satan, and the world maintain ; 

17or cease to press me, and persuade 
To part with ease, and purchase pain. 

I know them, and I hate their din. 

And weary of the bastling crowd : 
Bnt while their voice is heard within, 

1 cannot serve thee as 1 woald. 

Oh for the Joy thy presence gives. 

What peace shall reign when thou art here ! 
Thy presence makes this den of thitt\cs, 

A calm delightful house of prayer. 



XVIIL LOVEST THOU ME?-JOHN XSi. 10. 

Hark, my soul! it is the Lord : 
'Tis thy Saviour, hear his word ; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee : 
*' Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me ? 

" I deliver'd thee when bonnd. 
And when bleeding, heal'd thy wound : 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Tom'd thy darkness Into light. 

*' Can a woman's tender care, 
Cease towards the child she bare ? 
Yes, she may forgetful be. 
Yet will I remember tliee. 

"Mine is an unchanging love, 
Higher than the heights above ; 
Deeper than the depths beneath. 
Free and faithful, strong as death. 

"Thou Shalt see my glory soon. 
When the work of grace Is done : 
Partner of ray throne shnlt be :— 
8ajt poorainneTt lov'st thou me?*' 
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Lord, it is my chief complaint. 
That my love is weak and fulnt ; 
Yet I love thee and adore : 
Oh for grace to love thee more ! 



XIX. CONTENTMENT.— Phiuppuxs It. 

FiEBCE passions discompose the mind, 

As tempests vex the sea : 
But calm content and peace we find. 

When, Lord, we torn to thee. 

In vain by reason and by rule 
We try to bend the will; • . 

For none but in the Saviour's school 
Can learn the heavenly skiUL 

Since at his feet my soul has sat. 

His gracious words to hear. 
Contented with my present state, 

I cast on him my care. 

"Art thou a sinner, seal?" he said, 
** Then how canst thou complain ? 

How light thy troubles here. If welgh'd 
With everlasting pain ! 

" If thou of murmuring wouldst be cured, 

Compare thy griefs with mine : 
Think what my love for thee endured. 



Bxodaa xlL 18. 



f Leviticus xU. 6. 



And thou wilt not repine. 

♦♦ 'Tis I appoint thy daily lot. 

And I do all things well ; 
Thou soon shalt leave this wretched spot. 

And rise with me to dwell. 

" In life my grace shall strength supply. 

Proportioned to thy day ; 
At death thou still snalt find me nigh. 

To wipe thy tears away." 

Thns I, who once my wretched days 

In vain repinings spout, 
Tanght in my Saviour's school of grace. 

Have learnt to be content. 



XX. OLD TESTAMENT OOSPEL.-Bini 

iv. S. 

ISRASL, in ancient days, 

Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a blaze. 
But learn'd the Gospel too ; 
The types and figures were n ginss 
In which they saw a Saviour's face. 

The paschal sacrifice 

And blood-besprinkled door,* 
Seen with enllghten'd eyes. 
And once applied with )H>wor, 
Would teach the need of ottier blood* 
To reconcile an angry God. 

The Lamb, the Dove, set forth 

His perfect innocencc.f 
Whose blood of matchless worth 
Should be the soul's defence ; 
For he who can for sin atone. 
Must have no failings of his own. 

The scape-goat on his liead{ 
The people's trespass i>oru. 
And, to the desert led, ( 

Was to be seen no more : 
In him our Surety scem'd to say, 
" Behold, I bear your sins away.** 

Dipt in his feUow's blood. 

The living bird went free ;§ 
The type, well understood, 
Kxpress'd the sinner's plea: 
Described a guilty soul enlarged. 
And by a Saviour's death disduuved. 

X lA^\W,c»ft x.'A tt. \ LevUlcos xlr. a-A 
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Jesus, I lore to trace, 

Throaghont the sacred page. 
The footsteps of thy grace, 
Ttie same in every age I 
O grant that I may faithful be 
To clearer light vouchsafed to me I 



XXL SABDIS.~JUVELATION ill, 1-e. 

*' WBrTE to Sardis," salth the Lord, 

And write what he declares, 
He whose Spirit, and whose word, 

IJpholds the seven stars: 
** All thy works and ways I search, 

Find thy zeal and love decayed : 
Thou art call'd a living church, 

But thou art cold and dead. 

*' Watch, remember, seek, and striTe, 

Exert thy former pains ; 
Let thy timely care revive. 

And strengthen what remains : 
Cleanse thine heart, thy works amend. 

Former times to mind recall. 
Lest my sudden stroke descend. 

And smite thee once for all. 

** Yet I number now in thee 

A few that are upright ; 
These my Father's face shall see, 

And walk with me in white. 
When in Judgment I appear, 

Tliey for nunc shall be confest ; 
Let my faithful servants hear. 

And woe be to the rest!" 



XXIL FRAYER FOR A BLESSINQ ON THE 

YOUKG. 

Bb-stow, dear Lord, upon our youth 
The gift of saving grace ; 
, And let the seed of sacred truth 
Full in a fruitful place. 

Grace is a plant, where'er it grows. 

Of pure and heavenly root ; 
But fairest in the youngest shows. 

And yields the sweetest fruit. 

Y'e careless ones, O hear betimes 

The voice of sovereign love ! 
Yuur youth is stain'd with many crimes. 

But mercy reigns above. 

True, you are young, but there's a stone 

Within the youngest breast ; 
Or half the crimes which you have done 

Would rob you of your rest. 

For yon the public prayer is made. 

Oh ! Join the public prayer ! 
Fur you the secret tear is shed, 

Oh! shed yourselves a tear! 

We pray that you may early prore 

The Spirit's power to teach ; 
Yon cannot be too young to love 

That Jesos whom we preach. 



XXIIL PLEADINO FOR AND WITH 
YOUTH. 

Snr has undone our wretched race. 

But Jesus has restored. 
And brought the sinner face to face 

With his forgiving Lord. 

This we repeat, from year to year. 
And press it upon our youth ; 

Lord, nve them an attentive ear. 
Lord, save them by thy truth. 

* Exoda$ X 9. 



Blessings upon the rising rac«! 

Make this a happy hour. 
According to thy richest grace. 

And thine Almighty power. 

We feel for your unhappy state, 

(May yon resard it tool 
And would awhile ourselves forget 

To pour oat prayer for yoo. 

We see, though yon perceive it not. 
The approaching awful doom ; 

O tremble at the solemn thought. 
And flee the wrath to come I 

Dear Saviour, let this new-born year 

Spread an alarm abroad ; 
And cry in every careless ear, 
** Prepare to meet thy God !" 



XXIV. PRAYER FOR CHILDREN. 

GsACions Lord, our children see. 
By thy mercy we are free : 
But shall these, alas *. remain 
Subjects still of Satan's reign ? 
Israel's young ones, when of old 
Pharaoh threaten'd to withhold,* 
• nien thy messenger said, ** No ; 
Let the children also go.** 

When the angel of the Lord, 
Drawing forth his dreadful sword. 
Slew, -mth an avenging hand. 
All the flrst-bom of the land :t 
nien thy people's doors he pass'd. 
Where the bloody sign was placed ; 
Hear us, now, upon our knees. 
Plead the blood of Christ for these I 

Lord, we tremble, for we know. 
How the fierce malicious foe. 
Wheeling round his watchful flight. 
Keeps them ever in his sight : 
Spread thy pinions. King of kings ! 
Hide them safe beneath thy wings ; 
Lest the ravenous bird of prey 
Stoop, and bear the brood away. 



XXV. JEHOYAa JESUS. 

Mt song shall bless the Lord of all. 
My praise shall climb to his abode ; 

Thee, Saviour, by that name I call. 
The great Supreme, the mighty God. 

Without beginning or decline. 
Object of faith, and not of sense ; 

Eternal ages saw him shine, 
He shines eternal ages hence. 

As much, when in the manger laid. 

Almighty ruler of the sky. 
As when the six days' works he made 

Flll'd all the morning stars with Joy. 

Of all the crowns Jehovah bears. 
Salvation is his dearest claim; 

That gracious sound well pleased he hears, 
Ana owns Emmanuel for his name. 

A cheerful confidence I fccL 
My well-placed hopes with Joy I see ; 

My bosom glows with heavenly zeal, 
To worship him who died for me. 

As man, he pities my complaint. 
His power and truth are all divine; 

He will not fail, he cannot faint. 
Salvation's sure, and must be mInA. 
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XXVI. ON OPENING A PLACE FOR SO- 
CIAL PRATER. 

Jesus ! where'er thy people meet. 
There they behold thV merey seas ; 
Where'er they seek thee, thou art foand, 
And every plaoe is haUow'd ground. 

For thou, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the hamble mind ; 
Such ever bring thee where they come. 
And going, take thee to Uieir home. 

Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few! 
Thy former mercies here renew ; 
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The sweetness of thy saving name. 

Here may we prove the power of prayer. 
To strengthen faith and sweeten care; 
To teach our faint desires to rise, 
And bring all heaven before our eyes. 

Behold, at thy commanding word 
We stretch the curtain and the cord; 
Come thoa and fill this wider ^mum, 
And bless as with a lar^^ tncreasOi- 

Lord, we are few, but thoa art near ; . 
Nor short thine arm, nor deaf thine ear; 
Oh rend the heavens, comer qalckiy down, 
And make a thousand hearttf thine own ! 



XXVn. WELCOME TO THE. TABLE. 

This is the feast of heavenly wins, 

And Ood invites to sapt 
The Juices of the living vni» 

Were press'd to fin the cap. 

Oh ! bless the Savioar, ye that eat, 

With royal dainties fed ; 
Nor heaven affords a costlier treat. 

For Jesus is the bread. 

The vile, the lost, he calls to them, 
Ye trembling souls, appear! 

The righteous in their own esteem 
Have no acceptance here, 

Approach, ye poor, nor dare refuse 
The banquet spread for you ; 

Dear Saviour, this is welcome news. 
Then I may venture too. 

If guilt and sin afford a plea. 

And may obtain a place, 
Surelv the Lord will welcome me. 

And I shall see his face. 



XXVIII. JESUS HASTING TO SUFFER. 

The Savioar, what a noble flame 

Was kindled in his breast. 
When hastening to Jerusalem, 

He march'd before the rest. 

Good-will to men and zeal for God 

His every thought engross : 
Ho longs to be baptized with blood,* 

He pants to reach the cross! 

With all his sufferings full in view. 

And woes to us unknown, 
Forth to the task his spirit flew; 

Twas love that urged him on. 

Lord, we return thee what we can : 
Our hearts shall sound abroad 

Sulvation to the dying Man, 
And to the rising God! 

And while thy bleeding glories here 
Engage our wondering eyes. 

We leam our lighter cross to bear, 
And haaten to the skies. 

*Lnkexif;^ 



XXIX. EXHORTATION TO PRATER. 

What various hindrances we meet 

In coming to a mercy-^eat ! 

Yet who that knows the worth oi a pittyer, 

But wishes to be often there! 

Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw, 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 
Gives exercise to faith and love. 
Brings every blessing from above. 

liestraining prayer, we cease to fight, 
Praver makes the Christian's armour bright; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint npon his knees. 

While Moses stood with arms spread wide. 
Success was found on Israel's side ; 
liut when through weariness they fail*d. 
That moment Amalek prevaird.t 

Have you no words? Ah! think again. 
Words flow apace when voa complain. 
And fill your fellow creature's ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

Were half the breath thus vainly spent 
To Heaven in supplication sent. 
Your cheerful song would oft^er be, 
* Hear what the Lord has done for me.'* 



XXX. THE LIGHT AND GLORT OF THE 
WORD. 

The Spirit breathes upon the Word, 
And brings the troth to sight ; 

Precepts and promises afford 
A sanctifying light ! 

A glory gilds the sacred page. 

Majestic like the sun ; 
It gives a light to every age. 

It gives, but borrows none. 

Tlie hand that gave It still supplies 
The gracious light and heat; 

His truths upon the nations rise. 
They rise, but never set. 

Let everlasting thanks be thine. 

For such a bright display. 
As makes a world of darkness shine 

With beams of heavenly day. 

My soul rejoices to pursue 

The steps of him I love. 
Till glory breaks upon my view 

In brighter worlds above. 



\XXI. ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER 

His master taken from his head, 

Elisha saw him go ; 
And in desponding accents said, 

" Ah, what must Israel do ?" 

But he forgot the Lord who lilts 

The beggar to the throne ; 
Nor knew, that all Elijah's gifts 

Would soon be made his own. 

What ! when a Paul has run his coarse. 

Or when Apollos dies. 
Is Israel left without resource? 

And have we no supplies? 

Yes, while the dear Redeemer lives, 

We have a boundless store. 
And shall be fed with what be (ives. 

Who lives for evermore. 
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XXXn. THE SHININO LIGHT. 

Mt former hopes are fled, 

My terror now begins : 
I feeL, alas! that I am dead 

In trespasses and sins. 

Ah, whither shall I fly ? 

I hear the thunder roar; 
The law proclaims destructlOL nlgn. 

And vengeance at the door. 

When I review my ways, 

I dread impending doom: 
Bat sure a friendly whisper says, 

*♦ Flee from the wrath to come." 

I see, or think I see, 

A glimmering from afar; 
A beam of day, that shines for me. 

To save me from despair. 

Forerunner of the sun,* 

It marks the pilgrim's way; 
I'll gaze upon it while i run. 

And watch the rising day. 



XXXin. SEEKING THE BELOVED. 

To those who know the Lord I speak. 

Is my beloved near? 
The bridegroom of my soul I seek. 

Oh! when will he appear? 

Though once a man of grief and shame. 

Yet now he flUs a throne, 
And bears the greatest, sweetest name. 

That earth or heaven has known. 

Grace flies before, and love attends 

His step where'er he goes ; 
Though none can see him but his friends. 

And they were once his foes. 

He speaks— obedient to his call. 

Our warm affections move: 
Did he but shine alike on all, 

Then all alike would love. 

Then love In every heart would reign, 
And war would cease to roar ; 

And cruel and blood-thirsty men 
Would thirst for blood no more. 

Such Jesus is, and such his grace, 

Oh, may he shine on yon ! 
And tell him, when you see his face, 

I long to see him tuo.t 



XXXIV. THE WAITINQ SOUL. 

Brbaths from the gentle south, O Lord, 
And cheer me from the north ; 

Blow on the treasures of thy word, 
And call the spices forth ! 

I wish, thou know'st, to be resign'd. 
And wait with patient hope; 

But hope delay'd fatigues the mind, 
And drinks the spirit up. 

Help me to reach the distant goal. 

Confirm my feeble knee ; 
Pitv the sickness of a soul 

That faints for love of thee. 

Cold as I feel this heart of mine, 

Tet. since I feel it so. 
It yields some hope of life divine 

within, however low. 

* Psalm czzz. 6. f Canticles v. 8. 
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I seem forsaken and alone, 

I hear the lion roar ; 
And ev'ry door is shut but one. 

And that is mercy's door. 

There, till the dear Deliv'rer come, 

I'll wait with humble pray'r; 
And when he calls his exile home, 

The Lord shall find me there. 



iXXV. WELCOME CROSS. 

'TIS my happiness l)elow 

Not to live without the cross. 
But the Saviour's power to know. 

Sanctifying evBrv loss : 
Trials must and will befall ; 

But with humble faith to see 
Love inscribed upon them all. 

This is happiness to me. 

God in Israel sows the seeds 

Of affliction, pain, and toll ; 
These spring up and choke the weeds 

Which would else o'erspread the soil: 
Trials make the promise sweet. 

Trials «lve new life to prayer ; 
Trials bring me to his feet. 

Lay me low, and keep me there. 

Did I meet no trials here. 

No chastisement by the way: 
Might I not, with reason, fear 

I should prove a cast-awiy ? 
Bastards may escape the rod,$ 

Sunk in earthly, vain delight ; 
But the true-born child of God 

Most not, would not, if he might. 



XXXVI. AFFLICTIONS SANCTIFIED BY 
THE WORD. 

HOW I love tiiy holy word. 
Thy gracious covenant, O Lord ! 
It guides me in the peaceful way; 

1 think upon it all the day. 

What are the mines of shining wealth, 
The strength of youth, the bloom of health! 
What are all Joys compared with those 
Thine everlasting word bestows! 

Longunafflleted. nndismay'd. 
In pleasure's path sectire I stray'd ; 
Thou mad'st me feel thy chastening rod,9 
And straight I tura unto myOod. 

What though it pierced my fainting heart, 
I bless thine liand that caused the smart ; 
It taught my tears awhile to flow, 
But saved me from eternal woe. 

Oh! hadst thou left me onchastised, 
Thy precept I had still despised ; 
And still the snare in secret laid, 
Had my unwary feet betray'd. 

I love thee, therefore, O my God, 
And breathe towards thv dear abode; 
Where, in thy presence fully blest, 
Thy chosen saiiUs for ever rest. 



XXXVn. TEMPTATION. 

The billows swell, the winds are high, 
Clouds overcast my wintry skv ; 
Out of the depths to thee I. call,— 
My fears are great, my strength is imaU. 



t Hebrews xi\..%. 



\'^"w\ss\.«a2a~>a- 
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O Lord, the pilot's part perform. 
And guard and gaide me through the storm 
Defend me from each threatening 111, 
Control the waves, say, "Peace, be stllL" 

Amidst the roaring of the sea. 
My soul still hangs her hope on thee : 
Thy constant love, thy faithf nl care. 
Is all that saves me from despair. 

Dangers of every shape and name 
Attend the followers of the Lamb. 
Who leave the world's deceitful shore, 
And leave it to return no more. 

Though tempest'toss'd and half a wreck, 
Hy Saviour through the floods I seek; 
Let neither winds nor stormy main 
Force back my shaiter'd bark again. 

XXXVIIL LOOKING UPWARDS IN A 
STORM. 

God of my life, to thee I call. 
Afflicted at thy feet I fall ; 
When the great water-floods prevail,* 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail! 

Friend of the friendless and the faint I 
Where should I lodge my deep complaint? 
Where but with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor? 

Did ever mourner plead with thee. 
And thou refuse that mourner's plea? 
Does not the word still flx'd remain. 
That none shall seek thy face In vain? 

That were a grief I could not bear. 
Didst thou not hear and answer prayer; 
But a prayer-hearing, answering God, 
Supports me under every load. 

Fair is the lot that's cast for me ; 
I have an Advocate with thee : 
They whom the world caresses most 
Have no such privilege to boast. 

Poor though I am, despised, forgot,t 
Yet God, my God, forgets me not : 
And he is safe, and must succeed. 
For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 



XXXIX. THE VALLEY OP THE SHADOW 
OF DEATH. 

Mt soul is sad, and much dismay'd. 
See, Lord, what legions of my foes, 

With fierce Apollyon at their bead. 
My heavenly pilgrimage oppose ! 

See, from the ever-burning lake 
How like a smoky cloud they rise 1 

With horrid blasts my soul they shake. 
With storms of blasphemies and lies. 

Their flery arrows reach the mark.^ 
My throbbing heart with anguish tear ; 

Each lights upon a kindred spark. 
And finds abundant fuel there. 

I hate the thought that wrongs the Lord ; 

Oh ! I would drive it from ray brenst. 
With thy own sharp two-edged sword, 

Far as the east is from the west. 

Come, then, and chase the cmel host. 
Heal the deep wounds I have received ! 

Nor let the powers of darkness boast. 
That I am foil'd, and thou art grieved I 



XL. PEACE AFTER A STORM. 



When darkness long has veil'd my mind. 
And smiling day once more appears ; 

Then, my Redeemer, then I find 
The ioUly of my doubts and fears. 

*JPuUmJjUx.lS. 



Straight I upbraid my wandering heart. 
And blush that I should ever be 

Hius prone to act so base a purt, 
Or harbour one hard thougiit of thee! 

Oh I let me then at length be taught 
What I am still so low to ienrn ; 

That God Is love, and changes not. 
Nor knows the shadow of a turn. 

Sweet truth, and easy to repeat ! 

But, when my faith is sharply tried, 
I find myself a learner yet. 

Unskilful, weak, and apt to slide. 

But, O my Lord, one look from theo 
Subdues the disobedient will : 

Drives doubt and discontent away. 
And thy rebellious worm is stilL 

Thou art as ready to forgive 

As I am ready to repine : 
Thou, therefore, all the praise receive ; 

Be shame and self-abliorrenco mine. 



XLL MOURNING AND LONGING. 

The Saviour hides his face ! 
My spirit thirsts to prove, 
RenewM supplies of pardoning graoe» 
And never-fading love. 

The favour'd souls wlio know 
What glories shine in him. 
Pant for his presence as the roe 
Pants for the living stream ! 

What trifles tease me now ! 
They swarm like summer flies. 
They cleave to everything I do. 
And swim before my eyes. 

How dull the Sabbath day. 
Without the Sabbath's Lurd! 
How toilsome, then to sing and pray* 
And wait upon the word I 

Of all the truths I hear. 
How few delight my taste ! 
I glean a berry nere and there. 
But mourn the vintage past. 

Yet let me (as I ought) 
Still hope to be supplied ; 
No pleasure else is worth a thought^ 
Nor shall I be denied. 

Though I am but a worm. 
Unworthy of his care. 
The Lord will my desire performy 
And grant me all my prayer. 



XLH. SELF-ACQUAINTANCE. 

Deab Lord! accept a sinful heart. 

Which of itself complains. 
And mourns with much and frequent smart 

The evil it contains. 

There fiery seeds of anger lurk. 

Which often hurt my frame ; 
And wait but for the tempter's work. 

To fan them to a fiame. 

Legality holds out a bribe 

To purchase life from thee : 
And discontent would fain prescribe 

How thou Shalt deal with me. 



While unbelief withstands thy grace, 

And puts the mercy by ; 
Presumption, with a brow of brass. 

Says, ^' Give me, or I die." 

* F8almiA.1T. tEpheslansvLKt; 
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How eager are my tbooffhts to roam 
In quest of wbat tbey To re ! 

But ah ! when doty calls them home. 
How heavily they move I 

Oh, cleanse me In a Saviour's blood. 
Transform me by thy power. 

And make me thy beloved abode. 
And let me rove no more. 



XLin. PBATER FOB PATIEKCE. 

Lord, who has suffered all for me. 

My peace and pardon to procure. 
The lighter cross I bear for thee. 

Help me with patience to endure. 

The storm of loud repining hosh, 
I would in humble silence mourn ; 

Why should the nnbomt though burning bosh. 
Bo angry as the crackling them ? 

Man should nol faint at thy rebnke. 

Like Joshua falling on his face,* 
When the curst thing that Achaii took 

Brought Israel into Just disgrace. 

Perhaps some golden wedge suppressed, 

Some secret sin offends my God ; 
Perhaps that Babylonish vest. 

Self-righteousness, provokes the rod. 

Ah! were I buffeted aU day, 

Mock'd, crown'd with thorns, and spit upon; 
I yet should have no right to say 

My great distress is mine alone. 

Let me not angrily declare 
No pain was ever sharp like mine ; 

Nor murmur at the cross I bear. 
But rather weep, remembering thine. 



XLIY. SUBMISSION. 

A LOBD, my best desires f ulflL 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort to thy will. 

And make thy pleasure mine. 

Why should I shrink at thy cororaand, 
Wnose love forbids my fears V 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears ? 

NOjlet me rather breely vield 

What most I prize to tliee ; 
Who never bast a good withheld. 

Or wilt withhold, from me. 

Thv favour, all my Journey through, 

Thou art engaged to grant : 
What else I want, or think I do, 

'Tis better stiU to want. 

Wisdom and mercy gnldo my way. 

ShaU I resist them both y 
A poor blind creature of a dnv. 

And crush'd before the uiutti '. 

But ah ! my Inwi^rd spirit cncs, 

Still bind me to thy sway ; 
Else the next cloud that veils the skies. 

Drives all these thoughts away. 



XLV. THE HAPPY CHANGE. 

How blest thy creature is, O God, 

When, with a single eye. 
He views the lustre of thy word. 

The day-spring from on high ! 

• Joslma TiL 10, U. 



Through all the storms that veil the ddes. 

And frown on earthly things. 
The Sun of Righteousness he eyes, 

With healing on his wingr« 

Struck by that light, the human hecrt, 

A barren soil no more, 
Sends the sweet smell of grace abroad. 

Where serpents lurk'd before.* 

The soul a drearr province once 

Of Satan's dark domain. 
Feels a new empire formed within. 

And owns a heavenly reign. 

The glorious orb, whose golden beams 

The fruitful year control. 
Since first obedient to thy word. 

He started from the goal ; 

Has cheer'd the nations with the Joys 

His orient rays impart ; 
But, Jesus, 'tis thy light alone 

Can shine upon the tieart. 



XLVL EETIKEMENT. 

Fas from the world, O Lord, I flee. 

From strife and tumult far ! 
From scenes where Satan wages still 

His most successful war. 

The calm retreat, the silent shade. 
With prayer and praise agree ; 

And seem by thy sweet bounty made 
For those who follow thee. 

Tbere, if thy Spirit touch the soul, 

And grace her mean abode, 
Or, with what peace, and joy, and love. 

She communes with her God ! 

Tbere like the nightingale she pours 

Her solitary lays ; 
Nor asks a witness of her song, 

Nor thirsts for himian praise. 

Author and Guardian of my life, 
Sweet source of light divine, 

And (all harmonious names in one) 
My Saviour, thou art mine ! 

What thanks I owe thee, and what love, 

A boundless, endless store, 
Shall echo through the realms above 

When time shall be no more. 



XLVn. THE HIDDEN LIFK 

To tell the Saviour all my wants, 

How pleasing is the task ! 
Nor less to praise him when he grants 

Beyond what I can ask. 

My labouring spirit vainly seeks 

To tell but half the Joy ; 
With how much tenderness he speaks, 

And helps me to reply. 

Nor were it wise, nor should I choose, 

Such secrets to declare; 
Like precious wines, their tastes they lose. 

Exposed to open air. 

But this with boldness I proclaim, 

Nor care if thousands hear. 
Sweet is the ointment of his name. 

Not Ufe is half so dear. 

And can you frown, my former friends, 

Who know what once I was ; 
And blame the song that thus commends 
The Man who bore the cross ? 
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Trast me, I draw Uio likeness true, 
And not as fancy paints ; 

Such honour may he give to you. 
For such have all his saints. 



XLVIII. JOY AND PEACE OT BELTEVI^sO. 

SOHBTiints a light surprises 

The Christian while he«Uig8 ; 
It i» the Lord who rises 

With healing in his wlnffs : 
When comforts are declining. 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining. 

To cheer it after rain. 

In holy contemplation. 

We sweetly then pursue. 
The theme oi God's salvation, 

And find it ever new. 
Set free from present sorrow, 

We cheerfully can say, 
E'en let the nnknown to-morrow* 

Bring with it what it may. 

It can bring with it nothing. 

Bat he will bear us through ; 
Who gives the lilies clothing, 

Willclothe his people too ; 
Beneath the spreading heavens 

No creature but is fed ; 
And he who feeds the ravens. 

Will give his children bread. 

The vine nor flg^tree ncltlrart 

Their wonted fruit should bear. 
Though all the fields should wither, 

Nor flocks nor herds be there : 
Tet Qod the same abiding. 

His praise shall tnne my voice: 
For, while in him confiding, 

I cannot but rejoice. 



XLIX. TRUE PLEASURES. 

LORD, my soul with pleasure springs. 

When Jesus* name I hear; 
And when Ood the Spirit brings 

The word of promise near. 
Beauties ^>o, in holiness. 

Still dehghted I perceive ; 
Nor have words that can exprosa 

The joys thy precepts give. 

Clothed in sanctity and grace. 

How sweet it is to see 
Those who love thee as thoy pass, 

Or when they wait on theo: 
Pleasant too, to sit and tell 

What we owe to love divine; 
Till our bosoms grateful swell, 

And eyes beg^ to Shine. 

Those the comforts I possess. 

Which God shall stui increase. 
All his ways are pleasantaesa,! 

And all his paths are peace. 
Nothing Jesus did or sp<Ae. 

Henceforth let me ever slight ; 
For I love his easy yoke,9 

And find his burden llgnt. 



L. THE CHRISTIAN. 

HoNOUB and hanpfneoR unite 

To make the Christian's name a pmlse ; 
How fair the scene, how clear the liuht. 

That fills the remnant of his days ! 



A kingly character he bears. 
So change his priestly office knows; 

Unfading is the crown ne wears. 
His joys can never reach a dose. 

Adom'd with glory from on high. 
Salvation shines up<m his face ; 

His robe is ot the ethereal dye, 
His steps are dignity and grace. 

Inferior honours he disdains. 

Nor stoops to take applnnse from earth ; 
The King of kings himself maintains 

The expenses of his heavenly birth. 

The noblest creature teen below, 
Ordain'd to fill a throne above ; 

God gives him all he can bestow. 
His kingdom of eternal love. 

Mv soul is ravish'd at the thought ! 

Methinks from earth I see him rise! 
Angels congratulate his let. 

And shout him welcome to the skies! 



LL LIVELY HOPE AND GBACIOl 
FEAR. 

I WAS a grovelling creature once. 
And basely cleaved to earth ; 

I wanted spirit to renounce 
The clod that gave me birth. 

But Grod has breathed upon a worm. 

And sent me, from above. 
With such as clothe an angel's fOrm, 

The wings of joy and love. 

With these to Pisgah*s top T fly, 

And there delighted stand. 
To view beneath a shining sky 

A spacious promised land. 

The Lord of all the vast domain 

Has promised It to me; 
The length and breadth of all the plain. 

As far as faith can see. 

How glorious is my privilege ! 

To thee for help! call; 
I stand upon a mountain's edge. 

Oh save me lest I fidl ! 

Though much exalted in the Lord, 
My strength is not my own : 

Then let me tremble at his wmrd. 
And none shall cast me down. 



LII. FOR THE POOR. 

When Hagar found the bottle spent. 

And wept o'er Ishmael, 
A message from the Lord was sent 

To guide her to a well.y 

Should not Elijah's oake and onHeT' 

Convince us at this day, 
A gracious God will not refuse 

Provisions by the way ? 

His saints and servants shall be fed, 

The promise is secure ; 
** Bread shall be given them," he has si 

" Their water shall be sure." • • 

Repasts far richer they shall prove. 
Than all earth's dainties are : 

'Us sweet to taste a Saviour's love, 
Though in the meanest fare. 

To Jesus then your trouble bring. 

Nor murmur at your lot ; 
While you are poor and he is King, 

You shall not be forgot. 



* Matthew xl. 8. 
f Matthew xi. 80. 



t Hr.bakkuk lii. 17. 
f Genesis xxL 19. \ Kings xtYL 14. 



X Proverbs ill. 17. 
«* Isaiah xzxllL 1< 
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LIU. MY SOUL THlHSTEm Fv>R GOO. 

I THiBST, bat not as onoe 1 dtd, 
The Tftin deU^its of eftrtb to slwn; 

Thv wounds, JSmmanael, all furbid 
That 1 sboald seek my pleassns there. 

It was the si^ht of thy dear cross 
First weaoNl my soul from carthlj things, 

And taaght me to esteem as dross 
The mirth of fools and pomp of kings. 

I want that grace that sprlnasirom thee. 
That qaickens all things woere it flows, 

And makes a wretched thorn like me 
Bloom as the myrtle or the rose. 

Dear foontain of delight miknownl 
No longer sink below the hrim; 

But overflow, and oar me down 
A living and llfe-giring stream ! 

For sore, of all the plants that abare 
The notice of thy Father's eye. 

None proves less grateful to his care, 
Or yields Iiim meaner froltthan I. 



LIV. LOVE CONSTRAINING TO OBEDIENCE. 

No strength of nature can suffloe 

To serve the Lord aright: 
And wtiat she has she misapplhaat 

For want of dearer light. 

How lonff beneath the law I lay* 

In bonaage and distress ! 
I toil'd the precept to obey. 

But toil'd without success. 

Then, to abstain from outward tin 

Was more than I could do : 
Now, if I feel its power wittiin, 

I feel I hate it too. 

Then ail my servile works were done 

A ri^toosnesB to raise ; 
Now nreely chosen in the son,. 

I freely choose hia ways. 

" What shall I do," was then the word, 

" That I may worthier grow ?" 
** What shall I render to the Lord?'* 

Is my inquiry now. 

To see the law by Christ falfUl'd, 

And hear his pardoning voice. 
Changes a slave into a chUd,* 

And duty into choice. 



LV, THE HEART HEALED AND CHANGED 
BY MERCY. 

SiK enslaved me many years. 

And led me bound and blind 
Till at length a thousand fears 

Came swarming o'er my mind. 
" Where," I said, In deep distress, 

*' Will these sinful pleasures end? 
How shall I secure my peace. 

And make the Lord my friend ?** 

Friends and minsters said much 

The Gospel to enforce ; 
But my blindness still was such, 

I chose a legal course : 
Much I fasted, watch'd and strove. 

Scarce would show my face abroad, 
Fear'd almost to speak or move, 

A stranger still to God. 

Thus afraid to trust his grace, 

Long time did I rebel ; 
Till despairing of my case, 

Down at his feet I fell. 

* Romans lU. 8L 



Then my stubborn heart-he broke, 
And subdued me to his sway t 

By a simple word he speke, 
'* Thy sins are done away." 



LVL HATRED OF SIN. 

Holt Lord God! I lore thy troth. 
Nor dare thy least commandment slight ; 

Yet pierced by sin, the serpent's tooth, 
I mourn the angalsh oi the bite. 

But, though the poison Inrka within, 
Hope bids me still with patience wait; 

Till death shall set me free from shi. 
Free from the only thing I liate. 

Hnd I a throne above the rest. 
Where angels and archangels dwell. 

One sin. unslain, wittiin my breast-, 
Would make that Heaven as dark as hell. 

The prisoner, sent to breathe fresh air, 
And bless'd with liberty again. 

Would mourn, were he oondeinn'd to wear 
One link of all his former chain. 

But, oh ! no foe invades the bliss, 
When glory crowns the Christian's head; 

One view of Jesus as he is 
Will strike all ain for ever dead. 



LVIL THE NEW CONVERT. 

The new-bom child of gospel grace. 
Like some fair tree when summer's nigh. 

Beneath Emmanuel's shining face 
Lifts up his blooming branch on liigh. 

No fears he feels, he sees no foes. 
No conflict yet his faith employs, 

Nur has he learnt to whom he owes 
The strength and peace bis soul enjoys. 

But sin soon darts its cruel sting. 
And comforts sinking dar by day : 

What seem'd his own, a self-fed spring,. 
Proves but a brook that glides away. 

When Gideon arm'd his numerous host. 
The Lord soon made his numbers less ; 

And said, "Lest Israel vainly boast, t 
' My arm procured me this success.' " 

Thus will he bring our spirits down. 
And draw our ebbing comforts low. 

That, saved by grace, but not our own, 
Wc imiy nut claim the praise we owe. 



LVIIL TRUE AND FALSE COMFORTS. 

O God, whose favourable eye 

The sin-sick soul revives. 
Holy and heavenly is the Joy 

Thy shining presence gives. 

Not such as hypocrites suppose^ 

Who with a graceless nenrt 
Taste not of thee, but drink a dose. 

Prepared by Satan's art. 

Intoxicating Joys are theirs. 
Who, while they boast their light, 

iLnd seem to soar above the stars, 
Are plunging into night. 

Lull'd in a soft and fatal sleep. 

They sin, and yet rejoice ; 
Were they indeed the Saviour's sheep, 

W ould they not hear his voice ? 

Bo mine the comforts that reclaim 
The soul from Satan's power ; 

That make me blush for what I am„ 
And hate my sin the more. 
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Tls Joy enough, my All in All, 
At thy dear feet to lie ; 
Then wilt not let me lower foil, 
And none can higher fly. 



LIX. A LlVmO AND A DEAD FAITH. 
Thb Lord receives his highest praise 

From humble minds and hearts sincere; 
While all the loud professor says 

Offends the righteous Judge's ear. 

To walk as children of the day. 
To mark the precepts' holy light, 

To wage the warfare, watch, and pray. 
Show who are pleasing in his sight. 

Not words alone it cost the Lord, 
To purchase pardon for his own ; 

Nor will a soul, bv grace restored. 
Return the Saviour words alone. 

With golden bells, the priestly vest. 
And rich pomegranates border'd round,* 

The need of holiness expressed. 
And call'd for fruit, as well as sound. 

Easy, indeed, it were to reach 
A mansion in the courts above. 

If swelling words and fluent speech 
Might serve, instead of faith and love. 

Bnt none shall gain the blissful place. 

Or God's unclouded glory see. 
Who talks of free and sovereign grace. 

Unless that grace has made nim free I 



LX. ABUSE OF THE GOSPEL. 

Too many, Lord, abuse thy grace, 

In this licentious day; 
And wliile they boast they see thy face, 

They turn their own way. 

Thy book displays a gracious light 

that can the blind restore ; 
But these are dazzled by the sight. 

And blinded still the more. 

The pardon, such presume upon. 

They do not beg, but steal ; 
And when they plead it at thy throne. 

Oh ! Where's the Spirit's seal ? 

Was it for this, ye lawless tribe. 

The dear Bedeemer bled ? 
Is this the grace the saints imbibe 

From Christ the living head ? 

Ah, Lord, we know thy chosen few 

Are fed with heavenly fare ; 
Bnt these, the wretched husks they chew 

Proclaim them what they are. 

The liberty our hearts implore 

Is not to live In sin ; 
Bnt still to wait at wisdom's door 

Till mercy calls us in. 

LXI. THB NABBOW WAY. 

What thousands never knew the road 
What thousands hate it when 'tis known 1 

None but the chosen tribes of God 
Will seek or choose it for their own. 

A thousand ways in ruin end. 
One, only, leads to Joys on liigh ; 

But that my willing steps ascend. 
Pleased with a Journey to the sky. 

No more I ask, or hope to And, 

Delight or happiness below ; 
Sorrow may well possess the mind 

Tbatteetu where thorns and thistles grow. 



The Joy that fades is not for me, 
I seek immortal Joys above : 

There glory without end shall be 
The bright reward of faith and love. 

Cleave to the world, ye sordid worms, 
Contented lick your native dust. 

But God shall flght with all his storms 
Against the idol of your trust. 



LXn. DEPENDENCE. 

To keep the lamp alive. 
With oU we flU the bowl ; 
*Tis water makes the willow thrive, 
And grace that feeds the souL 

The Lord's unsparing hand 

Supplies the living soream ; 

It is not at our own command. 

But still derived from him. 

Beware of Peter's word,t 
Nor confidently say. 
" I never will deny thee. Lord,** 
But, " Grant I never may !" 

Man's wisdom is to seek 
His strength in God alone : 
And e'en an angel would be weak. 
Who trusted m his own. 

Betreat beneath his wings. 
And in his grace confide ; 
This more exults the King of kings^ 
Tlian all your wwks beside. 

In Jesus is our store, 
Grace issues from his throne ; 
Whoever says, *' I want no more,** 
Confesses he has none. 



LXm. NOT OF WOBKS. 

Graob triumphant on the throne. 
Scorns a rivsJ, reigns alone ; 
Come and bow beneath its sway. 
Cast your idol works away. 
Works of man, when made his plea, 
Never shall accepted be; 
Fruits of pride (vain-i^orious wonn!| 
Are the best he can periorm. 

Self, the god his soul adores, 
Infiuenees all his powers : 
Jesus is a slighted name. 
Self-advancement all his aim: 
Bnt when God the Judge shall come. 
To pronounce the final doom. 
Then for rocks and hills to hide, 
All his worlu and all his pride ! 

Still the boasting heart replies. 
What ! the worthy and the wise. 
Friends to temperance and peace. 
Have not these a righteousness? 
Banish every vain pretence. 
Built on human excellence ; 
Perish every thing in man, 
Bnt the grace that never can. 



LXIV. PBAISE FOB FAITH. 

Of all the gifts thine hand bestows. 

Thou Giver of all good ! 
Not heaven itself a richer knows 

Than my Bedeemer's blood. 

Faith too, the blood-receiving grace. 
From the same hand we gain ; 

El!*e, sweetly as it suits our ease, 
That gift had been in vain. 



* Exodtu xxrtiL 88. 



t Matthew xxx\.^ 
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Till thoa thy teaching power apply, 

Oar hearts refuse to see. 
And weak, as a distemper d eye, 

Shat oat the view of thee. 

Blind to the merits of thy Son, 

What misery we endure ! 
Yet fly that hand from which aloue 

We could expect a cure. 

We praise thee, and would praise thee more, 

To thee oar all we owe ; 
The precious Saviour, and the power 

That malLCS him precious too. 



LXV. GRACE AND PROVIDENCE. 

Almiohtt King! whose wondrous hand 
Supports the weight of sea and land, 
Whose grace is such a boundless store, 
Ho heart shall break that sighs for more. 

Thy providence supplies my food. 
And 'tis thy blessing makes it good ; 
My soul Is noorish'd by thv word. 
Let soul and body praise tne Lord. 

My streams of outward comfort came 
From him who built this earthly frame : 
lYhate'er 1 want his bounty gives. 
By whom my soul for ever lives. 

Either his hand preserves from pain. 

Or, if I feel it, heals again ; 

From Satan's malice shields my breast, 

Or overrules it for the best. 

■• 

Forgive 'the song that falls so low 
Beneath the gratitude I owe ! 
It means thy praise, however poor; 
An angel's song can do no more. 



LXVL I WILL PRAISE THE LORD AT ALL 

TIMES. 

WnrrER has a Jov for me, 
While the Saviour's charms I read. 

Lowly, meek, from blemish free, 
In the snowdrop's pensive head. 

Spring returns, and brings along 

Life-invigorating suns; 
Hark ! the turtle's plaintive song 

Seems to speak hu dying groans ! 

Summer has a thousand charms. 

All expressive of his worth : 
*Tis his sun that lights and warms. 

His the air that cools the earth. 

What ! has Autumn left to say 

Nothing of a Saviour's grace? 
Yes, the beams of milder day 

Tell me of his smiling face. 

Light appears with early dawn. 
While the sun makes haste to rise ; 

See his bleeding beauties drawn 
On the blushes of the skies.^ 

Evening with a silent pace. 

Slowly moving in the west. 
Shows an emblem of his grace, 

Points to an eternal rest. 



LXYIL LONGlNa TO BE WITH CHRIST. 

To Jesus, the Crown of my hope. 
My soul is in haste to be gone : 

bear me, ye cherubim, up. 

And waft me away to his throne ! 

My Saviour, whom absent I love, 
iVhom, not having seen, I adore; 

Whose name is exalted above 
All glory, dominion, and power; 

Dissolve thou these bonds, that detain 
My soul from her portion In tbt* 

Ah ! strike otl this adamant chain. 
And make me eternally free. 

When that happy era begins. 
When array'a In thy glories I shine. 

Nor grieve any more dv my sins. 
The bosom on which 1 recline: 

Oh, then shall the veil be removed. 
And round me thy brightness be ponr'd; 

1 shall meet him whom absent I loved. 
I shall see whom unseen 1 adored. 

And then, never more shall the fears. 

The trials, temptations, and wues. 
Which darken this valley of tears. 

Intrude on my blissful repose. 

Or, if yet remember'd above. 
Remembrance no sadness shall raise ; 

They will be but new signs of thy love. 
New themes for my wonder and praise. 

Thus the strokes which from sin and pain 

Shall set me eternally free. 
Will but strengthen and rivet the chain 

Which binds me, my Saviour, to thee. 



LXVIII. LIGHT SHINING OUT OP 
DARKNESS. 

God moves in a mysterious way i 

His wonders to perform : 
He plants his footsteps in the sea. 

And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill. 
He treasures up his bright designs. 

And works his sovereign will. 

Ye fearfnl saints, fresh courage take. 
The clouds ye so much dread 

Are big with mere}*, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble ^ense, 

But trust him for his grace : 
Behind a frowning providence 

He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast. 

Unfolding every hour: 
The bud may have a bitter taste. 

But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err,* 

And scan his work in vniu : 
God is his own interpreter. 

And he will make It plain. 



* JohnxiU.7. 



THE DIVERTmG HTSTORY OF JOHN GILPIN ; 

SHOWING HOW HE WENT FAETHER THAN HE INTENDED, AND 

CAME SAFE HOME AGAIN. 



John Gilpin was a citizen 

Of credit and renown, 
A trainband captain eke was he. 

Of famous London town. 

Jolm Gilpin's spouse said to her dear, 

"Though bedded we have been 
These twice ten tedious years, yek'we 

No holiday have seen. 

" To-morrow is our wed£tlng-4ay. 

And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton, 

All in a chaise and pair. 

''My sister and my sister's chUd, 

Myself and children three. 
Will All the chaise, so ^o« most ride. 

On horseback after we." 

lie soon replied, " I do admire 

Of womankind but one, 
And you are she, my dearest dear,: 

Iherefore it shall be done. 

" I am a linendraper bold. 

As all the world doth enow, 
And my good friend the calender 

wm lend his horse to go.** 

Qaoth Mrs. Gilpin, "That's well said; 

And for that wine Is dear. 
We will be fnmish'd with oar own. 

Which is both bright and clear." 

John Gilpin klss'd his loving wife ; 

O'erjoy'd was he to find. 
That, though on pleasure she was bent. 

She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaise was brought. 

But yet was not allow'd 
Tu drive up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was stay'd. 

Where they did all get in. 
Six precious souls, and all agog 

To dash through thic^ and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the, wheels, 

Were never folk so glad. 
The stones did rattle underneath 

As if Chcapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse's side 

Seized fast the flowing mane. 
And up he got in haste to ride. 

But soon came down again ; 

For saddle-tree scarce reach'd had he, 

His Journey to begin. 
When, tnrning round his head, he saw 

Three customers come in. 

So down he came ; for loss of time. 

Although it grieved him sore. 
Yet loss of pence, tall well he knew 
Would trouble htm much more. 



'Twas long before the castomem 

Were suited to their mind. 
When Betty screaming came down stairs, 

*' The wine is left behind!" 

" Good lack!" quoth he,— "yet bring it me. 

My leathern belt likewise. 
In which I bear my trosty sword 

When I do exercise.'* 

Now mistress Gilpin, careful soull 

Had two stone bottles found. 
To hold the liquor that she. lovad, ■ 

And keep it safe and soimd. 

Each bottle Jbad a curling ear. 
Through Which the belt he drew* 

And hung a bottle on each side 
To make his bahuice true. 

Then over all, that he might be 

Equipp'd from top to toe, 
His long red cloak, well brosh'd and neat. 

He manfully did throw. 

Now see him mounted once again 

Upon his nimble steed. 
Full slowly pacing o'er the stones 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well-shod feet. 
The snorting beast began to trot, 

Which gall'd him inlils seat. 

*' So, fair and softly." John he cried. 

But John he cried in vain ; 
That trot became a gallop soon, 

In spite of curb and rein. ' 

So Htooping down as needs he must 

Who cannot sit upright, 
lie grasp'd the mane with both hl& hands. 

And eke with all his might. 

Ills horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before. 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought. 

Away went hat and wig, 
He little dreamt when he set out, 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 

Like streamer long and gay, 
Till loop and button failing both, 

At last it flew cway. 

Tlien might all people well discern 

The bottles he had slung, 
A bottle swinging at each side. 

As hath been said or sung. 

Tlie dogs did bark, the children scrcam'd. 

Up flew the windows all. 
And every soul cried out "Well done!" 

As loud a& lie couXCl Y> vvi\. 
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Away went Gilpin- who but he? 

His fame soon spread around,— 
He carries weight ! he rides a race! 

Tis for a thousand pound I 

And still a« fait as he drew near, 

'Twas wonderful to view 
How in a trice the turnpike men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now as he went bowing dowE 

His reeking head full low. 
The bottles twain behind his back 

Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road 

Moat piteous to be seen. 
Which made his horse's flanks to sm(»e 

As they had basted been. 

But still he seem'd to carry weight. 

With leathern girdle braced, 
For all might see the bottle necks 

Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 

These gambles he did Play, 
Until! he came unto the Wixsn. 

Of £dmonton so gay. 

And there he threw the wash about 

On both sides of the way. 
Just like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 

From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wondering much 

To see bow he did ride. 

** Stop, stop, John Gilpin !~Here*s the house !' 

They all at once did cry; 
*♦ The dinner waits, and we are tired*. 

Said Gllphi— '• So am 1 !" 

But yet his horse was not a whit 

Inclined to tarry there ; 
For why ?— his owner had a house 

Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew 

Shot by an archer strong ; 
So did he flywwhlch brings mo to 

The middle of my song. 

Away went Gilpin, out of breath. 

And sore against his will. 
Till at his friend the calender's 

His horse at last stood still. 

The calender amazed to see 

His neighbour in such trim 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 

And thus accosted him: 

**What news ? what news ? vour tidings tell. 

Tell me you must and shall— 
Say why bareheaded yon ara come. 

Or why you come at all V" 

Kow Gilpin had a pleasant wit. 

And loved a tlmely'joke. 
And thus unto the calender 

In merry guise he spoke : 

** I came because your horse would come*. 

And if I well forbode. 
My hat and wig will soon be hsre, 

They are upon the road." 

The calender, right glad to find 

His friend hi merry pin. 
Returned him not a single word. 

But to the house went in ; 

Whence straight he came with hat and wig, 
A wig that flowed behind, 



A hat not much the worse for wear. 
Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up, and In his turn 

Thus show'd his ready wit, 
** My head is twice as big a» yours. 

They therefore needs must fit. 

" But let me scrape the dirt away 

That hangs upon your face : 
And stop and eat, for well you may 

Be in a hungry case." 

Said John, " It is my wedding-day. 
And all the world would stare. 

If wife should dine at Edmonton, 
And I should dbie at Ware." 

So turning to his horse, he said, 

" I am in haste to dine, 
Twas fur your pleasure you came here. 

You shall go back for mine." 

Ah, luckless speech, and bootless boast I 

For which he paid foil dear. 
For while he spake a braying ass 

Did sing most loud and clear; 

Whereat his horse did snort, as he 

Had heard a lion roar. 
And gallop'd off with all his might. 

As he had done before. 

Away went OUpin, and away 

Went GUpin^ hut and wig: 
He lost them sooner than at first, 

For why ?— they were too big. 

Now mistress Gilpin, when she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the coimtry far away, 

She pull'd out half-a-crown ; 

And thus unto the youth she said, 

That drove them to the Bell, 
" This shall be yours when you bring back 

My husband safe and weu." 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 

John coming back amain. 
Whom In a trice he tried to stop 

By catching at his rein ; 




frlghtet 
And made liim faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went postboy at his heels. 
The postboy's horse right glad to miss 

The lumbering of- the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road 

Thus seeing Gilpin fiy. 
With postboy scampering In the rear, 

They raised the hue and cry :— 

"Stop thief! stop thief I— a highwayman!" 

Not one of them was mute : 
And all and each that pass d that way 

Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 

Flew open in short space. 
The tollmen thinking as before 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did and won it too, 

For he got first to town. 
Nor stopped till where he had got up 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing, long llvethe king. 

And Gilpin long live he : 
And when he next doth ride abroad, 

May I be there to .see ! 
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•Sweet solitude, and tcene of my repose! 
This mstic sight assuaaes aU my woes— 
That crib contains the Lord, whom I adore ; 
And earth's a shade that I parsne no more. 
Tie is my firm support, my rock, my tower, 
I dwell secnro beneath his sheltering power. 
And hold this mean retreat for ever dear 
For all I love, my soul's dellffht is here. 
•I see tho Almighty swathed In infant's bands. 
Tied helpless down the thunder-bearer's hands ! 
And, In this shed, that mystery discern. 
Which faith and love, ana they alone, can learn. 

Ye tempests, spare the sfombers of your 
Lord! 
Te zephyrs, all your whispered sweets afford ! 
Confess the God, that guides the rolling year; 
Heaven, do him homage; and thou, earth, re- 
vere! 
Ye shepherds, monarchs, sases, hither bring 
Your hearts an offering, ana adore your King ! 
Pure be those hearts, and rich in faith and 

love; 
Join, in his praise, the harmonious world above: 
To Bethlehem haste, rejoi' e in his repose. 
And praise him there for all that he liestows! 

Man, busy man, alas ! can ill afford 
To obey the summons, and attend the Lord ; 
Perverted reason revels and runs wild. 
By glittering shows of pomp and wealth be- 
guiled : 
And blind to genuine excellence and grace, 
Finds not her author in so mean a place. 
Ye upbelieving! learn a wiser part. 
Distrust your erring sense, and search your 

heart; 
There soon ye shall perceive a kindling flame 
Glow for that infant God, from whom It came ; 
Resist not, quench not, that divine desire. 
Melt all your adamant in heavenly flre! 

Not so will I requite thee, gentle love ! 
Yielding and soft this heart shall ever prove : 
And every heart beneath thy power should fall, 
Glad to submit, could mine contain them alL 
But I am poor, oblation I have none. 
None for a Saviour, but himself alone : 
Whate'er I render thee, from thee it came : 
And, if I give my body to the flame. 
My patience, love, and energy divine 
Of heart, and soul, and spirit, all arc thlno. 
Ah, vain attempt to expunge the mighty score. 
The more I pay, I owe thee still the more. 

Upon my meanness, poverty, and guile. 
The trophy of thy glory shall be built ; 
My self-disdain shall be the unshaken base. 
And my defonnity its fairest grace : 
For destitute of gooil, and rich in ill. 
Must be my state and my description still. 

And do I grieve at sncn an humbling lot ? 
Kav. bnt I cherish and enjoy the thought- 
Tain pageantry, and pomp of earth, adieu ! 
I have no wish, no memory for you ; • 

The more I feel my misery, 1 adore 
The sacred inmate of my soul the more ; 
Rich in his love, I feel my noblest pride 
Spring from the sense of having nought beside. 

In thee I find wealth, comfort, virtue, might; 
My wanderings prove thy wisdom intluite 
All that I have I give thee ; and then see 
Ail contrarieties unite in thee ; 
For thou hast Join'd them, taking up our woe, 
And pouring out thy bliss on wormH Ixtlow, 
By fllling with thy grace and love divine 
A gulf of evil in this heart of miao. 
This is, indeed, to bid the valleys rise, 
And the hills sink— 'tis matching earth and 

skies ; 
I feel my weakness, thank thee and deplore 
An aching heart, that throbs to thank thee 

more 
The more I love thee, I the more reprove 
A soul so lifeless, and so slow to love; 
Tin. on a deluge of thy mercy toss'd, 
I plunge into that sea. and there am lost. 



GOD NEIT 



KNOWN NOR LOVED BY 
"~ WORLD. 

Yl Unuets, let vi trj^ beneath this grove. 
Which shall be loudest in our Maker's praise ! 
In quest of some forlorn retreat I rove, 
For all the world is blind, and wanders from his 
ways. 

TbatGod alone should prop the sinking soul. 
Fill them with rage against his empire now : 
I traverse earth in vaJn from pole to pole, 
To seek one simple heart, set free from all 
below. 

They speak of love, yet little fee! its sway. 
While in their bosom many an idol lurks ; 
Their base desires, well satisfied, obey, 
Leave the Creator's hand, and lean upon his 
works. 

'TIs therefore I can dwell with man no more ; 
Your fellowship, ye warblers! suits me best: 
Pure love has lost its price, though prized of 

yore, 
Profaned by modem tongues, and slighted as a 

Jest. 

My God, who form'd yon for his praise alone. 
Beholds his purpose well fulflU'dln you; 
Come, let us join the choir before his throne. 
Partaking in his praise with spirits Just and 
true. 

Yes, I will always love : and, as I ought. 
Tune to the praise of love my ceaseless voice ; 
Preferring love too vast for human thought. 
In spite of erring men, who cavil at my choice. 

Why have I not a thousand thousand hearts. 
Lord of my soul! that they might all be thine ? 
If thou approve— the zeal thy smile Imparts, 
How should it ever fail ! can such a fire decline ? 

Love, pure and holy, is a deathless flre ;' 
Its objects heavenly, it must ever blaze: 
Eternal love a God must needs inspire. 
When once he wins the heart, and fits It for 
his praise. 

Self-love dismiss'd— 'tis then we live indeed— 
In her embrace, death, only death is found: 
Come, then, one noble effort, and succeed. 
Cast off the chain of self with which thy soul 1& 
bound. 

Oh ! I could cry, that all the world migh t hear, 
Ye self tormentors, love your God alone ; 
Let his unequall'd excellence be dear. 
Dear to your Inmost souls, and make him all 
your own I 

They hear me not— alas! how fond to rove 
In endless chase of folly's specious lure ! 
'TIs here alone, beneath this shady grove, 
I taste the sweets of truth— here only am 
secure. 



THE SWALLOW. 

I AM fond of the swallow— I learn from her 

flight, 
Hnd I skill to Improve it, a lesson of love : 
Huw seldom on earth do we see her alight! 
She dwells in the skies, she is ever above. 

It is on the wing that she takes her repose. 
Suspended and poised In the regions of air, 
'Tis not in our fields that her sustenance grows. 
It is wing'd like herself— 'tis ethereal fare. 

She comes in the spring, all the summer she 

stays, 
And, dreading the cold, still follows the sun- 
So. true to our love, we should covet his rays. 
And the place where he shines not immediately 

shun. 

\ 
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Oar light should be love, and osr nourishment 

prayer ; 
It Is dangerons food that we find npon earth ; 
The fruit of this world is beset with a snare, 
In itself it is hnrtf ul, as vile in its Mrth 

Tis rarely, if ever, she settles below. 

And only when bnildlng a nest for her yonng ; 

Were it not for her brood, she would never be- 

A thought upon anything filthy as dun j. 

Let us leave it ourselves Otis a mortal abode), 
To bask every moment in Infinite love ; 
Let us fly the dark winter, and follow the rond 
That leads to the dayspring appearing above. 

THE TKIUMPH OF HEAVENLY LOVE 
DESIRED. 

Ah ! reign, wherever man is found I 
My spouse, beloved and divine ! 

Then I am rich, and I abonnd, 
When every human heart is thine. 

A thousand sorrows pierce my soul. 
To think that all are not thuie own: 

Ah ! be adored from pole to pole ; 
Where is thy zeal? arise; be known ! 

All hearts are cold. In every place, 
Yet earthly good with warmth pursue; 

Dissolve them with a flash of grace, 
Thaw these of ice, and give us new ! 



A FIGURATIVE DESCRIPTION OF THE 
PROCEDURE OF DIVINE LOVE 

IK BRINGING A SOUL TO THK POINT OF 8SLF-rK- ! A 
NTNCIATION AKD AB80LCTE ACQUIESCEMC£. 

'TwAd my purpose, on a day, 

To embark, and sail away. 

As I climb'd the vessel's side. 

Love was sporting in the tide ; 

" Come," he said,—" ascend— make haste, 

Launch into the boundless waste." • 

Manv mariners were there, 
Having each his separate care ; 
They that row'd us held their eyes 
FixM upon the starry skies ; 
Others steered, or turn'd the sails, 
To receive the shifting gales. 

S'- Love, with power divine supplied. 
Suddenly my courage tried ; 
In a moment it was night. 
Ship and skies were out of sight; 
On the briny wave I lay. 
Floating rushes all my stay. 

Did 1 with resentment bum 
At this unexpected turn ? 
Did I wish myself on shore, 
Never to forsake it more ? 
No—'' My soul," I cried, " be still; 
If I must be lost, I wiU.^' 

Next he hastened to convey 
Both my frail supports away : 
Seized my rnshes ; bade the waves 
Yawn Into a thousand graves ; 
Down I went and sunk as lead. 
Ocean closing o'er my head. 

Still, however, life was safe ; 
And I saw him turn and laugh : 
" Friend," he cried, " adieu ! lie low. 
While the wintry storms shall blow ; 
When the spring has calm'd the main. 
You shall rise and float again." 

s 

Soon I saw him, with dismay. 
Spread his plumes, and soar away; 
2fow I mark his rapid flight ; 
How he leaves my aching sight ; 



He is gon ' whom I adore, 
Tis in vain to seek him more. 

How I trembled then and fear*d. 
When my love had disappeared 1 
" Wilt thou leave me thus," I cried, 
" Whelm'd beneath the roUlRS tide!** 
Vain attempt to reach hl» earl 
Love was gone, and would not bear. 

Ah! return, and love me still; 

See me subject to thy will ; 

Frown with wrath, or smile with grr.ce. 

Only let mo see thy face I 

Evil I have none to fear. 

All is good if thou ar( near. 

Yet he leaves me, cruel fate I 
Leaves me in my lost estate- 
Have I snn'd ? Oh, say wherein ; 
Tell me, and forgive my sin ! 
King, and Lord, whom I adore. 
Shall I see thy face no more ? 

Be not angry; I resign. 

Henceforth all my will to thine; 

I consent that thou depart. 

Though thine absence breaks my heart; 

Go then, and for ever too : 

All is right that thou wUt do. 

This was just what Love intended? 
He was now no more offended ; 
Soon as I became a child. 
Love retum'd to me and smiled: 
Never strife shall more betide 
*Twixt the bridegroom and his bride. 



CHILD OF GOD LONGING TO SEE BI 
BELOVED. 

Thkbe's not an echo round me, 

But I am glad should learn. 
How pure a fire has f ennd me. 

The love with which I bum. 
For none attends with pleasure 

To what I woaid reveal ; 
They slight me out of measure, 

And laugh at all I feeL 

The rocks receive less proudly 

Tlie story of mv flame ; 
When I approacn, they loudly 

Reverberate his name. 
I speak to them of sadness. 

And comforts at a stand ; 
They bid me look for gladness. 

And better days at hand. 

Far from all habitation, 

I heard a happy sound ; 
Big with the consolation. 

That I have often found. 
I said, " My lot is sorrow. 

My grief has no alloy ;" 
The rocks replied—" To-morro(W, 

To-morrow brings thee Joy." 

These sweet and sacred tidings 

What bliss it is to hear! 
For, spite of all my chidings. 

My weakness and my fear, 
No sooner I receive them. 

Than I forget my pain, 
And, happy to believe them, 

I love as much again. 

I fly to scenes romantic. 

Where never men resort ; 
For in an age so frantic 

Impiety is sport 
For riot and confusion 

They barter things above, 
Condemning, as delusion, 

Tl\e Joy of perfect love. 
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US 



In this seqaester'd comer, 

None hear what I express; 
Deliver'd from the scomer. 

What peace do I possess I 
Beneath the boaehs recUidag; 

Or roving o'er the wild, 
I live as ondesigning 

And harmless as a cliild. 

No troubles here surprise m«, 

I innocently play, 
While Providence supplies me^ 

And guards me all the day: 
M V dear and kind defender 

Preserves me safely here. 
From men of pomp and splendour. 

Who fill a child with fear. 



ASPIEATIONS OF THE SOUL AFTER 
OOD. 

Ht Spouse ! in whose pre ence I live. 

Sole object of all my desires, 
WIio know^st what a flame I conceive, 

And canst easily double its fires! 
How pleasant Is all that I meet ! 

From fear of adversity free, 
I find even sorrow made sweet ; 

Because 'tis assigned me by thee. 

Transported I see thee display 

Thy riches and glory divine ; 
I have only my life to repay. 

Take what I would gladly realgiL. 
Thy will is the treasure I seek. 

For thou art as faithful as strong ; 
There let me, obedient and meek. 

Repose myself all the day long. 

My spirit and faculties fall: 

Oh, finish what love has begun! 
Destroy what is sinful and frail. 

And dwell in the soul thou hast won I 
Dear theme of my wonder and praise, 

I cry, who Is worthy as thou? 
. I can only be silent and gaze! 

'Tis all that is left to me now. 

Oh, glory in which I am lost, 

Too deep for the plummet of thought; 
On an ocean of Deity toss'd, 

I am swallowed, I sink into nought. 
Yet, lost and absorbed as I seem, 

I chant to the praise of my King : 
And, ibouflrh overwhelmed by the theme. 

Am happy whenever I sing. 



GRATITUDE AND LOVE TO GOD. 

All are indebted much to thee. 

But I far more than all. 
From many a deadly snare set free, 

And raised from many a fall. 
Overwhelm me, from above. 
Daily, with thy boundless love. 

What bonds of gratitude I feel 

No language can declare; 
Beneath the oppressive weight I reel, 

'TU more than I can bear: 
When siiall I that blessing prove. 
To return thee love for love ? 

Spirit of charity, dispense 

Thy grace to every heart ; 
Expel all other spirits thence. 

Drive self from every part ; 
Charity divine, draw nigh. 
Break the chains in which we lie ! 

All selfish souls, whatever they feign. 

Have still a slavish lot ; 
They boast of liberty in vain. 

Of love, and.feel it not. 



He whose bosom glows with thee, 
Ho, and he alMM, is free. 

Oil olessedness, nil bliss abeve. 
When thy pure fires prevail I 

Love only teaches what is love : 
All ether lessons fail:. 

We learn its name, but not its pofW«n, 

Experience only makes it oars. 



HAPPY SOLITUDE-UNHAPPY MEN. 

My heart is easv, and my burden light; 

1 smile, though sad, when thou art in my 

sight: 
Tlic more my woes in secret I deplore, 
I taste thy goodness, and 1 love thee more. 

There, while a solemn stillness reigns around. 
Faith, love, and hope within my soul abound ; 
And, while the world suppose me lost in care. 
The joys of angels, unpercelved, I share. 

Thy creatures wrong thee, O thou sovereign 

good! 
Thou art not loved, because not understood ; 
This grieves me most that vain pursuits be> 

guile 
Ungrateful men, regardless of thy smile. 

Frail beauty and false honour are adored; 
While Thee they scorn, and trifle with Thy 

Word: 
Pass, unconcem'd, a Saviour's sorrows by ; 
And hunt their ruin with a zeal to die. 



LIVING WATER. 

The fountain in its source. 
No drought of summer fears ; 

Till*, farther it pursues its course. 
The nobler it appears. 

But shallow cisterns yield 

A scanty short supply ; 
The morning sees them amply flll'd. 

At evening they are dry. 

TRUTH AND DIVINE LOVE ;REJECTED 
BY THE WORLD. 

O LOVE, of pure and heavenly birtb ! 
O simple truth, scarce known on earth ! 
Whom men resist with stubborn wlll;« 
And, more perverse and daring still. 
Smother and quench, with reasonings vain. 
While errbr and deception reign. 

Whence comes it, that, your power the same 
As His on high from whence you came, 
Ye rarely find a listening ear. 
Or heart that makes you welcome here ?- 
Because ye bring reproach and pain. 
Where'er ye visit, in your train. 

The world is proud, and cannot bear 
The scorn and calumny ye share ; 
The praise of men the mark they mean. 
They fly the; place where ye are seen; 
Pure love, with scandal in the rear, 
•Suits not the vain; it costs too dear. 

Then, let the price be what it may. 
Though poor, 1 am prepared to pay ; 
Come shame, com^ sorrow ; spite of tears* 
Weakness, and heart-oppressing fears ; 
One soul, ^t least shall not repine. 
To give you room ; coue, reign in mine 1 

DIVINE JUSTICE AMIABLE. 

Thou hast no lightnings, O thou Just ! 

Or I their force should know ; 
And, if thou strike me Into duat^ 

My 60u\ a^^T w^% \3Dka\Jtfy« , 
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The heart, that yalnes less its ease 

Than it adores thy ways, 
In thine avenging anger sees 

A subject oiits praise. 

Pleased I conld lie. conceaFd and lost. 

In shades of central night ; 
Hot to avoid thy wrath thou know'st, 

Bat lest I grieve thy sight. 

Smite me, O thon, whom I provoke ! 

And I will love thee still: 
The well deserved and righteous stroke 

Shall please me, though it kilL 

Am I not worthy to sustain 
The worst thou canst devise ; 

And dare I seek thy throne again, 
And meet thy sacred eyes ? 

Far from afflicting, thou art kind ; 

And, in my saddest hours. 
An unction of thy grace I find. 

Pervading all my powers. 

Alas! thou spar'st me yet again : 
And, when thy wrath should move. 

Too gentle to endure my pain. 
Thou sootb'st me with thy love. 

I hove no punishment to fear; 

But, ah f that smile from thee 
Imparts a pang far more severe 

Than woe itself would be. 



THE SOUL THAT LOVES GOD FINDS HIM 
EVEBTWHEBE. 

THOU, by long experience tried, 
Near whom no grief can long abide ; 
My love ! how full of sweet content 

1 pass my years of banishment! 

All scenes alike engaging prove 
To souls Impress'd with sacred love ! 
Where'er they dwell, they dwell in thee; 
In heaven, in earth, or on the sea. 

To me remains nor place nor time : 
My country is in every clime ; 
I can be calm and free from care 
On any sb»re, since God is there. 

While place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds happiness in none ; 
But, with a God to guide our way, 
'Tis equal Joy to go or stay. 

Could I be cast where thou art not, 
That were indeed a dreadful lut ; 
But regions none remote I call. 
Secure of finding God in ulL 

My country. Lord, art thon alone ; 
l^ur other can I claim or own ; 
The point where all my wishes meet; 
My law, my love, life's only sweet! 

I hold by nothing here below; 

Appoint my Journey and I go ; 

Though pierced by scorn, oppress' A ray pride, 

I feel thee good— feel nought beside. 

No frowns of men can hurtful prove 
To souls on fire with heavenly love ; 
Though men and devils both condemni 
Ho gloomy days arise from them. 

Ah, then! to his embrace repair; 
My soul, thou art no stranger there, 
27fere Jove divine shall be thy guard, 
And peace and safety tby reward. 



THE TESTIMOirr OF DIVIDE ADOPTION 

Uow happy are the new-bom race. 
Partakers of adopting grace ! 

How pure the bliss they share ! 
Hid from the world and all its eyes. 
Within their heart the blessing lies. 

And conscience feels it there. 

The moment we believe, 'tis ours ; 
And if we love with all our powers 

The Ged from whom it came ; 
And if we serve with hearts sincere, 
*Tis still discernible and clear. 

An undisputed claim. 

But, ah ! if foul and wilful sin 
Stain and dishonour us within. 

Farewell the Joy We knew ; 
Again the slaves of nature's sway. 
In labyrinths of our own we struj-, 

Without a guide or clue. 

The chaste and pure, who fear to grieve 
The gracious Spirit they receive. 

His work distinctly trace ; 
And. strong in nndissembling love. 
Boldly assert and clearly prove 

Their hearts his dwelling-place. 

Oh, messenger of dear delight. 
Whose voice dispels the deepest night. 

Sweet peace-proclaiming Dove ! 
With thee at hand, to sooine oar pains. 
No wish unsatisfied remains. 

No task bnt that of love. 

'Tis love unites what sin divides ; 
The centre, where all bliss resides ; 

Tb which the soul once brought, 
Bedining on the first great cause, 
From his abounding sweetness draws 

Peace passing human thought. 

Sorrow foregoes its nature there. 
And life assumes a tranquil air. 

Divested of its woes; 
There sovereign goodness soothes the breast. 
Till then incapable of rest. 

In sacred, sure repose. 



DIVINE LOVE ENDUBES NO BIVAL. 

LovB is the Lord whom I obey. 
Whose will transported I perform : 
The centre of my rest, my stav, 
Love's ail in all to me, myself a worm. 

For uncreated charms I bum, 

Oppress'd by slavish fear no more. 

For One in whom I may discern. 

E'en when he frowns, a sweetness I adore. 

He little loves him who complains. 
And finds him rigorous and severe: 
His heart is sordid, and he feigns. 
Though loud in boasting of u kouI sincere. 

I/)ve causes grief, but 'tis to move 
And stimulate the slumbering mind ; 
And he has never tasted love 
Who shuns a plan so graciously design'd. 

Sweet Is the cross, above all sweets. 
To souls enamour'd with thy smiles ; 
The keenest woe life ever meets. 
Love strips of all its terrors, and beguilet, 

'TIS Just that God should not be dear 
Where self engrosses all the thought. 
And groans and murmurs make it clear. 
Whatever else is loved, the Lord is not. 

The love of thee flows Just as much 
As that of ebbing self subsides ; 
Our hearts, their scantiness is such. 
Bear uol tYi« coufktex ot vno T\N«\.\\dft&. 



TRANSLATIONS FROM THE FRENCH OF MADAMK MOTHE OUION. 

^oth cannot govern in one soni ; 

Ulicn let self-ToTe be dispossess'il : 

The love of God deserves the whole. 

And wUl not dwell with so despised a gnett 
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SELF-DIFFIDENCE. 

SonscE of love, and light of day. 
Tear me from myself away : 
Every view and thoogbt of mine 
Cast into the mould ot thine ; 
Teach, O teach this falthlesa heart 
A consistent constant part ; 
Or. if it must live to grow 
More rebellious, break it now t 

Is It thus that I reqnite 
Grace and goodness inflnltc? 
Every trace of every boon 
Canceird and erased so soon ! 
Can I grieve thee, whom I love ; 
Thee, in whom I live and move ? 
If my sorrow touch thee still, 
iSave me from so great an ill I 

Oh ! the oppressive, irksome weight. 
Felt in an uncertain state ; 
Comfort, peace, and rest, ndien, 
Should I prove at last utitrne I 
Still I choose thee, follow still 
Every notice of thy will ; 
But, unstable, strangely weak. 
Still let slip the good I seelc. 

Self-conflding wretch, I thought 
I could serve thee as I ungiit. 
Win thee, and deserve to feel 
All the love thou canst reveal : 
Trusting self, a bruised reed. 
Is to be deceived indeed : 
Save me from this harm and loss, 
Lest my gold turn all to dross. 

Self is earthly— faith alono 
Makes an unseen world our own ; 
Faith relinquish'd, how we roam, 
Feel our way, and leave our home ? 
Spurious gems our hopes entice. 
While we scorn the pearl of price ; 
And, preferring servants' pay. 
Cast tne children's bread away. 

THE ACQUIESCENCE OF PUKE LOVE. 

LovK ! If thy destined sacrifice am I. 
Come, slay thv victim, and prepare f liy Arc* ; 
Plunged into thy depths of mercy, let me die 
Tlie dfeath which every soul that lives desires. 

I watch my hours, and see them flee away : 
The time is long that I have ]an;,niiMird here; 
Yet all my thoughts thy purposes obey. 
With no reluctance, clieerf ul and sincere. 

To me 'tis eqnal, whether love ordain 
My life or death, appoint nic pnin or ease; 
My sonI perceives no rent ili in pain ; 
In ease or health no real good she sees. 

One good she covets, and that good alono. 
To choose tliy will, from selfish bias free ; 
And to prefer a cottage to a tlirone. 
And grief to comfort, if it pleasosi tlicc. 

That wo should bear the cross is tliy command. 
])ie to the world and live to self no nioro : 
Suffer, nnmoved, beneatii the mdost linnd. 
As pleased when shipwreck'd us v^'hcu ;sufc on 
shore. 

REPOSE IN GOD. 

Blest! who, far from nli mnnkind 
This world's shadows left behind. 
Henrs from heaven a gentle strnin 
Whispering }o%'e. and Joves again. 



Blest 1 who. free from self-esteem. 
Dives into the Great supreme. 
All desire beside discards, 
Joys inferior none regards. 



Blest ! who in thy bosom seeks 
Rest that nothing earthly breaks. 
Dead to self and worldly things. 
Lost in thee, thou King of kings! 

Ye that know my secret Are, 
Lof tly speak and soon retire ; 
Favour my divine repose. 
Spare the sleep a God bestows. 



GLORY TO GOD ALONE. 

Oh loved ! hnt not enough— though dearer far 
Then self and its most loved enjoyments are; 
None duly loves thee, but nobly free 
From sensual objects, finds his all in thee. 

Glory of God ! thou stranger here below. 
Whom man nor knows, nor feels a wish tc 

know ; 
Our faith and reason are both shock'd to find 
Man in the post of honour— Thee behind. 

Reason exclaims-" Let every creature fall. 
Ashamed, abased, before the Lord of all ;" 
And faith, o'erwhelm'd with such a dazzling 

blaze. 
Feebly describes the beauty she surveys. 

Yet man, dim-sighted man, and rash as blind. 
Deaf to the dictates of his better mind. 
In frantic competition dares the skies, 
And claims precedence of the Only wise. 

Oh, lost in vanity, till once self-known ! 
Nothing is great, or good, but God alone; 
When thou shalt stand before his awful face. 
Then, at the last, ihy pride shall know his place 

Glorious. Almighty, First, and without end ! 
When wilt thou melt the mountains and descends 
When wiit thou shoot abroad thy conquering 

rays, 
And teach these atoms, thou hast made, thy 

praise? 

Thy glory is the sweetest heaven I feel ; 
And, if I seek it with too fierce a zeal, 
Tiiy love, triumphant o'er a sclflsli will. 
Taught me the passion, and inspires it still. 

My reason, all my faculties, unite. 
To make tliy glory their supreme delight: 
Forbid it, fountain of my brightest days. 
That I should rob thee, and usurp thy praise I 

My soul ! rest happy in thy low estate. 
Nor hope, nor wish, to be esteem'd or great, 
To take the impression of a will divine. 
Be that thy glory, and those riches thine. 

Confess him righteous In his Just decrees. 
Love what he loves, and let his pleasure please; 
Die daily : from the touch of sin recede ; 
Then tbou hast crown'd him, and he reigns 
indeed. 



SELF-LOVE AND TRUTH INCOMPATIBLE. 

From thorny wilds a monster came. 
That flll'd my soul with fear an i shame ; 
Tlie birds, forgetful of their mirth, 
Droop'd at the sight, and fell to earth ; 
When thus a sage address'd mine car. 
Himself unconscious of a fear : 

"Whence all this terror and suprlse. 
Distracted looks and streaming eyes? 
Far from the world and its affairs, 
The Joy it boasts, the pain it sluires» 
Surrender, without guile or art. 
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The savage form, so fear*d before, 
Shall scare yoar trembling soal no more ; 
Por, loathsome as the sight may be, 
*Tls bat the love of self you see. 
Pix all your love on Uod alone. 
Choose but his wlU, and hate yoar own .* 
No fear shall in yoar path be found. 
The dreary waste shall bloom around. 
And you, throngh all your happy dnys. 
Shall bless his name, and sing his pnUui>e." 

Oh lovely solltade, how sweet 
The silence of this calm retreat ! 
Here truth, the fair whom 1 parsue. 
Gives all her beauty to my view; 
The simple, unadorned display 
Charms every pain and fear away. 
O Trnth, whom millions proudly slight; 
O Truth, my treasure and delight ; 
Accept this tribute to thy name. 
And this poor heart from which it came I 

IRE LOVE OP GOD THE END OF LITE, 

Since life in sorrow must be spent, 
So be it~I am well content. 
And meekly wait my last remove, 
Seeking only growth in love. 

No bliss I seek, but to fulfil 
In life, in death, thy lovely will ; 
No succours in my woes I want. 
Save what thou art pleased to grant. 

Our days are numbered, let as spore 
Our anxious hearts a needless care : 
Tis thine to number out oar days; 
Ours to give them to thy praise. 

Love is oar only business here. 
Love, simple, constant, and sincere; 
O blessed days thy servants see. 
Spent, O Lord ! in ideasing thee ! 



XOVE PAITHPUL IN THE ABSENCE OF 
THE BELOVED. 

I»r vain ye woo me to your harmless Joys, . 

Ye pleasant bowers, remote from strife and 

Tour shades, the witnesses of many a vow. 
Breathed forth in happier days, are Irksome 

now; 
Denied that smile 'twas once my heayen to see. 
Such, scenes, sach pleasures, are all past with 

me. 

In vain he leaves me, I shall love him still : 
And, though I mourn, not murmur at his will ; 
I have no cause— an object all divine, 
3f ight well grow weary of a soul like mine ; 
Yet pity me, great God I forlorn, alone, 
fieartless and hopeless, life and love all gone. 



LOVE PURE AND FERVENT. 

Jealous, and with love overflowing, 
God demands a fervent heart; 

Orace and bounty still bestowing, 
Calls us to a grateful part. 

Ob, then, with supreme affection 

His paternal will regard I 
If it cost us some dejection. 

Every sigh has its reward. 

Perfect love has power to soften 
Cares that might our peace destroy. 

Nay, does more— transforms them often. 
Changing sorrow into Joy. 

Sovereign Love appoints the measure, 

And the number of our pains ; 
And Is pleased when we find pleasure 
Ja the tiiaJs he ordAina. 



THE ENTIRE SURRENDER. 

Peace has unveil'd her smiling face. 
And wooes thy soul to her embrace, 
Enjoy'd with ease, if thou refrain 
From earthly love, else sought in vain : 
She dwells with all who truth prefer. 
But seeks not them who seek not her. 

Yield to the Lord, with simple heart. 
All that thou hast, and all thou art : 
Renounce all strength bat sti*ength divine; 
And peace shall bo for ever thine : 
Behold the path which I have trod, 
My path till I go home to God. 



THE PERFECT SACRIFICE. 

I PLACE an offering at thy shrine, 
From taint and blemish clear. 

Simple and pare in its design. 
Of all that I hold dear. 

I yield thee back thy gifts again, 
Thy gifts which most I prize ; 

Desirous only to retain 
The notice of thine eyes. 

But if, by thine adored decree, 
That blessing be denied ; 

Reslgn'd, and unreluctant, see 
My every wish subside. 

Thy will in all things I approve, 

Exalted or cast down; 
Thy will In every state I love. 

And even in thy frown. 



GOD HIDES HIS PEOPLE. 

To lay the soul that loves him low. 

Becomes the Only-wise : 
To hide beneath a veil of woe, 

The children of the skies. 

Man, though a worm, would yet be great; 

Though feeble, would seem strong, 
Assumes an independent state, 

By sacrilege and wrung. 

Strange the reverse, which, once abased. 
The naughty creature proves! 

He feels his soul a barren waste, 
Nor dares afllrms he loves. 

Scom'd by the thoughtless and the vain. 

To God ne presses near ; 
Superior to the world's ^<«1ain, 

And happy in its sneer. 

Oh, welcome, in his heart he says, 

Humility and shame ! 
Farewell the wish for human praise. 

The music of a name ! 

But will not scandal mar the good 

That I might else perform ? 
And can Qoa work it, if he would, 

By so despised a worm ? 

Ah, vainly anxious!— leave the Lord 

To rule thee, and dispose; 
Sweet is the mandate of his word, 

And gracious all he does. 

He draws from hnman littleness 

His grandeur and renown : 
And generous hearts with Joy confess 

Tiie triumph all his own. 

Down, then, with self-exalting thoughts, 

Thy faith and hope employ. 
To welcome all that he allots. 
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No loneer, then, thou wilt encroacli 

On ms eternal right : 
And he sball smile at thv approach. 

And make thee his delight. 



THE SECRETS OP DIVINB LOVS ARE TO 
BE KEPT. 

Sun ! stay thy coarse, this moment stay— 

Snspend the o'erflowintf tide of day, 

Divulge not such a love as mine, 

Ah ! hide the mystery divine 

Lest man, who deems my glory shame, 

Should learn the secret of my flame. 

night ! propltions to mv views, 
Thy sable awning wide diffuse: 
Conceal alike my Joy and pain. 
Nor draw thy curtain back again, 
Though morning, by the tears she sbowa^ 
Seems to participate my woes. 

Te stars ! whose faint and feeble fires 

Express my languishing desires. 

Whose slender beams pervade the skiM, 

As silent as my secret sighs, 

Those emanations uf a soul, 

That darts her fires beyond the Pole; 

Your rays, that scarce assist the sight. 
That pierce, but not displace the night; 
That shines indeed, but nothing shew 
Of 'all those various scenes below, 
Bring no disturbance, rather prove 
Incentives to a saored love. 

Thou moon! whose never-falling eovne 

Bespeaks a providential force, 

Qo, tell the tidings of my flame 

To Him who calls the stars by name ; 

Whose absence kills, whose presence dieers ; 

Who blots, or brightens, all my years. 

While, in the blue abyss of space. 
Thine ^'rb performs its rapid race ; 
Still whisper in his Ustening ears 
The language of my sighs and tears ; 
Tell him, 1 seek him, far below, 
Lost in a wilderness of woe. 

Ye thought-composing, silent hours. 
Diffusing peace o'er all my powers; 
Friends of the pensive, who conceal. 
In darkest shades, the flames I feel ; 
To you I trust, and safely may. 
The love that wastes my strength away. 

In sylvan scenes and caverns rude. 

1 taste the sweets of solitude, 
Retired indeed, but not alone, 

I share them with a sponse unknown. 
Who hides me here from envious eyes. 
From all intrusion and surprise 

Imbowering shades and dens profound ! 
Where echo rolls the voice around ; 
Mountains ! whose elevated heads 
A moist and misty veil overspreads ; 
Disclose a solitary bride 
To him I love— to none beside. 

Ye riUs, that murmuring all the way, 
Among the polish'd pebbles stray : 
Creep silently along the ground, 
Ticst, drawn by that harmonious sound, 
^ome wanderer, whom I would not meet. 
Should stumble on my loved retreat 

Enamelled meads, and hillocks green, 
And streams that water all the scene, 
Ye torrents, loud in distant ears. 
Ye fountains, that receive my tears. 
Ah I still conceal, with caution due, 
A charge I trust with none but you! 



If, when my pain and grief increase 
I sec in to enjoy the sweetest peace. 
It is because I find so fair 
The charming object of my care. 
That I can sport and pleasure make 
Of torment, suSer'd for his sake. 

Ye meads and groves, unconscious things I 
Yti know not whence my pleasure springs, 
Yc know not, and ye cannot know, 
Tlie source from wliich my sorrows flow; 
Tlie dear sole cause of all I feel,— 
lie knows and understands them welL 

Ye deserts, where the wild beasts rove 
Scenes sacred to ray hoars of love ; 
Ye forests In whose shades I stray, 
Benightea under burning day ; 
Ah I nt^sper not how blest am I, 
Nor while I live, nor when I die. 

Ye lambs, who sport beneath these shades. 

And bound along the mossy glades ; 

Be taught a salutary fear. 

And cease to bleat when I am near; 

The wolf may hear your harmless cry, 

Whom ye should dread as much as L 

How Qslm, amid these scenes, my mind , 

How perfect is the peace I find 1 

Oh hush, be still, my every part, 

My tongue, my pulse, my beating heart t 

Tliat love, aspiring to its cause. 

May saffer not a moment's pause. 

Ye swift-flnn'd nations, that abide 
In seas, as fathomless as wide ; 
And, unsuspicious of a snare. 
Pursue at large year pleasures there ; 
Poor sportive fools 1 how soon does man 
Your heedless Ignorance trepan. 

Away; dive deep into the brine. 
Where never yet sunk plummet Unfl; 
Trust me. the vast leviathan 
Is merciful, compared with man; 
Avoid his arts, forsake the beacli, 
And never play within his reach. 

My soul her bondage ill endures ; 

1 pant for liberty like yours ; 

I long for that immense profound, 

TIiAt knows no bottom and no boondt 

Lost in infinity, to prove 

The incomprenensible of love. 

Ye birds, that lessen as ye fly. 
And vanish in the distant sky ; 
To whom yon airy waste belongs, 
Resounding with your cheerful s(Migs ; 
Haste to escape from human sight; 
Fear less the vulture and the lute. 

How blest and how secure am I, 
When, quitting earth, I soar on high ; 
When lost, like you I disappear, 
And float in a snbllmer sphere ; 
Whence falling, within human vi^w, 
I am ensnared and caught like yon I 

Omniscient God, whose notice deigns. 
To try the heart and search the reins. 
Compassionate the numerous woes, 
I dare not, e'en to thee, disclose ; 
O save me from the cruel h mds 
Of men who fear not thy commands I 

Love, allHsubduing and divine. 
Care for a creature truly thine ; 
Reign in a heart, disposed to own 
No sovereign but thyself alone; 
(Cherish a bride who cannot rove. 
Nor q.\i\t\.Yi«felOT «i\Bft«B«jtVw^\ 
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THE VICISSITUDES EXPERIENCED IN 
THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

I suFFEB fruitless anguish day by day^ 
Each moment, as it passes, marlu my pain ; 
Scarce knowing whither, doubtfully 1 stray. 
And see no end of all that I sustain. 

The more I strive the more I am withstood ; 
Anxiety increasing every hour. 
My spirit finds no rest, performs no good, 
A nought remains of all my former power. 

My peace of heart is fled, I know not where ; 
My nappy hours, like shadows, passed away; 
Their sweet remembrance doubles all my care ; 
Night darker seems, succeeding such a day. 

Dear faded joys and Impotent regret. 
What profit is there in Incessant tears ? 
Oh thou, whom, once beheld, we ne'er forget, 
lieveal thy love, and banish all my fears ! 

Alas ! he flies me— treats me as his foe. 
Views not my sorrows, hears not when I plead ; 
Woe snch as mine, despised, neglected woe, 
Unless it shortens life, is vain indeed. 

Pierced with a thousand wounds, I yet survive ; 
My pangs are keen, but no complaint transpires 
And, while in terrors of thy wrath I live. 
Hell seems to lose its less tremendous fires. 

Has hell a pain I would not gladly bear. 
So thy severe displeasure might subside ? 
Hopless of ease, I seem already there. 
My life extingnish'd, and yet death denied. 

Is this the Joy so promised— this the love. 
The unchanging love, so sworn In better days ? 
Ah! dangerous glories! shewn me, but to 

Jjrove 
ovely thou, and I how rash to gaze. 

Why did I see them ? had I still remained 
Untaught, still ignorant how fair thou art, 
My humbler wishes I had soon obtained. 
Nor known the torments of a doubting heart. 

Deprived of all, yet feeling no desires. 
Whence then, I cry, the pangs that I sustain ? 
Dubious and nninform'd, mv soul enquires. 
Ought she to cherish or shaxo off her pain ? 

Suffering, I suffer not— sincerely love. 
Yet feel no touch of that enlivening flame ; 
As chance inclines me, unconcem'd I move, 
All times, and all events, to me the same. 

I search my heart, and not a wish is there 
But burns with zeal that hated self may fall ; 
Such is the sad disquietude I share, 
A sea of doubts, and self the source of all. 

I ask not life, nor do I wish to die ; 
And, if thine hand accomplish not my cure, 
I would not purchase with a single sigh 
A free discharge from all that I endure. 

I groan In chains, yet want not a release : 
Am sick, and know not the dlstemper'd part ; 
Am Just as void of purpose as of peace ; 
Have neither plan, nor fear, nor hope, nor 
heart. 

May claim to life, though sought with earnest 

care, 
No light within me, or without me, shews ; 
Once I had faith, but now, in self despair 
Find my chief cordial and my best repose. 

My soul is a forgotten thing; she sinks. 
Sinks and Is lost, without a wish to rise ; 
Feels an indifference she abhors, and thinks 
Her name erased for ever from the skies. 

Language affords not my distress a name,~ 
Tet it is real and no sickly dream ; 
Tis Jove inflicts Jt ; though to feel that flame 
la all I know ofhappioidaa sopreme. 



When love departs, a chaos wide and vast. 
And dark as hell, is open'd in the soul; 
When love returns, the gloomy scene is past. 
No tempests shake her, and no fears controL 

Then tell me why these ages of delay ? 
Oh love, all-excellent, once more appear ; 
Disperse the shades, and snatch me Into day. 
From this abyss of night, these floods of fear ! 

No— love is angry, will not now endure 

A sigh of mine, or suffer a complaint : 

He smites me, wounds me, and withholds the 

care! 
Exhausts my powers, and leaves me sick and 

faint 

He wounds, and hides the hand that gave the 

blow; 
He flies, he re-appears, and wounds again— 
Was ever heart that loved thee treated so? 
Yet I adore thee, though it seem in vain. 

And wilt thou leave me, whom, when lost and 

bUnd, 
Thou didst distlngush and vouchsafe to choose, 
Before thy laws were written in my mind. 
While yet the world had all my .thoughts and 

views? 

Now leave mo, when, enaraonr*d of thv laws, 
I make thy glory my supreme delight ? 
Now blot me from thy register, and cause 
A faithful soul to peruh from thy sight ? 

What can have caused the change which I de- 
plore ? 
Is it to prove me, if my heart be true ? 
Permit me then, while prostrate I adore. 
To draw, and place its picture in thy view. 

'Tls thine without reserve, most simply thine ; 
So given to thee, that it is not my own ; 
A willing captive of thy grace divine ; 
And loves, and seeks thee, for thyself alone. 

Pain cannot move it, danger cannot scare ; 
Pleasure and wealth, in its esteem, are dust; 
It loves thee, e'en when least inclined to spare 
Its tenderest feelings, and avows thee Just. 

Tis all thine own ; my spirit is so too. 
An undivided offering at thy shrine ; 
It seeks thy glory with no dopble view. 
Thy glory, with no secret bent to mine. 

Love, holy love ! and art thou not severe. 
To slight me, thus devoted, and thus flx'd? 
Mine is an everlasting ardour, clear 
From all self-bias, generous and unmlx'd. 

But I am silent, seeing what I see— 
And fear, with cause, that I am self-deceived, 
No, e'en my faith is from suspicion free. 
And that 1 love seems not to oe believed. 

Live thou, and reign for ever, glorious Lord ! 
My last, least offering I present thee now— 
Renounce me, leave me, and be still adored I 
Slay me, my God, and I applaud the blow. 

WATCHING UNTO GOD IN THE NIGHT 
SEASON. 

Slrkp at last has fled these eyes, 
Nor do I regret his flight. 
More alert my spirits rise. 
And my heart is free and light. 

Nature silent all around. 
Not a single witness near : 
God as soon as sought is found ; 
And the flame of love bums clear. 

Interruption, all day long. 
Checks the current of my Joys; 
Creatures press me with a throng, 
Aii& peTvUx. mfi with their noise. 
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Undlstarb 'd I miue«U nigh, 
On the first Eternal Fair; 
Nothing there obstracts delight. 
Love Is renoyated there. 

Life, with its perpetual stir, 
Proves a foe to love and me ; 
Fresh entanglements occur— 
Comes the mght, and sets me free. 

Nevermore, sweet sleep, suspend 
My enjoyments, always new : 
Leave me to possess my friend: 
Other eyes and hearts subdue. 

Hush the world, that I may wake 
To the Uste of pure delights ; 
Oh the pleasures I partake— 
God, the partner of my nights ! 

David, for the selfsame cause. 
Night preferred to busy day; 
Hearts whom heavenly beautr draws. 
Wish the glaring sun away. 

Sleep, self-lovers. Is for yon- 
Souls that love celestial know 
Fairer scenes by night can \\ow 
Than the sun could ever sho>Y. 



ON THE SAME. 

Season of my purest pleasure, 

Sealer of onserving eyes ! 
When, In larger, freer measure, 

I can commune with the skies; 
TVhile, beneath thy shade extended, 

Weary man forgets his woes, 
I, my daily trouble ended, 

Fhid, In watching, my repose. 

Silence all around prevailing, 

Nature hush'd in slumber sweet. 
No rude noise mhie ears assailing. 

Now my Ood and I can meet: 
Universal nature slumbers: 

And my soul partakes the calm. 
Breathes her ardour out In numbers, 

Plaintive song or lofty psalm. 

Now my passion, pure and holy. 

Shines and bums without restraint; 
Which the day's fatigue and folly 

Caused to languish, dim and faint : 
Charming hours of relaxation ! 

How I dread the ascending sun! 
Surely, idle conversation 

Is an evil matched by none. 

Worldly prate and babble hurt me : 

Unintelligible prove ; 
Neither teach me nor divert me ; 

I have ears for none but love. 
Me they rude esteem, and foolisih, 

Hearing my absurd replies ; 
I have neither art's fine polish, 

Nor the knowledge of the wise. 

Simple souls, and unpolluted 

By conversing with the great. 
Have a mind and taste ill suited 

To their dignity and state ; 
All their talking, reading, writing. 

Are but talents misapplied: 
Infants' prattle I delight In, 

Nothing human choose beside, 

'Tls the secret fear of sinning 

Checks my tongue, or I should say, 
When I see the night beginning, 

I am glad of parting day ; 
Love this gentle admonition 

Whispers soft within my breast : 
" Choice befits not thy condition. 

Acquiescence suits thee best." 



Henceforth, the repose and pleasure 

Night affords me I resign ; 
And thy will shall be the measure. 

Wisdom infinite I of mine: 
Wishing Is but Inclination 

Quarrellhig with thy decrees ; 
'\!yP''**'^ nature finds the occasion— 

'Tls her folly and disease. 

Night, with Its sublime enjoyments. 

Now no longer would I choose: 
Nor the day, with its employments, 

Irksome as they seem, refuse : 
Lessons of a Ooifs Inspiring 

Neither time nor place Impedes : 
From our wishing and desiring 

Our unhapplness proceeds. 



ON THE SAME. 

Night! how 1 love thy silent shades. 

My spirits they compose ; 
The bliss of heaven my soul pervades, 

in spite of all my woes. 

While sleep Instils her poppy dews 

In every slumbering eye, 
I watch to meditate and muse. 

In blest tranquillity. 

And when I feel a God Immense 

FamlUarly Impart, 
With every proof he can dispense. 

His favour to my heart ; 

My native meanness I lament. 

Though most divinely fill'd 
With all the Ineffable content 

That Deity can yield. 

His purpose and his course he keeps. 

Treads all my reasonings down ; 
Commands me out of nature's deeos. 

And hides me In his own. 

When In the dust, its proper place. 

Our pride of heart we lay ; 
'Tis then a deluge of his grace 

Bears all our sins away. 

Thou whom I serve, and whose I am. 
Whose Infiuence from on high 

Iteflnes, and still refines my flame. 
And makes my fetters fiy ; 

How wretched is the creature's state 
Who thwarts thy gracious power ; 

Crnsh'd under sitf s enormous weight. 
Increasing every hour! 

The night, when pass'd entire with thee. 

How luminous and clear! 
Then sleep has no delights for me. 

Lest thou sbonld'st disappear. 

My Saviour! occupy me still 

In this secure recess ; 
Let reason slumber If she will, 
• My joy shall not be less. 

Let reason slumber out the night: 

But if thou deign to make 
My soul the abode of truth and light. 

Ah, keep my heart awake! 



THE JOY OF THE CROSS. 

Long plunged In sorrow, I resign 
My soul to that dear hand of thine, 

TV ithout reserve or fear ; 
^at hand Shall wipe my streaming eyes: 
Orlnto smiles of glad surprise 

Transform the falling tear. 

My sole possession is thy love ; 

lu earth beneath,, or lieaveu. e.UQ^^ 
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I hare no other store ; 
And, though with fenrent suit I pray. 
And importune thee night and day, 

I ask thee nothing more. 

My rapid hours pursue the course 
Trescribed them by love's sweetest force, 

And I thy soyerelgn will. 
Without a wish to escape my doom ; 
Tbouffh still a sufferer Irom the womb. 

And doomed to suffer stllL 

V.y thy command, where'er I stray, 
Sorrow attends me all my way, 

A never-failing friend ; 
And4 if my sufferings may angmtnt 
Thy praise, behold me well contentr- 

Let sorrow still attend I 

I* cost me no regret, that she. 

\\ tio followed Christ, should follow me, 

And though, where'er she goes, ■ 
Tliorns spring spontaneous at her feet, 
1 love her. and extract a sweet 

From all my bitter woes. 

Adieu I ye vain delights of earth. 
Insipid sports, and childish mirth^ 

[ taste no sweets in yon : 
Unknown delights are in the cross. 
All Joy beside to me is dross ; 

And Jesus thoni^ so toa 

The cross ! Oh, ravishment and UIi88«- 
How grateful e'en its anguish is : 

Its bitterness how sweet! 
There every sense, and all the silDd» 
In all her faculties refined. 

Tastes happiness oomideta. 

8onls once enabled to disdain 
Base sublunary Joys, malntittn . 

Their dignity seeore ; 
The fever of desire is pass'd. 
And love has all its genuine taste. 

Is delicate and pure. 



Self-love no grace in sorrow bc«o. 
Consults her own peculiar ease : 

'Us all the bliss she knows; 
Bat nobler aims true Love employ; 
in self-denial is her Joy, 

In suffering her repose. 

Korrow and love go side by side: 
Nor height nor depth can e'er divide 

Their heaven-appointed bands : 
Those dear associates still are one^ 
2s or till the race of life is run 

Disjoin their w«dded hands. 

.T(>«us, avenger of our fan, 
Tliou faithful lover, above all 

The cross has ever borne ! 
oil, tell me,— life is in thy voice— 
11 ow much afflictions were thy choice. 

And sloth and ease thy scorn i 

Tliy choice and mine shaU be thesamei 
Innpirer of that holy flame 

which must for ever Uaze 
To take the cross and follow fliee. 
Where love and duty lead, shall be 

My portion and my praise. 



JOY IN MABTTRDOM. 

SwKKT tenants of this grove t 

Who sing without design, 
A *ong of artless love. 

In unison with mine ; 
These echoing shades return ■ 

Full many a note of ours. 
That wise ones cannot learn, 

^/tft all tbeir boasted powers. 



Othon! whose iMired clMunw 

These hearts so seldom love^ 
Although thy beauty warms 

And blesses all above ; 
How slow are human things. 

To choose their hanpiestiot 1 
All-glorious King of kings. 

Say why we love thee not? 

This heart, that cannot rest,. 

Shall thine for ever prove; 
Though bleeding and distress'd, 

Tet Joyful in th/ love ; 
'Tis happy thonen it breaks 

Beneath thy chastening hand; 
And speechless, yet it speaks, 

What thou canst understand. 



SDCFl^ TRUST. 

Still, still, without ceasing, 

I feel it increasing, 
This fervour of holy desire! 

And often exclaim. 

Let me die in the flam^ 
Of a love that can never expire I 

Had I words to explain 

What she must sustain 
Who dies to the world and its ways; 

How joy and affrieht. 

Distress and delight. 
Alternately chequer her dayac 

Thou, sweetly severe ! 

I would make thee appear. 
In nil thou art pleased to awmrd. 

Not more in the sweet 

Than the bitter I meet 
My tender and merciful Lord. 

Thus faith, in the dark,. 

Pnrsnlng its mark4 
Til rough many sharp trials d lore, 

Th the sorrowful waste 

That is to be pass'd 
Ou the way to the Canaaa above. 



THE NECESSITY OF SELF-ABASEHES^ 

SouRCB Of love, my brighter son, 

'I hou alone my comfort art ; 
Sec, my race is almost run ; 

Hast thou left this trembling heart f 

In my youth thy diamdng eyes 
Drew me from the ways of men ; 

Tlien I drank nnmingled Joys ; 
Frown of tUne saw never then. 

Spouse of Christ was then my name ; 

And, devoted all to thee. 
Strangely Jealous I became. 

Jealous of this self in me. 

Thee to love, and none beside. 
Was my darling, sole employ : 

While alternately I died. 
Now of grief, and now of Joy> 

Throueh the dark and silent nigtit 
On thy radiant smiles I dwelt ; 

And to see the dawning UAt 
Was the keenest pain I felt. 

Thou my gracious teacher wert; 

And thine eye, so close appUeo, 
\Miile it watcb'd thy pnpU's heart, 

Secm'd to look at none beside. 

Conscious of no evil drift. 
This, I cried, is love indeed— 

'Tis the giver, not the gift. 
Whence the Joys I feel proceed. 
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But, soon humbled and laid low, 
Stript of all thoa hast coiiferr'd, 

Nothing left bat sin and woe, 
I perceived how 1 had err'd. 

Oh, the vain conceit of man, 
Dreaming of a good his own. 

Arrogating all he can, 
Tliongh the Lord is good alone ! 

He the graces thon hast wronght 
Makes sobservlent to his pride ; 

Ignorant that one snch thoaght 
Passes All his sin beside. 

Such his folly, proved at last 
B V the loss of that repose. 

Self complacence cannot taste. 
Only love divine bestows. 

"^s by this reproof severe, 
And by this reproof akme, 

His defects at last appear. 
Man is to hiniadf nade known. 

Learn, all earth ! that feeble man. 
Sprung from this tenestrtal clod, 

Nothing Is, and nothing can ; 
Life and power are aU in Ood. 



LOVE INCREASED BY SUFFERING. 

*' I LOVK the lilrd.** is still the strain 

This heart deU^iUs to sing : 
But 1 reply— yoor tlionghts are vain, 

Perhaps 'tis no snch thing. 

Before the power of love divine 

Creation fades away ; 
Till only Ood is seen to shine 

In ailthat we survey. 

In gulfs of awful night we find 

The God of our desires: 
"Tis there he stampa the yielding mind, 

And doubles all its fires. 

Flames of encircling love invest. 
And pierce it sweetly through ; 

-Tis fUlM with sacred Joy, yet pressed 
With sacred sorrow too. 

Ah love ! my heart Is in the right- 
Amidst a uionsand woes. 

To thee, its ever new delight, 
And all its peace it owes. 

Fresh causes of distress occur 

Where'er I look or move : 
The comforts I to ail prefer 

Are solitude and love. 

Nor exile I, nor prison fear: 
Love makes my conrage great ; 

I find a Saviour every where. 
His grace in every state. 

Nor castle walls, nor dungeons deep, 
Exclude his quickening beams : 

There I can sit, and sing, and weep. 
And dwell on heavenly themes. 

There sorrow, for his sake, is found 

A Joy beyond compare : 
There no presumptuous thoughts abound, 

No pride can enter there. 

A Saviour doubles all ir.y Joys, 

And sweetens all my pains. 
His strength in my defence employs. 

Consoles me and sustains. 

I fear no ill, resent no wrong ; 

Nor feel a passion move. 
When malice whets her slanderous tongue « 

Such patience is in love. 



SCENES FAVOURABLE TO MEDITATION. 

Wilds horrid and dark with o'crsliaduwing 
trees. 
Rocks that ivy and briars infold. 
Scenes nature with dread and astonishment 
sees. 
But I with a pleasure untold ; 

Though awfully silent, and shaggy and rndo, 
1 am charm'd with the peace ye afford ; 

Tour shades are a temple where nune will in- 
trude. 
The abode of my lover uid Lord. 

I am sick of thy splendour. O fountain of day, 

And here I am hid from its beams. 
Here safely contemplate a blighter display 

Of the noblest and holiest ofthemes. 

Ye forests, that yield me my sweetest repose, 
Where stillness and solitude reign, 

Toyou I securely and boldly disclose 
The dear angmsh of which I complain. 

Here, sweetly forgetting and wholly forgot 
By the world and its turbulent throng. 

The birds and the streams lend me many a note 
That aids meditation and song. 

Here, wandering, in scenes tliat are sacred to 
night. 

Love wears me and wastes me away. 
And often the sun has spent nuioh of his light 

Ere yet I perceive it is 4ay. 

While a mantle of darkness envelops the 
sphere. 

My sorrows are sadly rehearsed. 
To me the dark hours are all equally dear. 

And tike last is as sweet aa the first. 

Here I and the beasts of the deserts agree, 
Mankind are the wolves that I fear. 

They grudge me my natural right tQ bo free. 
But nobody questions it here. 

Though little is found in this dreary abode 

That appetite wishes to find. 
My spirit is soothed by the presence of Ood, 

And appetite wholly resign'd. 

Ye desolate.scenes, to your solitude led. 

My life I in praises employ. 
And scarce know the source of the tears that 
I shed. 

Proceed they from sorry or Joy. 

There's nothing I seem to have skill to discern, 

I feel out my way in the dark. 
Love reigns in my bosom, 1 constantly bum. 

Yet hardly distinguish the apark. 

I live, yet I seem to myself to be dead. 

Such a riddle is not to be found, 
I am nourish'd without knowing liow I am fed, 

I have nothing, and yet I abound. 

Oh. love! who in darkness art pleased to hide, 

Though dimly, yet surely I see. 
That these contrarieties only reside 

In the soul that is chosen of thee. 

Ah ! send me not back to the race of mankind. 

Perversely by folly beguiled. 
For where, in the crowds I Iiave left, shall I 
find. 

The spirit and heart of a child? 

Here let me, though fix'd in a desert, be free ; 

A little one whom they despise. 
Though lost to the world, if in union with thee, 

Shall be holy, and happy, and iflse. 



TRANSLATMS FROM \TNCEKT BOURNE 



THE GLOWWORM. 

Bf-tprath the hedge, or near the stream, 

A worm is known to stray, 
Tliat shows by night a Incid beam, 

Wliich disappears by day. 

DiApates have been, and still preyail. 
From whence his rays proceed ; 

Some give tliat honoor to bis tail. 
And others to his head. 

Bnt this is sore— the hand of night 

Tliat kindles up the skies. 
Gives him a modicam of light 

Proportioned to his size. 

Perhaps indolgent Nature meant. 

By snch a lamp bestow'd, 
To bid the trareUer, as he went, < 

Be caref ol where he trod : 

Nor cmsh a worm, whose usefol light 

Might serve, however small. 
To show a stumbling stone by night, 

And save him from a falL 

Whatever she meant, this tmth divine 

Is legible and plain, 
*TiR power almighty bids him shine. 

Nor bids him shine in vain. 

Ye prond and wealthy, let this theme 
Teach humbler thoughts to you. 

Since snch a reptile has its gem. 
And boasts its splendour too. 



THE JACKDAW. 

Trbbb is a bird, who, by his coat 
And by the hoarseness of his note. 

Might be supposed a crow: 
A great frequenter of the church. 
Where, bishop-like, he finds a. perch. 

And dormitory too. 

Above the steeple shines a plate. 
That turns and turns, to mdicnre 

From what point blows the wearher. 
Look up— your brains oegin to swhn.— 
*Tis in the clonds— that pleases him. 

He chooses it the rather. 

Fond of the speculative height. 
Thither he wings his airy flight. 

And thence securely sees 
The bnstle and the raree-show. 
That occcupy mankind below. 

Secure and at his ease. 

You think, no doubt, he sits and'mnses 
On future broken bones and braises. 

If he should chance to fall. 
No ; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate, 

Or troubles It at alL 

He sees that this great roundabout. 
The world, with all its motley rout. 

Church, army, physic, law. 
Its customs and its businesses. 
Is no concern at all of his. 

And says— what says he ?— Caw. 



Thrice happy bird ! I too have i 
Much of the vanities of men ; 

And. sick of having seen *em. 
Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pair of wings as thine 

And such a head between "em. 



THE CBICKET. 

LiTTLB inmate, full of mirtb. 
Chirping on my kitchen heartb. 
Wheresoever be thine abode. 
Always harbinger of good. 
Pay me for thy warm retreat 
With a song more soft and sweet & 
In return thou sholt receive 
Such a strain as I can give. 

Thus thy praise shall be expresa'd; 
Inoffensive, welcome guest! 
While the rat is Qn the scout, 
And the mouse with curious snout,. 
With what vermin else infest 
Every dish and spoil the best ; 
Frisking thus before the fire. 
Thou hast all thine heart's desire. 

Thongh in voice and shape they be 
Formed as if akin to thee. 
Thou surpassest, happier far. 
Happiest grasshoppers that are; 
Theirs is but a summer's song. 
Thine endures the winter long, 
Unimpair'd. and shrill, and clear. 
Melody throughout the year. 

Neither night nor dawn of day 
Puts a period to thy play : 
Sing, then— and extend thy span 
Far beyond the date of man. 
Wretched man, whose years are spent 
In repining discontent. 
Lives not, aged though he be. 
Half a s]>an, compared with thee. 



THE PARROT. 

In painted plumes superbly dress*d, 
A native of the gorgeous east, 

By many a billow toss*d ; 
Poll gains at length the British shore* 
Paf c of the captain's precious store, 

A present to his toast. 

Belinda's maids are soon prefcrr'd,. 
To teach him now and tlieu a word. 

As poll can master it ; 
But *tis her own important charge. 
To qualify him more at large. 

And make him qmte a wit. 

Sweet Poll ! his doting mistress cries,, 
Sweet Poll ! the mimic bird repUes,. 

And calls aloud for sack. 
She next instructs him in the kiss; 
'Tis now a little one, like Miss, 

And now a hearty smack. 

At first he aims at what he hears: 
And, listening close with both his etn^ 

Just catches at the sound ; 
But soon articulates aloud, 



TUAKSLATIOKS FBOM VIKCEN'T BOURNE. 
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) tlM amuMement of the crowd, 
tons the neighbours round. 

ikNU old wonian's voice 
loroos talent next employs, 
M»t and gires the lie. 
r he sings, and now is sick, 
sl^, Sasan, come, come qalck, 
Pdl is like to die! 

and her bird! 'tis rare 

with such a well matched pair, 

agaage and the tone, 

aracter in every part 

d with so much grace and art, 

oth in unison. 

tiUdren ilrst begin to spell, 

tnmer out a svllable. 

Ink them tedious creatures ; 

calties soon abate, 

brds are to be taught to prate, 

^omen are the teachers. 



THE THRACIAN. 

iH parents, at his birth, 
1 their babe with many a tear, 
;h undissembled mirth, 
him breathless on his bier. 

ind Rome, with equal scorn, 
5 savages !" exclaim, 
ler they rejoice or mourn, 
ntitledtothename!" 

eanse of this concern 
lis pleasure would tbey trace, 
ey might somewhat learn 
toe savages of Ihrace. 

AL KINDNESS THE PRniARY 
LAW OF NATURE. 

from his Injured lord. In dread 

eath, to Lybia's desert fled, 

lis toilsome flight, and parch'd with 

length a cavern's cool retreat : 
lad ffiven to rest his weary frame, 
at of his kind, a lion came : 
preaching: but the savage din 
murmurs changed— arrived within 
cpressive looks, his lifted paw 
and Implored from him he saw. 
I, through terror at a stand, 
while afford his trembling hand ; 
nrown, at length Inherent found 
lom, and drew it from the wound. 
as wrought : he wiped the sanioas 

id free from pain the lion stood. 
aks the wilds, day by day 
Inmate with the parted prey, 
sins the dole, though unprepared, 
be ground, and with a lion shared, 
live— still lost— sequestered still— 
rd his lords revenge a heavier ill. 
ve home I O might he but repair ! 
e will, though death attends hhn 

i doomed to perish on the sands 

beatre unpitled stands: 

le selfsame lion from his cage 

mr him, famished Into rage. 

: viewing in his purposed prey 

8 healer, pauses on nis way, 

d by remembrance into sweet 

mposure, crouches at his feet 

I astonishment, the assembly gaze : 

ye Romans? Whence your mute 

• 

stnral: nature bade him rend 
the bids talm wgne a friend. 



A M.VNUAI^ 
MOSS Aircnorr than thk abt of pbiktixo, AifX> 

NOT TO as rOLTID IN ANT CATALOGUB. 

Thkkx is a book, which we may call 

(Its excellence is such) 
Alone a library, though small; 

The ladles thumb it much. 

Words none, things numerous it contains: 
And things with wordn cumnnred. 

Who needs be told, that hns his brains. 
Which merits most regard ? 

Ofttimes Its leaves of scarlet hue 

A golden edging boast ; 
And, open'd, it displays to view 

Twelve pages at the most. 

If or name, nor title, stamped behind. 

Adorns its outer part ; 
But aU within 'tis richly lined, 

A magazine of art 

The whitest hands that secret hoard 

Oft visit: and the fair 
Preserve it in their bosom stored, 

As with a miser's care. 

Thence Implements of every size. 

And form'd for various nso 
(They need but to consult their eyesx 

They readily produce. 

The largest and the longest kind 

Possess the foremost page: 
A sort most needed by the blind. 

Or nearly such from age. 

The full charged leaf which next ensues, 

Presents in bright array 
The smaller sort which matrons use. 

Not quite so blind as they. 

The third, the fourth, the flfth supply 

What their occasions ask, 
Who with a more discerning eye 

Perform a nicer task. 

But still with regular decrease. 

From size to size they fall. 
In every leaf grow less and less ; 

The last are least of alL 

Oh ! what a fund of genius, pent 

In narrow space is here ! 
This volume's method and intent 

How luminous and clear ! 

It leaves no reader at a loss 

Or posed, whoever reads : 
No commentator's tedious gloss. 

Nor even Index needs. 

Search Bodley's many thousands o'er : 

No book Is treasured there. 
Nor yet In Oranta's numerous store. 

That may with this compare. 

No!— rival none In either host 

Of this was ever seen. 
Or, that contents could Justly boast. 

So brilliant and so keen. 



AN ENIGMA. 

A NBEDLB, small as small can be. 
In bulk and use surpasses me, 

Nor is my purchase dear : 
For little, and almost for nought 
As many of my kind are bougnt 

As days aie in the year. 

"fet though but little use we boast 
And are produced at little cost. 

The labour Is not light ; 
Nor few artificers It asks. 
All skilful In thehr several tasks, 

Tb fashion us aright 
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COWPER'8 POETICAL WOESLS. 



One fuses metal o*er the fire, 
A second draws it into wire, 

The shears another plies ; 
Who clips in length the brazen thread 
From him who, chaUng every shred, 

Uives all an eqoal size. 

A fifth prepares, exact and ronnd. 

The knob with which it mnst be crown'd; 

His follower makes it fast; 
And with his mallet and his file 
To shape the point, emplojs awhfle 

The seventh and the last. 

I^ow, therefore, (Edlpiu ! declare 
What creature, wonderfal, and rare, 

A process that obtains 
Its purpose with so mnch ado 

At last produces!— tell me true, 
And take me for your pains ! 



SPARROWS SELF-DOMESTICATED IN 
TRINITY COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE. 

None ever shared the social feast, 
Or as an inmate or a gnesk. 
Beneath the celebrated dome 
Where once Sir Isaac had his home. 
Who saw not (and with some delight 
Perhaps he view'd the novel sight) 
How numerous, at the tables there. 
The sparrows beg their daily fare. 
For there, in every nook and cell 
Where such a family may dwell. 
Sure as the vernal season comes 
Their nest they weave In hope of crumbs, 
Which kindly given, may serve with food 
Convenient their nnfeatner*d brood ; 
And oft as with Its sonunons clear, 
The warning bell salutes their ear. 
Sagacious listeners to the sound. 
They flock from all the fields aroood; 
To reach the hospitable hall, 
None more attentive to the calL 
Arrived, the pensionary band. 
Hopping and chirping, close at hand. 
Solicit what they soon receive : 
The sprinkled, menteons donative. 
Thus IS a multitude, though large. 
Supported at a trivial charge! ' 
A single dolt would overpay 
The expenditure of every day. 
And who can grudge so small a grace 
TO suppliants, natives of the place. 



FAMILIARITT DANGJBD0II6. 

As in her ancient mistress* lap 

Hie youthful tabby lay. 
They gave each other many a tap, 

Auke disposed to play. 

But strife ensues. Puss waxes warm. 
And with protruded daws 

Ploughs all the length of Lydia's asm. 
Mere wantonness the 



At once, resentful of the deed, 
Sbe shakes her to the ground 

With many a threat that she shall bleea 
With still a deeper woond. 

But. Lydla. bid thy farrrest: 

It was a venial stroke : 
For she that will with kittens Jest 

Should bear a kitten*8 Joke. 



INVITATION TO THE REDBSEAST. 

SWBBT bird, whom the winter constsataiB— 

And seldom another it cut*- 
To seek a retreat while he reigns 

In the well-shelter'^ dwelluiga of mas, 



Who never can seem to intrude, 
Though in .11 places eqoaily free. 

Come oft as the season Is mde. 

Thou art sure to be welcome to me. 

At sight of the first feeble ray 

That pierces the-clocids octIi«*oa8t. 
To inveigle thee every day 

My windows shall show thee a feast. 
For, taught by experience, I know, 

Thee mindful of benefit long; 
And that, thankful for all I beetows 

Thou wilt pay me with many a- 80iiflr> 

Then, soon as the sweU o< tlie bods 

Bespeaks the renewal of sprlaK, 
Fly hence, if thou wilt to the woods. 

Or where it shall please theeto slnfr. 
And shonldst thou, compell'd by a frost. 

Come again to my window or'door. 
Doubt not an affectionate host. 

Only pay as thou paid'st me before. 

This music must needs be confess'd 

To flow from a fountain above ; 
Else how shonld it work in the breast 

Unchangeable friendship and love ? 
And who on the globe can be found. 

Save your generation and ours, 
That can be delighted by sonndr 

Or boasts any musical powers ? 



STRADA'S NIGHTnraALE. 

The shepherd touched his reed ( Sweet PhHomel 
Essay'd and oft essay'd to eatch the- strain, 

And treasuring, as on her ear they fell. 
The numbers, echo'd note for note again. 

The peevish youth, who ne'er had f<rand before 
A rival of his skill, indignant heard. 

And soon (for various tiras his tnnefal store) 
In loftier tones defied the simple bird. 

Sbe dared the task, and, rising as he rose. 

With all the force that passion gives inaphed, 
Returned the sounds awhile, but in the elose 

Exhausted fell, and at his feet expired. 

Thus strength, not skill prvraiTdk O fltttf 
strife, 

By thee, poor songstress, playfully tegmn 
And, O sad victory^ which cost thy life. 

And he may wish that he had never -weo! 



ODE ON THE DEATH OF A LADT, 



WHO LITKD ONK HUNDRED TKASS. AHD 
HEB BIRTHDAT, 1728. 

ANCIENT dame, how wide and vast 
To a race like ours appears,^ 

Rounded to an orb at laat. 
All thy multitude of years! 

We, the herd of human ktaid. 
Frailer and of feebler powers; 

We, to narrow bounds confined. 
Soon exhaust the sam of ears. 

Death's delicious banquet— wa 
Perish even from the womb. 

Swifter than a shadow dee, 
Nourished but to feed tha 
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Seeds of merciless dfeease* 
Lurk in all that we enjoy: 

Some that waste us by degrees; 
Some that suddenly des&oy. 

And, if life o'erleap the boom 
Common to the sons of men. 

What remains, but that we moarai 
Dream, and dote,.aa<l dilTvl thaa 



TRANSLATFOKH FROM VTKCENT BOUSNB. 
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Fast SB mMM cm w«z and wftne 
Sorrow cooMs; and, while we groan 

Pant with angnish, and complain, 
Half oar years are fled and gone. 

If a few (to few *tl8 gfTtn), 
Llngertaur on this earthfy 8ta«e, 

Creep and bait with steps onerea 
To the period of an age. 

Wherefore live they, hot to see 
Conning, arrogance, and force, 

Slirhts lamented ranch by thee. 
Holding their accnstom'd coarse ! 

Oft was aeen, in ages past. 
All that we with wonder new ; 

Often shall be to the last ; 
Earth produces nothing new. 

Thee we gratnlate, content 
Should propltioaB Heaven design 

Life for ns as calmly spent, 
Ihongh but half the length of thine. 



THE CAUSE WON. 

Two neighbonrs furiously dispute ; 
A fleld-4he subject of the suit. 
Trlrlal the spot, yet such the rage 
With which the combatants engage, 
*Twere hard to tell who corets roost 
Tlie prlze>-at whatsocTer cost. 
The pleadli^ swell Words still snAce 
No single word but has its price. 
Ho term but yields some fair pretenee 
Fnr novel and Increased expense. 

Defendant thus becomes -a name. 
Which he that bore It may disclaim. 
Since both in one description blended. 
Are plalntlils— when the suit la ended. 



THE SILKWORM. 

Itos beams of April, ere it goes, 

A worm, aearce visible, disclose ; 

All winter long content to dwell 

TiM tenant of his native shell 

The same prolific season gives 

The sustenance by which he lives. 

The malberry leaf, a simple store. 

That serves him— till h6 needs no more ! 

For, his dimensions once complete. 

Thenceforth none ever sees him eat ; 

Though till bis growing time be past 

Searce ever is he seen to fast. 

That hour arrived, his work begins. 

He spins and weaves, and weaves and spins ; 

Till circle upon circle, wound 

Careless around him and around. 

Conceals him with a veil, though slight, 

Impervious to the keenest sight. 

Hius self-enclosed, as in a cask. 

At length he finishes his task ; 

And, though a worm when he was lost. 

Or a caterpillar at the most, 

Vfhen next we see him, wings he wears, 

A.nd in papiiio pomp appears ; 

Becomes oviparous ; supplies 

tVith future worms and fature flies 

rhe next ensuing year— and diest 

WTell were it for the world, if ali 

(Vho creep about this earthly ball, 

Thoagh shorter-lived than most he be , 

lYere useful in their kind as he. 



THE INNOCENT THIEF. 

S'OT a flower can be found in the fields. 

Or the spot that we till for our plea^urft, 
From the largest to the lest, but it yielMs, 

The bee never wearied a treasure. 



Scarce any she quits nnexptored 
With a diligence truly exact ; 

Yet, steal what she may for her hoaid 
Leaves evidence none of the fact. 

Her lucrative task she pursues. 
And pilfers with so much address. 

That none of thetr odour they lose. 
Nor charm by their beauqr the lets. 

Not thus inoffensively prejrs. 

The cankerworm, in-dweltiilg toe I 
His voracity not thus allays 

The sparrow, the finch, or the crow. 

The worm most expenstvety fed. 
The pride of the garden devours : 

And birds peck the seed from the bed, 
Still less to be spared than the fiowen. 

But she with such delicate skill 
Her pillage so fits for her use. 

That the chemist in vain with his stiU 
Would labour the like to produce. 

Then grudge not her temperate meala. 
Nor a benefit blame as a theft : 

Since, stole she not all that she steals, 
If either honey nor wax would be left. 



DENNER*S OLD WOBIAN. 

In this mimic form of a matron In^eara, 
How plainly the pencil of Denner appears ! 
The matron herself, in whose old age we see 
Not a trace of decline, what a woikTer is she ! 
No dimness of eye, and no cheek hanging lowt 
No wrinicle, or deep-fsrrow'd frown on the 

brow ! 
Her forehead indeed Is here circled arottnd 
With locks like the ribbon with which they are 

bound; 
While glossy and smooth, and as soft as the 

Of a delicate peach, is tlie down of h er chin ; 
Bat nothing unpleasant, or tad, or severe. 
Or that indicates Ufe in its winter— is here. 
Tet ali is expressed with fidelity due. 
Nor a pimple or freckle oonoeard from the 
view. 
Many fond of new sights, or who cherish a 
taste 
For the labours of art, to the spectacle haste. 
The youths ail agree, that, could old age inspire 
The passion of love, hers would kindle the fire, 
And the matrons with pleasure confess that 

they see 
Ridiculous nothing or hideous In thee. 
Tlie nymphs for themselves scarcely hope a de- 
cline, 
O wonderful woman ! as placid as thine. 
Strange magic of art ! which the youth can 
engage 
To peruse, half-enamourd, the features of age ; 
And force from the virgin a sigh of despair. 
That she when as old shall be eqaally fair! 
How great Is the glory that Denner has gain'd. 
Since Apelles not more for his Venas obtaln'd. 



THE TEARS OF A PAINTER. 

Apklles, hearing that his boy 
Had just explred--his only joy! 
Althongh the sight with anguish tore him. 
Bade place his dear remains before him. 
He seized his brush, his colours spread. 
And—" Oh 1 my child, accept,"— he said, 
*' (Tis all that T can now bestow), 
This tribute of a fatherr's woe !" 
Then, faithful to the twoff'ld.part. 
Both of his feelings and I is art. 
He closed his eyes with tender care, 
And form'd at once a fellow pair. 
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COWPEK'8 POETICAL WOKKS. 



His brow, with amber locks beset, 
And lips he drew not livid yet ; 
And shaded all that he had done 
To a Just image of his son. 

Thus far is well. Bat view again 
The cause of thy paternal pain ! 
Thy melancholy task fulfil ! 
It needs the last last touches stilt 
Agidn his pencil'^s powers he tries. 
For on his lips a smile he spies : 
And still his cheek unfaded shows 
The deepest damask of the rose. 
Then, heedful to the flnish'd whole. 
With fondest eagerness he stole. 
Till scarce himself distinctly knew 
The cherub copied fi:om the true. 

Now, painter, cease ! Thy task is done. 
Ijong lives this image of thy son ; 
Hot short-lived shall thy glory prove 
Or of thy labour or thy love. 

THE MAZE. 

Fbok rlffht to left, and to and fro. 
Caught in a labyrinth you go, 
And turn, and turn, and turn again. 
To solve the mystery, but In vain ; 
Stand still, and breathe, and take from mo 
A clue that soon shall set you free ! 
l^ot Ariadne, If you met her, 
Herself could serve yon with a bettor. 
Tou enter'd easily—find where— 
And make with ease your exit there ! 

NO SORROW PECULIAR TO THE 
SUFFERER. 

The lover. In melodious verses. 
His singular distress rehearses; 
Still closing with a rueful cry. 
** Was ever such a wretch as 1 !" 
Test thousands have endured before 
AH thy distress ; some, huply . more. 
Unnnmber'd Corydons complain. 
And Strephons, of the like disdain ; 
And if thy Chloe be of steel. 
Too deaf to hear, too hard to feel ; 
Not her alone that censure fits. 
Sot thou alone hast lost thy wits. 

THE SNAIL. 

To grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall. 
The snail sticks close, nor fears to fall. 
As if he grew there, house and all 

Together. 



Within that house secure he hides. 
When danger imminent betides 
Of storm, or other harm besides 

Of weather. 

Give but his horns the sliehtest touch. 
His self-collecting power is such. 
He shrinks into bit house, with much 

Displeasure. 

Where'er he dwells, he dwells alone. 
Except himself has chatties none. 
Well satisfied to be his own 

Whole treasure. 

Thus hermlt-IIke, his life he leads, 
Nor partner of his banquet needs. 
And if he meets (me, only feeds 

The faster. 

Who seeks him must be worse than blind, 

gLe and his house are so combined,) 
, finding it, he fails to find 

Its master. 



THE CANTAB. 

With two spurs or one, and no great matter 

which* 
Boots bought, or boots borrow'd, a whip or a 

switch 
Five shillings or less for the hire of his beast. 
Paid part into hand;— you must vralt for the 

rest. 
Thus eqnipt, Academlcus climbs up his horse. 
And out they both sally for better or worse; 
His heart TOid of fear, and as light as a feather; 
And in violent haste to go, not knowing 

whither. 
Through the fields and the towns (see!) be 

scampers along : 
And Is looked at and laughed at by old and by 

young, 
nil, at length overspent, and his aides smear'd 

with blood. 
Down tumbles bis horse, man and aU In the 

mud. 
In a waggon or chaise, shall he finish his route ? 
Oh I scandalous fate I he must do it on foot. 
Young gentlemen, hear!— I am older than 

you; 
The advice that I give I have proved to be 

true; 
Wherever your journey may be, never doubt 

The faster yoo ride, you're the longer about tt. 



SMSUTIONS OF THE LATIN POEMS OF MILTOS. 



TO CHARLIES DEODATL 
i wUb tli7 UndaeiB, to Ibelr d< 



a DerVi WeatNn 



[ born of lorelgn ttet.ya born lor mo, 
ut nv iprlfbtl; frJoiid, nan Ine lo 

«k uiln » toon hli wontod home : 
anient, wtasn Tlunwi wlib Inaiunt tldo 

il nor dnV now my iteu Impel' 

r Cim. and mj lorblddsn cell, 

iU Bl plMUnn la tlioie lleldi Iuto I, 

%■ BMilw bud (U nude doDT. 

^ftrt I n [ftilnn*> Uirenti illTifnlti 

ftHHRWite mr loal irllt ne'er lutaln, 

MnrluhA looC, b* teoWunent, 
Ik lb kuMlta'd. I wlU la'ar refoa 
I annMn* ol tlM lot 1 ebooia. 
llkat, iHM to UwPonttc ihoiw. 
£Sbh bud had HiBBr-d notMof moKt. 
. ku «_wri _« Boner') Ujre, 

HI bat •Boani pralea : 
rttbnaeontnC 



sttaaitonuiUdiartaboftlielewB. 
atar, tbert, oft dapei tbe inrT ilro, 

rkSlu m, ODOonteloiu what iber proro, 
>rale1UMi*rnat,nt, nnknowlnii, lure. 
UHAin'4 ''M'dT vl'ld bigli 
ow Haitn, ffye ber lock! to dr, 
I IM wUde, ud roll ber bifgard ere, 
and ntere, UlUdiaileliUia hit iHoI. 
a, e^n Utier utnjIM iweM nllel, 
» troM bHM ■muted rom awu, 
tttta dla^^t^eia, ra bli biliUI dar: 

Proj, or Argot, llie dire (cene alTonlB, 

in'a lull Umenli ill fulltj lordi. 

1; bat, wben tfAag <Mt me lortb (o 



lajTiltttii troop I oMj o S k i j, 
in of mtldeit Inflaenee. lUdlni bj. 
u divine I ob lookittail mlsbt rmplra 
on blrnnlf, fiown old, wlib yoan 

a I nied on nm-nrnanlDg tje: 
LrtllnsaT«Titartbaillldilhe>klei; 

e an Pelopi, or tbe nillkr road I 



or niDD 1 and all ve, of haui^bty Roma, 
To UrltlBbouDHti bBKnlr't Pi^'m It dne^ 






I cItcUde realm cnu- 



The TirgU innltlttule llut dally meeti. 
HadlaBt wth (Old and beaalf, In tli)' iirooU. 

VUh wblEb Diana illdi Ih; lottf iplrei. 
Fane wa that, waind laiber l» tter doTBi, 
WHb tSliv bent dI iLnlvar-bearbK lore*. 
Veoaa. pnfarrinf PapblBn mnai no more, 
Haau'd beremplre on tbT nobler thora. 
Bat. leK lbe.ilgblleu boj enlorce ray su;, 
I lesTe IhoH bapn wilK wUle ret I maj. 
Ipmortal Uolf Bnall Hcure hit iiBan 



'HRR, whole- refnlEont aLnff and ■uiBi]ii>ns clear 
Mlnerra'a fioct long tline waB wonl to obey. 

to dUli™ all Vuke^^e™ delgna ' 

Or, fun-like, TokaawaiorondpTlnio. 
V'oriby, tor whom some giiddeiiB shi^ultl liave- 
■'e w lUc. oil kneeling to ApoUo'i ion. 
'ominlulon'd toconvvne wllli luily call 

Tbe Eowned Wbei, lioir gncelul wooliliil tboiM 
lo'lDud Cyllenliu aratln Priam'; ball. 
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COWPEB'S POETICAL WORKS 



Oh, oft too ad\rer8e to Minerva's cause ! 
Too often to the muse not less a foe! 
Choose meaner marks, and with more eqnal 

aim 
Pierce oselcss drones, earth's burden and its 

sliame! 

Flow, therefore, tears for him from every eye. 
All ye disciples of the maives weep* 

Assembling all In robes of sable dve. 
Around his bier lament his endless sleep! 

And let complaining elegy rehearse 

In every ichool her sweetest, saddest vers^ 



EL£6Y m. 

OJJ THE DEATH OF THE BISHOP OF 

WINCHESTER. 

SiLKiffTLT I sat, dejected and alone, 

Mnkinff, in thought, the puhlic woes my own, 

^Vlicn first arose the image in my breast 

Of England's saffering's by that scourge, the 

i^st! 
How Death, his funeral torch and scythe in 

hand, 
Entering the lordliest mansions of the land, 
Has laid the gem illumined palace low. 
And lev^'d tribes of nobles at a bl»w, 
I next depl(xred the famed paternal pair. 
Too soon to ashes tnm'd and i mpty air ! 

- The heroes next, whom snatch'a into tlio skies, 
AH Belgia saw, and follow'd with her sighs : 
Bnt thee far most I moum'd, regretted most. 
Winton's chief shepherd, and her wortliicst 

boast ! 
Pour'd out in tears I thus complaining said : 
*' Death, next in power to Him who rules the 

dead! 
Is it not enough that all the woodlands yield 
To thy fell force, and every verdant field : 
That lilies, at one noisome blast of thine. 
And e'en the Cyprian queen's own roses pine : 

- That oaks themselves, although the running 

rill 
Suckle their roots, must wither at thy will ; 
' That all the winged nations, even those 
'Whose heaven -directed flight the future shows. 
And all the beasts that in dark forests strny. 
And ail the herds of Proteus are thy prey ? 
Ah envious! arm'd with powers so unconflncd ! 
Why stain thy hands with blood of baman 

kind? 
Why take delight, with darts that never roam. 
To chase a heaven-bom spirit from her lioiiie V" 
While thus I moum'a, the star of evening 

stood, 
No wnewly risen above the western flood. 
And Phcebus from his morning goal again 
Had reach'd the guifs of the Iberian main. 
I wish'd repose, and, on my conch reclined. 
Took early rest, to night and sleep resign'd : 
When— oh for words to paint what I beheld ! 
I seem'd to wander in a spacious field. 
Where all the champaign glow'd with purple 

light. 
Like that of sunrise on the mountain height ; 
Flowers over all the field, of every hue 
That ever Iris wore, luxuriant grew. 
Jfor Chloris, with whom amorous Zephyrs play. 
E'er dress'd Alcinous' garden half so gay. 
A silver current, like the Tagus. rolld 
O'er golden sands, but sands of purer gold : 
With dewy afars Favonins fann'd the flowers, 
With airs awaken'd under rosy bowers. 
Ruch, poets feign, irradiated slII o'er 
The sun's abode on India's utmost shore. 

While I that splendour, and the mingled shade 
Of fruitful vines, with wonder fix'd. survey'd. 
At once, with looks that beam'd celestial grace. 
The seer of Wlnton stood before my face. 
His snowy vesture's hem descending low. 
^is golden auMMPP^ *^°^* P^^^ ^" onow 
Hew f Allen, t^ ^^Wtre on his brow 




Where'er he trod, a tremulous sweet sound: 
Of gladness shook the flowery scene aroord 
Attendant angels clap their starry wings, 
llie trumpet shakes the sky, ail ether rings; 
Each chants his welcome, folds him to bli 

breaat, 
And thus a sweeter voloe thm all the nat : 
*' Ascend, my son! thy Father's kingdom share! 
My son ! henceforth be freed fnmi every care!" 

So spake the voice, and at Its tender close 
With psaltery's sound the angelic band arose: 
Then night retired, and. chased by dawning day, 
The visionary bliss paas'4 all away. 
I mourn my banlsh'd sleap with fond concern; 
Frequent to me nuiy dreaau like tills retom ! 



KLKOT TV. 

TO HIS TUTOK, THOMAS TOUKO. 
CHAPLADT TO THE KHOLIBH VACTORT AT -UAXBCSO. 

HiorcK, my epistle— skim the deep— fly o'er 
Yon smooth expanse to the Tbutonlc shore! 
Haste— lest a friend should grieve for thj 

delay— 
And the gods grant that nothing thwart tiiy 

way! 
I will myself Invoke the king who binds 
In his SIcanian echoing vault the wlAds, 
With Doris and her nymphs, and all the tbroiig 
Of azure gods, to speed tnee safe along. 
But rather, to ensure thy happier haste, 
Ascend Medea's chariot. If thou mayst; 
Or that whence young Triptolemus of yore 
Descended, welcome on the Scythian ihoro. 
The sands that line the Oemum eont ieacried. 
To opulent Hambnrga turn aside ! 
So call'd. If legendary fame be true. 
From Hama, whom a olab-annM ClmtrinD 

slew 1 
There lives, deep leam'd and primitively Jntt, 
A faithful steward of his Christian trust, 
My friend and favourite Inmate of ray heart, 
Tlmt now is forced to want Its better pari ! 
What mountains now, and aeaa, ailas! how 

wide! 
From me this other, dearer self divide. 
Dear as the sage renown'd for moral iTVth 
To the prime spirit of the Attic yonth ! 
Dear as the Stagyrite to Ammon's wm. 
His pupil, who d&daln'd the worid he won ! 
Nor so did Chiron, or so Phoertlz shine 
In young Achilles' eyes, as he hi mine. 
First led by hhn thTDUgh awe* t Aonlan *had<*. 
Each sacred haunt of Phidus I survey'd : 
Aiul favour d by the muse, whom I implured. 
Thrice on my lip the haUow*d stream I nonr'tl. 
Hnt thrice the sun's resplendent chariot mll'd 
To Aries, has new tinged his fleece with gold. 
And Chloris twice has dress*d the meadows 

fray. 
And twice has summer parch*d their Uooin 

away. 
Since last delighted on hL<( looks I hnng. 
Or my ear drank the music of his tongue : 
Fly, tnereforc, ana surpass the tempest's speed; 
Aware thyself that there Is urgent need ; 
Ilhn, entering, thou shalt haply seated see 
Beside his spouse, his infants on his knee : 
Or turning, page by page, with studious look. 
Some bulky father, or God's holy book ; 
Or ministering twhich Is his weightiest care) 
To Christ's assembled flock their lieavenly fare, 
(iive him, whatever his employment be. 
Such gratulation as he claims from me ! 
And, with a downcast eye, and carriage meek. 
Addressing him. forget not thus to speak : 
''If compass'd round with arms thou canst 

attend 
To verse, verse greets thee firom a ttstaat 

friend. 



TRANSLATI0K8 OF THE LATIN POEMS OF MILTON. 
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He, and Ute, I left tb« Encash shoro 

lice mt weloome for that cause the more ? 

"om Ulysses, his chaste wife to cheer, 

w epistle came, though late, sincere. 

lerabre this? why palUate I the deed 

Jeh the culprit's self could hardly plead 

arged, and seU-coiidemn'd, his proper 

urt 

• neglected, with an aching heart : 

m forgive— dellnqnents, who confess, 

sy forgiveness, merit anger less ; 

Insid foes the lion turns away, 

wns npon or rends a crouchmg prey, 

ka-wleldlngThraclans ieam to spare, 

^ soft Influence of a suppliant prayer ; 

learen's dread thunderbolt arrested 

ands 

map Tlettan and uplifted hands. 

&d ne wlsh'd to write, but was withhold, 

ites at last, by love alone compel! 'd, 

16, too often true, when she alarms, 

I thy neighbouring fields a scene of 



f against fierce besiegers barr'd. 
the SSaxon chiefs for fight prepared. 
rastoa thy country wide around, 
:arate8 with blood the tainted ground. 
ista contented in his Thrace no more. 
Ids his steeds to fields of Oerman gore, 
it vardant olive fades and dies, 
■ee; the trumpet-hating goddess, flies, 
ofaa Uiat earth which Justice long had 

ivos the world of Its last guard bereft." 
horrar girds thee round. Meantime 



irelTtt, and helpless, in a soil imknown ; 
Bd receiving from a foreign hand 
denied thee in thy native land. 
Idea country, and unfeeling more 
iirown hlUow-heaten chiUky shore ! 
k thoa to foreign care the worthies given 
rldflnce to guide thy steps to heaven ! 
listers, commission d to proclaim 
I Maeraigs in a Saviour's imme ! 
1 uMtt worthy, with a soul unfed, 
ian night to 8e for ever dead I 
i the venerable Tlshbite stray 'd 
ed fugitive from shad j to shade, 
flying Ahab and his fury wife, 
Araoian wilds he sheltered life ; 
1 PtaUippi wander'd forth furlom, 
[ Paul, with sounding scourges torn ; 
irist Inmself, so left, and trod no more 
kolLless Qergesene's shore. 
tbmi take courage i strive against de- 
«lr! 

lot with dread, nor nonrlsh anxious care! 
ar Indeed on every side appears. 
Ml art menaced by a thousand spears : 
le shall drink thy blood, or shall offend 
e defenceless bosom of my friend, 
e the .Sgis of thy god shall hide, 
h*t self shall combat on thy side. 
16 who vanqulsh'd under Sion's towers 
t midnight all Assyria's powers, 
le who overthrew in ages past 
ma* sons that laid Samaria waste! 
tng be flird and them with fatal fears, 
lie sounds of clari ns in their ears, 
K and wheels, and ueighlngs from afar, 
uiig armour, and the dm of war. 
therefore (as the most afflicted may,} 
P6 and triumph o'er thy evil day I 
rth, ezpectin9 happier times to come, 
enjoy, once more, thy native home ! 

ELEOT V. 

• THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 
3ver wandering from his annual round, 
phyr breathe the spring, and thaw the 
onnd; 



Uleak winter flies, new verdiue clothes the 

plain. 
And earth assumes her transient youth again 
Dream I, or also to the spnng belong 
increase of genius, and new powers of song ? 
Spring gives them, and, how strange soe'er it 



Impels me now to some harmonious themes. 
Castalia's fountain, and the forked hiU 
liy day, by night, my raptured laucy fill : 
My bosom boms and heaves, 1 hear within 
A sacred sound that prompts me to begin. 
Lio! PhOBbus comes, with his bright hair he 

blends 
The radiant laurel wreath ; Phoebus descends ! 
1 mocmt, and undepress'd by cumbrous day. 
Through cloudy regions win my easy way ; 
Rapt through poetic shadowy haunts i fly : 
The shrines all open to my dauntless eye. 
My spirit searches all the realms of light. 
And no Tartarean gulfs elude my sight. 
But this ecstatic trance— this glorious storm 
Of inspiration— what will it perform ? 
Spring claims the verse that with his inflacnco 



glows, 
sni 



And shall be paid with what himself bestows. 
Thou, vell'd with opening foliage, lead'sc the 
throng 

Of feather'di minstrels. Philomel! in song; 

Let us, in concert, to tne season sing. 

Civic and sylvan heralds of the spring! 
With notes triumphant spnng's approach de- 
clare! 

To spring, ye muses, annual tribute bear! 

The Orient left, and Ethiopia's pUUns, 

The sun now northward turns his golden reins : 

Night creeps not now; yet riiles with gentle 
sway. 

And drives her dusky horrors swift away; 

Now less fatigued, on this ethereal plain 

Budtes follows his celestial wain; 

And now the radiant sentinels above, 

Less numerous, watch around the courts of 
Jove, 

For, with the night, force, ambusli, slaughter 

And no gigantic guilt alarms the sky. 

Now, haply says some shepherd, while ho 

views. 
Recumbent on a rock, the reddening dews. 
This night, this, surely, Phoebus miss'd the fair. 
Who stops his chariot by her amorous care. 
Cynthia, delighted by the morning's glow. 
Speeds to the woodland, and resume her bow ; 
Resigns her beams, and, glad to disappear. 
Blesses his aid, who shortens her career. 
Come— Phcebns cries— Aurora, come— too late 
Thou iingerest, slumbering, with thy wither'd 

mate; 
Leave him, and to Hymettns* top repair! 
Thy darling Cephalus expects thee there. 
The goddess with a blush her love betrays 
But mounts, and, driving rapidly, obeys. 
Earth now desires thee, Phabtis; and, to en- 
gage 
Thy warm embrace, casts off the guise of age 
Desires thee, and deserves ; for who so sweet 
When her rich bosom courts thy genial heart ? 
Her breath Imparts to every breeze that blows 
Arabia's harvest and the Paphian rose. 
Her lofty front she diadems aroand 
With sacred pines, like Ops on Ida crown'd : 
Her dewy locks with various flowers new blown 
She Interweaves, various, and all her own ; 
For Proserpine, in such a wreath attired. 
Tsnarian Dls himself with love inspired. 
Fear not, lest, cold and coy, the nymph refuse! 
Herself, with ail her sighing zephyrs, sues; 
Each courts thee, fanning soft his scented, wing, 
And all her groves with warbled wishes ring. 
Nor, unendow'd and indigent, aspires 
The amorous Earth to engage thy warm de- 
sires. 



But, rlcb In balmy drnn. nailats ihy cium 

l)a>lStn ibee. (jBti olf~ ---'■— - ™-' 
Etbt aBBn,>U iba wesltl 



POETICAL WORKS. 

10 CtUHLES. 1) 



»1;^^am,.r 



lieiiT«il]F 



Tty waned lores, why ienK relrcihmenl then 
C«aTeibr>vIniIieey wberelore ihouidii tbo 

To CML tb?*ira>iM In my cryital dEwa. 
ComlTlBT'iSy evening Blorleton'iny aWan.' 

r" 'tho?M'n'K''''lvS5i*\"''"'^'^r'' l™ "f^r 

And liT thy erendng gloriei on ni> brenit !" 
TUDslireBtbea the wanton earib her amorous 

ForCapld now througn every region Slruys,' 
'—— -"nliiB hla failed lire" wllb solamyi : 



Urlghtening til 



wllb I^mwi'i'mma ioo("?'r<Kts*' and valloj! 
He, now-aiilrej, and by the leason dreii, 
rnxseedi. oil (iwiii(.1n hli laflion vest. 

All wlih. ufeaeta tUke, Moie IKTOiuilu f onlli 
Hui, In uw b«HU M bf iDoneal tratli. 
Sow pipei tba ibepMrd tbrongb Ilia rsedi 
Kor riiiriliVanU > tone llut lalts tbe ttraln : 
Wllh loiIBs Ibe M«man Twill tbe itarry spbere. 
And dolphins rlH (rom tbe ■Dj.i to bear: 



TM drlodg teiite theli bollow aylvan celli 
To roam tbe iianki aud ttiUtan> delta : 
Pm rWU BOwi andtrDinliliamuoiuEbore 

AalKiw^iSrM In to iwKh ilw prtie, 
&i «Ma* ot a^ alMBlHf Onad Plea ; 
aitt boiBdi balan, mt tern too >w)ft a bona 
ADd UUraUaa, bM wlAw to b« hnind. 
On abaitaa entlea Iba tmmortiUa Inin abore, 
Ant foaw kind jioirar jnealdai o'er bt'it groi 
And long, ye powen* o'er CT'iyiroTepreaidt 
Sot aU li laH and bleM. where ye abMe 1 
Banim,OJa*eI the (not fold reaton— 
Wky elKKM to dw«U Hoera sHin» awl tliani 



Let not the Temal boon 1 

Command rooib vlnier 

pole 

no tea ualgbt' 



nor yielil tbe 
long controL 






laTlEneHilntadAy? 



"l-fe Boman tjrtM ileep'd [n'JSne™™£r."' 
Ho eweel In Slyura'a and cmoe'i prnlu. 
N{iw iiH> llie RtenleDoi leoat and iiisnlUoe 
Nonrish llie Tlaonr of lb J IpliBhlly lool ; 
Tbedonbig gublei oukBa tLy nunilien flaw. 

And, tDucbd vltn flying Vingeri nicely tauglii. 
In tapcBtrled haUs. tijgo-riiuril. Ibe aprtglill]' 

niretti tbe dancers of the Tlreln cboir. 

i''alrdBmBBlBapoR. and t>er[ameB ateam AromiEr, 

And all Ibemoaeaballrnl^ Into thy broaat 
ny love and music's ble-nded poncn noqai>a>. 
For nameroas poners llgbl Efegy berrlaud. 

tacchoi, CereiNenua. all approie.' ' 






Tlrna Ltain IItmL ud Itani. u p«i> write, Nor riinlnu' wrpnil Ttald Ihr wouiul ■ cnrc. 

I.reiUL winr lor ttat low ui iCKUt i He npulii!. mill, mrlng ■ u^lil iluft In lilr. 

Vlnu axIlHl Vtwilm. IbM tna Uard or Tbimce. itniiht Ibo wnnn buxmi o( Iba CjnrlHi (air. 

Mirlodiou tUMT <d Ilw nnpi rues : Tluii lhu> > ehlld >liuii]d bluMrr In my I'nt. 

IJiiutiaiu'dDiMnpHun'. lIonHirIcd.oly<>ra. Provukcd mj- Isuftaur ingro th«u luuted n 

lUidiMoCltfiufinntbaniuibun. If»r „ „ v 

TinwShiinirttaiWiniDiiMiT.irtopiBMlfii, I ihuiin'd iiut, tlicreloM, pobllo luiiiit*. V 

And ■Entaldildloai with ilieaynnlniln; anji 



JrlBk lun IdhBh 
WuaMn tkoo, tf 



...SHixsai...,. 



^TUToicnipU^BClieck'd^I Irecljeycd 
lonEeroUB fhDWf Tuh joutb my on 



TtieproaiiHdRLivorPwQi^fniilovs jDy pen, ^i r n - hi 

Hu linilDf auBli. ind t ne berald ««!■. t""— "b bow l»r wperlor lo tbe na I 

nwtledUaiStittttoHIfklliUnlriniiaUi'. "liBl loielv reilnrei! luch tUo Crnrlaniiueen 

Ami idoM OB tknr own uUhiUdw-iI ibure llencK mlgln wl«h, ind Jbho wi>u Jicr miuii. 

nuBVLM^Mltk. to bo rF~~ri >">'«""■ Th. ran- nvmnh wu ib«. wbHU. nlicil 1 

TUiilHBio an ntm of Al 

In d»n Of U&ffiM dir 



^CMdil' 



nra Of ait Sm dtj lupireri iho yenc : llia ■riuw«, Lovo hid enn lb™ prsMret 
tfaLNMTTOd iDMcnc. "luU itiend SS^"'" 'il"'"*,l? rnuiM, nor uiunpplJed 



*otea, Diy critic uid m: 



Then Kiitod on hsrcbcai. or on htr Itrow : 
Aad wlib ■ ibDOund wonnd* Iran anrr nort . 
Flcrcea uidUwiiplHad nvjuditaidcd ncdiR, 
iTnUtin 






nlied mr nnl, ind I m* nl 
ibe. tba whUa. wlHnu only 1 1 

light 10 quickly < 



Il!T dWtti pnvao not 'nlnM tlia nohta mind." Ho Valcsn lorrew'd (or Otymptu lost, 

vX&pSm bMnt, Ukl, klDdlUu Uito ire. And »> (Ecllilei. •InUug lnU> nlgbl. 

(9om UnUM looan) banM wun donble lite. From the de«p gnil JoiA'd up lo dliiani 

■■ Uw mlOEi iMI ■Bwly-rtaen dsy Wrelcb that 1 un, wbu liopu lor 

■rl^j^latioBiliiilimoltfDj; mun. 



■OIlBDubttSMA 

~'— ''piotcno, n puuKd pinmei sp 

III riiUlnn d»nj betmy'd. Pe ,., ^.^ ., — .. 

_ _ iilchfoHlnUaninotdluitroailsTe. 

JlBdliigUUfOblMlorliDpertidJare' AI^ s^ra me, keu u e , n ooq 

Suck M, en vlKun tha nfmpbi buiow'd their I^tnoiihjdeailauid nilDndlugree. 

chunu Snaro me. and 1 will mnblp at no ihrlno 

Hylai. vbo parlib'd In a n^ad'i inn>. Wit b vow ud usrtaea laTa only Iblner 

Anirr ha aaam'd, yet lucctul In hi' Ira Now 1 rsTere Itar ana. ttij bow, Ihy daiUi 

And 1b lliriuinilihbeniTiwiiy cODfOBt! Hncb wore tba troplLlei that. Id earlier day*, 

1 Tanqnlili'd FbnbDi, tboaghreinnilng'nln Itynmlty tedmed, ItoU'dlonlH: 

From hta new trlnmph o'eriho Pytbon ulahi. Mindions, Mt Indotont, »od nrged liyyooih, 

WUIyleld Ibe prtie of archery to toe. Till Lcarnlnc tanihl m'a In hliiliid; bower 

AdartleaaUneilieFortblinlipnemaiiapecl, To quit iQve'i eervUe >°1(e, nnf Bpnrii bl> 

Vanqnbh'd bji ow lae hnae Orion bend, Wh™ca°C;iiMd loan hi* flu»euli«t.in vu,. 

B7maAldde>,uidAldd«'Maod. AnAVenniOiwan'm^imate'iauh. 
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COWTEE'S POETICAL WOVKS. 



THE COTTAGER AND HIS LAin>L0BO. 

A FABLK. 

A PBA8AVT to his lord paid yearly court, 
PreseBtlng jAppins of so rich a sort, 
That be, displeased to have a part alone, 
Kemoved the tree, that all might be his own. 
The tree, too old to travel, though before 
80 fmitfdl, withered, and woold yield no more. 
The 'squire, perceiving all his laboar void, 
Cursed his own pains, so foolishly employ'd. 
And, ** Oh, he cried, " that I had lived content 
With tribute, small indeed, but kindly meant! 
3Iy avarice has expensive proved to me. 
Hast cost me both my pippins and my tree." 



ON THE INVENTOK OT GUNS. 

Praise in old time the sage Prometheus won, 
Who stole ethereal radiance from the ^ on : 
But greater he, whose bold invention strove 
To emulate the fiery bolts of Jove. 

TO LEONORA SINGING AT HOKE. 

Another Leonora once inspired 

Tasso with fatal love, to frenzy flred ; 

But how much happier, lived he nuw, were he, 

Pierced with whatever pangs for love of thee ! 

Since could he hear that heavenly voice of 

thine, 
With Adriana*s lute of sound divine, 
Fiercer than Pentheus' though his eye might 

roll. 
Or idiot apathy benumb his soul. 
You still with medicinal sounds might cheer 
His senses wandering in a blind career ; 
And, sweetly breathing through his wounded 

breast. 
Charm, with sonl-soothinff song, his thoughts to 

rest. 

TO THE SAME. 

Naples, too crednlons, ah ! boast no more 
The sweet-voiced syren baried on thy shore. 
That, when Parthenope deceased, she gave 
Her sacred dust to a Chalcidic grave, 
For still she lives, but has exchanged the hoarse 
Pausillpo for Tiber's placid course. 
Where, idol of all Rome, ahe now in chains 
Of magic song both gods and men detains. 

TO CHRISTINA, QUEEN OF SWEDEN, 
WITH CROMWELL'S PICTUKE. 

Christina, maiden of heroic mien ! 
Star of the North ! of northern stars the queen ! 
Behold what wrinkles I have eam'd. and how 
The iron casque still chafes my veteran brow, 
While following Fate's dark footsteps, I fulfil 
The dictates of a hardy people's will. 
But soften'd in thy sight my looks appear, 
Nut to all queens or kings uike severe. 

ON THE DEATH OF THE VICE-CHAN 
CELLOE, A PHTSICL^\ 

Learn, ye nations of the earth, 
The condition of your birth. 
Now be taught yonrieeble sftaite! 
Know, that all must yield to fafte ! 

If the monmfal rover. Death, 

Say bat once—'* Resign your breath!" 

Vahily of escape you dream. 

You must pass the Stygian stream. 

Could the stotitest ov«roome 

Death's assault, end baiBe <loon, 
JTercaJea had beat witluiliood. 
Tladiaeaaed by Ntuua* -Mood. 



Ne'er had Hector preas'd the plain 
By a trick of Palhis alain. 
Nor the chief to Jove aloed 
By AchillM* phantom dlod. 

Could enchamtraents Ufe proknig, 
Circe, saved by magic song, 
Still had Uved, and eqnal dull 
Had preserve Medea stllL 

Dwelt in herbs and drags a ]H>wer 
To avert man's destinea boor, 
Leam'd Machaon should have known 
Doubtless to avert his aim : 

Chiron had survived the smart 
Of the hydra-tainteddart. 
And Jove's bolt had been, with ease, 
. Foil'd by Asclepiadea. 

Thou too, sage ! of whom forlorn 
Helllcon and Cirrha roonm, 
StiU hadst flU'd thy princely place. 
Regent of the gowned race : 

Hadst advanced to hlglier fame 
Still tby much-ennobled name. 
Nor in Charon's skiff explored 
The Tartarean gulf abhorr'd. 

But resentful Proserpine, 
Jealous of thy skill divine. 
Snapping short thy vital thread. 
Thee too number'd with the dead. 

Wise and good! untroubled be 
The green turf that covers thee ! 
Thence, in gay profusion, grow 
Ail the sweetest flowers that blow ! 

Pluto's consort bid thee rest! 
iEacus pronounce thee blest ! 
To her home thy shade consign ! 
Make Elysium ever thine ! 

ON THE DEATH OF THE BISHOP 01 

ELY. 
My lids with grief were tnmld yet. 
And still my sullied cheek was wet 
With briny dews profusely shed 
For venerable Winton dead : 
When fame, whose tales of saddeat aoaad, 
Alas! are ever truest found. 
The news through all oar dtiea spraad 
Of yet another mitred head 
By ruthiess fate to death oonalgn'd 
Ely, the honour of bis kind 1 
At once a storm of passion heaved 
My boiling bosom, much I grieved; 
But more 1 raged, at every breath 
Devoting Death himself to^leath. 
With less revenge did Naso teem 
When hated Ibis was his theme ; 
With less Archllochns denied 
The lovely Greek his promised bride, 

But lo ! while tbaa I execrate. 
Incensed, the minister of fate. 
Wondrous accents, soft, yet clear. 
Wafted on the gale I hear. 

" Ah, much deluded I lay aside 
Thy threats and anger misapplied ! 
Art not afraid with sounds like titete 
To offend, where thou canst not appease ? 
Death is not (wherefore dream 'at thoa tfausr) 
The son of Night and Erebus: 
Nor was of fell Erynnis pom 
On gnlfs where Chaos rules forlorn ; 
But. sent from God, his presence leaves, 
To gather home his ripen'd abeaves. 
To call encnmber'd souls away 
From fleshy bonds to boundless -day, 
(As when the winged boars excite. 
And summon forth the morning light,) 
And each to oonroy to her place 
Betote tY)A 'StottttX^atiDAx'a iace« 
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tlie wMced— them, eerere 

. firom all their ptesMires h«re 

!Mi to tiM reftlou below, 

realms of penal woe I 

10 aooaer heard hto call. 

capliif through mj prtaoa wall, 

idles to boiu and ban, 

x'd. with anaela, to the stan. 

u or old, to wliom twas gWea 

It on fiery wheels to heav«u. 

waggon, slow with coUi, 

I me not : nor to behold 

•rd that rest Ortoo draws, 

the Hconion's horrid chtws. 

the son s bright orb I fly, 

beneath ray feet descry 

dread goddess, seen with awe, 

ler winged dragons draw. 

rer wondering at my si)eed, 

ited stlU as I proceed, 

le planetary sphere. 

Icy way— and now ajppear 

's crystal battlements, her door 

t peart and emerald floor. 
)re I cease. For never can 
Bne of once a mortal man 
le description trace 
isoree of that happy place ; 
t. that thme Joys divine 
and all for ever, mine !" 

TBE UNDIPAIKED BY TIME. 

the hmnan mind wearies herself 

* own wanderings, and involved in 

m 

able, speculates amiss ! 

g tai ner folly things divine 

B ; laws inscribed on adamant 

4 man's device ; and counsels tlx'd 

by the hours that pass aud die. 

shall the face of nature tliun be 

ighed 

wrinkles, and shall years at last 

eat parent fix a sterile* curse f 

a she confess old age. and halt, 

y-smltten, shake her starry hrnws? 

rantlqnity with rust, and droiiKht. 

DO, vex the radiant worlds above ? 

e's nnsated maw crave and iniriilf 

heavens, that regulate his flight ? 

the Sire of all able to fence 

s, and to nphold the circling worlds, 

ngfa improvident and heedless haste 

le occasion ?— so then— all Is lost— 

me future evil hour, yon arch 

nUe, and come thundering down, tlic 

s 

ilslon, the Olympian king, 

his throne, and Pallas, holding forth 

rs of the Oorgon shield in vain, 

I to the abyss, like Vulcan liurl'd 

Lemnos, through the gate of lieavcn. 

^ with preci;iitated wheels, 

thy own son's fall shalt imitate, 

K>tts ruin shalt impress the deep 

, and the flood shall reek, and hiss. 

Unction of the lamp of day. 

shall Hsunos, cloven to his base. 

r'd, and the hnge Cerannlan hills, 

pons of Tartarean Dls, immersed 

I, shall flll himself with fear. 

lie Almighty FatYier surer laid 

foundations, and providing well 

vent of all, the scales of fate 

d in Just equipoise, and bade 

trsal works, from age to age, 

rhold. perpetual, undisturbed. 

he prime mover wheels itself aboat 

1, day by day, and with It bears, 

measure swift, the heavens around. 

er now is 8atnm than of old. 

int less the bnmlng casque of Mars. 



Ph oebus. his vlflonr nnimpair'd, still shows 
The effulgence of his jrtKith, nor needs the gftd 
A downward coarse, that he may warm the 

vales: 
But, ever rich hi Inflneoce, runs his road, 
Kign after sign, throogh all the beavealy xooe. 
Bi'autiful, as at first, ascends tlie star 
From odoriferons Ind, whose oAee is 
To gather home betimes the ethereal flock. 
To uour them o*er the skies again at eve. 
Ana to discriminate the night and day. 
Still Cynthia's changeful horn waxes and wanes 
Alternate, and with arms extended still 
The welcomes to her breast her brother's beams. 
Nor have the elements deserted yet 
Tlic'ir functions; thunder with as loud a stroke 
As erst smites through the rocks and scatters 

them. 
The east stUl howls : still the relentless north 
Invades the shuddering Scythian, still ha 

breathes 
The winter, and still rolls the stonns along. 
The king of ocean, with his wonted force. 
Boats on Peloros : o'er the deep is heard 
Hie hoarse alarm of Triton's sounding Nhell; 
Nor swim the monsters of the /Bgean sea 
In shallows, or beneath diminish d waves. 
Thou too, thy ancient vegetative power 
Knjoyst, O £arth ! Narcissus still is sweet ; 
And Phoebus ! still thy favourite, and still 
Thy favourite Cytherea ! both retain 
Tlieir beauty ; nor the mountains ore^nrich*d 
For punishment of man, with pnrer gold 
Teom'd ever, or with brighter gems the deep,. 

Thus In unbroken series all proceeds ; 
And shall, till wide involving either p(de, 
yVnd the immensity of yonder heaven. 
The flnal flames of destiny absorb 
The world, consumed in one enormous pyre E 



ON THE PLATONIC IDEA AS IT WA*. 
UNDERSTOOD BY ARISTOTLE. 

Vr sisters powers, who o'er the sacred proves 
Preside, and thon. fair mother of them all, 
Mnemosyne! and thou who. In thy grot 
I inmcnse. reclined at leasure, hast In charge 
The archives and the ordinances of Jove, 
.Viid dost record the festivals of heaven, 
Ktemityl—informs us who Is He, 
That great original, by nature cliosen 
To be the archetype of human kind. 
Unchangeable. Immortal, with the poles 
Themselves cotSval, one. yet every where. 
An image of the God who gave lilm beinir? 
Twin-brother of the ffoddess born from Jove, 
He dwells not in his father's niiiMl, hut, tliongh ■ 
Of common nature with ourselves, exists 
Apart, and occupies a local home— 
Whether, companion of the stars, he s|)cnd 
Krernal ages, roaming at his will 
From sphere to sphere, the tenfold heavens, or 

dwell 
On the moon's side that nearest neighbours 

earth. 
Or torpid on the banks of Lethe sit 
Among the multitude of sonis ordain'd 
To flesh and blood ; or whether (as may chance) 
That vast and giant model of our kind 
In some far distant region of this gIol)e 
Sequester'd stalk with lifted head on high, 
O'crtowering Atlas, on whose shoulders rest 
The stars, terrific even to the gods. 
Never the Theban seer, whose blindness proved 
His best illiunlnation, him beheld 
In secret vision; never him the son 
Of Pleione, amid the noiseless night 
Descending to the prophet-choir reveal'd : 
Him never knew of Assyrian priest, who yet 
The ancestry of Ninus' chronicles. 
And Belus, and Osiris, far renowned v 
Nor ev«n tYucV«ft g;t%ii!tT^etto«ik,s\v\tfi«fle!vifiiNSS:^. 



fOWPEE'H POETICAL WOHKH. 



TMaSbMDiiltlw luer Ant imc 
Eltkir noU at umb thr JwiUih d I 
To thr nsaUlc or thrwU, avliKei 
A vilatr bUwllM, go «l»7wtb. 



Forthu.mrlalbcrl howioe-er It pIebh, ' 
Hli« inunsi tbli Blander work I nortnon I ttuiibl 
Tlu> miT 1)17 eUH moie loluMy leqtUle; 
Tluwih u raqnlte tbem suitably would b^ 

Ttali PUB Huenls tbe« In lliclr full snionnC 
Wltlfaij »n'B treuDio, ud tlis lum li 

Konihl, M*e tlM rlcbaa tint from tirx drum 
In Mcnt gnnot utd In lonnl bowar*. 
1 lun, 1)7 (oUbii fSlo'i fUt, uqnlraL 

VOTHli&innfcdtniM; daiplie not tiiov 
Vena tbfnfon, vlilBli arliiMi ftunhlni nwrf) 
SIsn'ilMivtiilr aoana^bd wtaleli. nuOdnE itul 
Loom telntniiUwu el PnnHthau On 



BuiEB Yerae. boih wten ho smlMs the threaten- 
To Bcrntlnlie the fates aoveloped (here. 



[^■IlwtSvi 



nd. 
UmKU 



Ad^ a?flB nnr, Um n«r iplrltwire 
That whMli lOB dnUns orli^ lUnoti 1 
Tbtlr <uu duca wltlmulsv 0' Tcne 
TnmtMnbK tnnctaL bwrliii trhlcb 
Bbu OiAhitfiiu boMiUi Uia nuiprMa'd ; 
O^^^Mtag^d^^Uju^entUadg. 

Vent gnicod of aU tiM tiuti o( Un«^ arc ret 
LnnraoB* dalntlat, daaUned to the galr 
InuBMna o( (kKtonn ware known, and ere 
uav dalaaad TCt iBa tempemte board. 
naa lat tba budaBaatomary aoett 
Toiliaia On banvut, and, bb liinclb or locka 
mtk Imehan bononn lionnd, propoied In varae 
Tb* akvactaial beriwa and their deeda. 
HilmllatliiMi aantoteluwaoM. 
Of natitra'a blrtn, of goda tliat erept In aearen - 

KM nt ■TSdicadlrom Ana'i flerr cave. 
A^jOat mn^ at laau tana irlihoat voice, 

Kb mral dtao% bat nm wai ne'er the aoni 
or Orpbeoa, irbam tbe itreanu atood sIlD tl 



deUght In vane. It, ao «>. 
affinity, WB aympatblie 



be IntM elan 









nben fh 



The riven and Ibe reaUeu deep, amy aS 
ProYo intaUBctoBl jaln u me, my wWi 

AU oleod remoTedjinoUnei bar beauteooa'bea^ 

I Bbrlnk not. and dedine bar graf [au> boon. 
Oonow.and gather drgia, ye aardld inlnda 

What mere could Jove binueir, utiIohb be gave 
HIiDwn abodeithehaaYenilnnlilrU heraigniF 



And envT. with Ihy "loolQos leer niullmr 

EqDlmlent. nnd lo reqalte bf deodi 
Hn^ce It. Ihf 1 1 thita reoDnllhy niRi, 



TRANSLATIONS OP TIIE 

Shall to lotnriijiierhni™ cooror 

This th«me,ftiHlby tbcat pnlunafinf >Lr«i 



TO SALSILLL'S, A BOUAK FOET, HUGH 
ITlia (nl£lDiU Ifl written In RinvaiDnwblcb cub- 

Nut IcflB tbAn DL^lVi sprl^bllMrAlrt, 

'flioi wntei thil MUIon, tben, who, waited 



froin iutuwiue, Umi milan uk> lur IhH. 

Tbu Wla tnillcu, dHtmed tbinrliiiU (by vi 
JcelBntteu nulady 1 r-ot moTed to 'P^^ 
^MfuuHebf ■> .wieTI'Mnl " . Irom Ihe il 

Y* gmrei ol yaiuiiu. uA T> bUlg tbul mcl 
\mb TlDoiii ttn when ioMk Bnndir d 
1 1 mifb MlmlKlBH IB jonr eonRMi (row. 
tttrln which •AumMM kMl ;oar poai'i 
TbM. noAn^ to tlu DMU* h* iDTst. iinin 
n< OMT W«>MII Uu miiKlfin irllh tab Hr 
Kmaa, ihUbMI In emludni cu* 
AiDiaika ili-^ - —^ — K___«. . 



L^TIM FOEMS OF UlLTUN u 

AUvtdj incb. It itilnM In Tmv'i puk, 

<Fnr ilioi. wut Tmu*b diend] trom an lo an. 

How blin the chugcj Uiriiw to iby an. 
Who, tiiifini to tbA nymphfl Adonli' pnlMi 
Bwxi thae tlia jiuroii of lilt coMDoa u;>. 

bee iloDfl tih dnvt ; 
tut nlely hurt puld. 

ibco— bat iHt tbt inie 
f^iHHiiD Hiijciu ■Dvorh of ttatin ira^^ tUo 

Th« )ite, \ou gwlov, chJiTtcter ot w^ 
Elrniiient 11 Itie C»Hiin uie, who. Iroe 
To ihli great tbtme. IbeUfeof Homer dnw. 



lODciiut niel. 



IB, mod, to ince tab fan 



E'«n wa to riHibn* nin Um jMiUah'd Hirnia, 
We too aaiTO nmbn: nmbna iiu netb»d 
(II lcKlaniol4B>r<l<UDIobalMU*T<il) 
No gordld (ttti fromw, tka goUtn M- 

TbobmnlaEviaiir- — — - 

ThafngraDtonii 

Drnlda, •nu MtlTa 
Who koda and ;) 

Heno, ofian ii tha nutda of Onw* anironnd 
Apollo^ abrliM vlih hTimu (4 featlie lonnd. 
Tfaay named tbe Tlnlni viw arrived of yora 
*°lth Brillab oflertnii Od Uw Deltan ehora. 

1X0, from fMol CoriMOa tfttas, 
, pii. DB wtaoae Mot Upa Um futon hone 
And Huacrua, wltta tb* loUan bilr. 
All deck-dwiOVtoCUli mu, and all witli boaomi 






QiriS OF 

ta*"°lfrHrln'Jio'lili/lDanul'l'iB'"i°Xe«°e.l\i't 

tiu«. uid mUlUry BCcamplL 
Tarqaaro tanao addnuod 

tmeJArS^iemJ 
FncaTBlii 

During ttae ■nthot'i Bin alHipie.riia racai 
o<llcea*ndclTUIIie>i andidgiUwiiiiot to pi 
nDRnttafnl, lent him ttali poem a sbort I 
belata Madepaiture from that olir.] 
Time nrBBi alia to Ihj iwalu. the Khu, 
Ollamot taaiiprtniutuiama. dBBlpi, 
ror. OallOB and JfBoenat foae, ttaay •« 
Xoaa iBcb baUei, or wham tlwr lora aa thi 



rid ihaS taeu tow rtacebos and ttae Sins 
•T cm uimatM onca, and wllUnc nMiti ot thine. 
Vet Phabaa, wImd ot old eonainln'd to mm 
The aanb, m axQa from tala bearaalr horn*, 
Entcr'd, no wllltaw(uat AdsHtaa' door, 
Ihonth HaitalMliM Taatand than belbm. 
Hut gcUM tmtOQ'aon* waa naar, a aoaiia 
01 rural peace, «h}tta«l Willi pcfpuaBl anan. 
And ttaltEarToh as tbbIm ha t«|iUrM 
From niMlc clamonnTond. Ihe.iS retired. 

Hb ■ooibedhlaiwInioleillD wllh the lire. 
Then shook iha hilla. then irambled^ Faoew' 

Nor CEUlStt tab load ot fOreit nwn : 
The npland alma deacended to tb* pIMii, 
And tofian'd lynna woodar'd at that attain, 
Well may wa think, oh, dear to all above t 
Th y Mrtbaii^a^K A ta tfeA naA tK 1« V 
I And that ii:t^ai%V»Vnte»uli.\aw«., 
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COWPEB'S rOETlCAL WORKS. 



Since only minds ao bom can comprehend 

A poet's worth, or yteld that worth a f nend. 

Hence on thy yet anfaded cheek appears 

The lingering freshness of thy greener yean ; 

Ilence in thy front and- features we admire 

>iatare nnwither'd and a mind entire. 

Oh, might so true a.frlend to me belong. 

So skili'd to grace the votaries of song, 

Should I recall hereafter into rhyme 

The kings and heroes of my native clime, 

Arthur the chief, who even now prepares. 

In subterraneous being, future wars. 

With all his martial knights, to be restored 

Each to his seat around the federal board ; 

And o I, if spirit fall me not, disperse 

Onr Saxon plunderers in triumphant verse!— 

Then, after all, when, with the past content, 

A life 1 finish, not In silence spent; 

Shold he, kind mourner, o'er my deathbed 

bend, 
I shall but need to say—" Be yet my friend !" 
He too, perhaps, shall bid the marble breathe 
To honour me, and with the graceful wreath 
Or of Parnassus or the Paphian isle 
Shall bind my brows— but J shall rest the while. 
Then also. If the fruits of faith endure. 
And virtue's promised recompence be sure. 
Borne to those seats to which the blest aspire. 
By purity of soul and virtuoua fire. 
These rites, as fate permits, 1 ^hall survey 
With eyes illumined by celestial day. 
And. every cloud from my pure spirit driven, 
Joy in the bright beatitude of heaven! 



OH THE DEATH OF DAMON. 

THE A&QI7M£NT. 

Thyrsis and Damon, shepherds and neighbours, 
had always pursued the same studies ; and had, 
from their earliest days, been united In the 
closest friendship. Thyrsis, while travelling 
for improvement, received intelligence of the 
death of Damon ; and after a time, returning 
and finding it true, deplores himself, and his 
solitary condition. In this poem. 

By Damon is to be understood Charles Dieodntl, 
connected with the Italian city of Lucca by his 
father's side, in other respects an £;nglishman ; 
a youth of uncommon genius, erudition, and 
virtue. 

Ye Nymphs of Himera, (for ye have shed 
Erewnile for Daphnis, and for Hylas dead. 
And over Blon's long-lamented bier. 
The fruitless meed of many a sacred tear,) 
Now through the villas laved by Thames re- 
hearse 
The woes of Thyrsis in Sicilian verse. 
What sighs he heaved, and how with groans 

profound 
He made the woods and hollow rocks resound. 
Young Damon dead ; nor even ceased to pour 
His lonely sorrows at the midnight hour. 

The green wheat twice had nodded In the ear, 
And golden harvest twice enrlch'd the year, 
Since Damon's lips had gasp'd for vital air 
The last, last time, nor i hyrsis yet was there ; 
For he, enamour'd of the muse, remained 
In Tuscan Fiorenza long detain'd. 
But, stored at length with all he wished to 

learn. 
For his flock's sake, now hasted to return ; 
And when the shepherd had resumed his seat 
At the elm*s root, within his old retreat. 
Then 'twas his lot then all his loss to know 
And from his burden'd heart he vented thus his 
woe: 
" Go, seek your home, my lambs : my thoughts 
are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
A/asf what deities shall 1 suppose 
In neaveut or earth, concerned for hQ]nAn.ivoe8^ 



Since, O my Damon! their savere decree 
So soon condemns me to regret of thee! 
Depart'st thou thus, thy virtoes nnrepaid 
With fame and honour, like a vulgar shade ! 
Let him forbid it, whose bright rod controls, 
And separates sordid from lUustrious souls. 
Drive tar the rabble, and to thee assign 
A happier lot with spirits 'worthy thine! 
** Go, seek your home, vaj lambs ; mj tiiougUts 
are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Whate'er befall, unless by cruel chance 
The wolf first give me a forbidding glance. 
Thou Shalt not moulder imdeplored^ but long 
Thy praise shall dwell on every siiephturd's 

tongue. 
To Daphnis first they shall delight to pay. 
And, after him, to thee the votive lay. 
While Pales shall the flocks and pastnres 

love. 
Or Faunus to frequent the field or grove; 
At least, if ancient piety and truth, 
With all the learned labours of thy youth. 
May serve thee aught, or to have left behind 
A sorrowint; friend, and of the tuneful kind. 
*' Go, seek your home, my lambs; my ttiougbts 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Who now my pains and perils shall divide. 
As thou wast wont, for ever at my side. 
Both when the rngged frost annoyed our feet. 
And when the herbage all was puxh'd witik 

heat: 
Whether the grim wolfs ravage to prevent. 
Or the huge lion's, arm'd with darts we went; 
Whose converse now shall calm my stormy day. 
With charming song who now beguile my way ? 
"Go. seek your home, my iambs; my ttaouglits 

are due 
To other cares than those of feediug yon. 
In whom shall 1 confide ? Whose counsel find 
A balmy medicine for my troubled mind f 
Or whose disconi-se with innocent delight 
Shall fill me now, and cheat tlie wintry night. 
While hisses on my hearth the pulpy pear. 
And blackening chestnuts start and crackle- 
there, 
While storms abroad the dreary Dnsadows 

whelm. 
And the wind thunders through tlie neigbtM>ar> 

ingeim? 
"Go, seek your home,my lamlw; my tlionght» 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding yon. 
Or who, when summer suns their summltreaeli. 
And Pan sleeps hidden by the sheltering beech. 
When shepticrds disappear, nymphs seek tiie 

sedge. 
And the stretch'd rustic snores beneath tho 

hedge. 
Who then shall render me thy pleasant vein 
Of Attic wit, thy Jests, thy smiles again ? 
" Go, seek your home, my lambs; my thonghta 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding yon. 
Where glens and vales are thickest overgrown 
With tangled boughs, 1 wander now alone. 
Till night descend, while blustering wind and 

shower 
Beat on my temples through the sliattor'd 

bower. 
" Go, seek your home, my lambs; my thoughts 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Alas! what rampant weeds now shame my 

fields, 
And what a mlldew'd crop the fnrrow yields I 
My rambling vinos unwedded to the trees. 
Bear shrivell'd grapes; my myrtles fail to 

Nor please me more my flocks: they, sUybtcd 

\ tUTXV 

* TheVi \ma'va\ViIl%VQcikAOU\n&^«Xk&.\Bs»sca.. 
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**Go,seekjoarlioiBe,m7Uimb8; mjthoagliti 

are due 
To other cares than thoee of feedbig 700. 
.£gon invites me to the hazel grove, 
Amjntas on the river's bank to rove, 
And yonng AlpheslbflBBS, to a seat 
Where branching elms exclade the mid-day 

heat. 
*Here foontains spring— here mossy hillocks 

rise* 
Here zephyr -whispers, and the stream re- 
plies.*— 
Thus each persnades. bat deaf to every call, 
I gain the tniekets, and escape them aU. 
** Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thooghts 

aredae 
To other caxes than those of feeding yon. 
Then Mopeus said, (the same who reads so 

well 
The voice of birds, and what the stars foretell. 
For he by chaace had noticed my return,) 
*■ What means thy snllen mood, this deep con- 
cern? 
Ah, Thyrsls. thou art either craeed with love, 
Or some sinister influence from above ; 
Doll Satnm's influence oft the shepherds rue; 
His leaden shaft oblique has pierced thee 

through.' 
*• Go, go, my lambs, nnpuatnred as ye are. 
My thoughts are all now due to other care, 
The nymphs amasad, my melancholy see. 
And, 'ThrysisI* cry — * what will become of 

thee ? 
What woiildst thou, Thyrsls ? such should not 

appear 
The brow of youth, stem, gloomy, and severe : 
Brisk youth should laugh and love--ah, shun the 

fate 
Of those, twice wratobad mopes! who love too 

late!' 
** Go, go, my Iambs, unpaatnred as ye are ; 
My thoughts are all now due po other care. 
JfJgle with Hyas came, to soothe my pain. 
And Baucis' daughter, Dnrope the vain, 
Fair Dryope, for voice and finger neat 
Known far and near, and for her self-conceit ; 
Chloris too came, whose cottage on the lands 
That skirt the Idumanian current stands ; 
But all In vain they oime, and but to -see 
Kind words, and comfortable, lost on me. 

*' Go, go, my Iambs, unpastured as ye are ; 
M v thoughts are all now due to other care. 
An, blest Indifference of the playful herd, 
None by his fellow chosen, or preferr'd I 
No bonds of amity the flocks inthral. 
But each associates, and Is pleased wfth all ; 
80 graze the dappled deer in numerous droves. 
And all his kindfallke the zebra loves ; 
That same law governs, where the billows roar. 
And Proteus' shoals o'erspread the desert 

shore ; 
The spMTow, meanest of the feather'd race, 
His fit companion finds In every place. 
With whom he picks the grain that suits him 

best. 
Flirts here and there, and late returns to rest. 
Or hedger with his well aim'd arrow slay. 
And whom, if chance the falcon makes his 

prey, 
For no such loss the gay survivor grieves. 
New love he seeks, and new delight receives. 
We only, an obdurate kind, rejoice. 
Scorning all others, in a single choice 
We scarce In thousands meet one kindred mind, 
And if the long-sought good at last wo find. 
When least we fear it, Death our treasure 

steals. 
And gives our heart a wound that nothing 

heals, 
" Go, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye tare ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Ah, what delusion lured me from my flocks, 
To traverse Alpine tnows and rugged roeks 



What need so great had I to visit Borne, 
Now sunk In ruins, and heraaUaUNBbf 
Or, had she flourish'd still, as wbea of old, 
For her sake Tttyras forsook Ms fold. 
What need so gnat had I to 'incur a pause 
Of thy sweet Intercourse for such a cause. 
For such a cause to place the roaring sea. 
Rocks, mountains, woods, between my frien<l 

and me ; 
Else, had I grasp'd thy feeble hand, composed 
Thy decent limbs, thy droopinir eyelids cloKod. 
And, at the last, had said— 'Fare well-^a-sceiid— 
Nor even In the skies forget thy friend !' 

''Go, go, my lambs, untendeo homeward ftirc; 
My thoughts are all now due to other can. 
Although well pleased, ye tuneful Tuscan 

swains I 
My mind the memory of your worth retains. 
Yet not your worth can teach me less to mourn 
My Damon lost.— He too was Tuscan born, 
Bom In your Lucca, city of renown ! 
And wit possess'd, and genius, like your own. 
Oh how elate was I, when, stretch'd beside 
The murmuring course of Amo's breezy tide, 
Beneath the poplar grove I pass'd my hours. 
Now cropping myrtles, and now vernal flowers, 
And hearing, as I lay at ease along. 
Your swains contending for the prize of song ! 
I also dared attempt (and, as it seems. 
Not much displeased attempting) various 

themes. 
For even I can presents boast from yon, 
The shepnerd's pipe, and ozier basket too, 
And Datl and Francinl both have made 
My name familiar to the beechen shade, 
And they are leam'd, and each In every place 
Renown d for song, and both of Lydian race. 

** Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fure ; 
My thoughts are ail now due to other care. 
While bright the dewy grass with moonbeams 

shone. 
And I stood hurdling In my kids alone, 
How often have I said (but thou hadst found 
Ere then thy dark cold lodgment underground), 
Now Damon sings, or springes sets for hares. 
Or wickerwork for various use prepares ! 
How oft, indulging fancy, have I plann'd 
New scenes of pleasure that I hoped at hand, 
Call'd thee abroad as I was wont, and cried— 
'What, hoa! my friend— come lay thy task 

aside * 
Haste, let us forth together, and beguile 
The heat beneath yon whispering shades 

awhile. 
Or on the margin stray of Colne's clear flood, 
Or where Cassibelan's grey turrets stood ! 
There thou shalt cull me simples, and shalt 

teach 
Thy friend tht name and healing powers of 

each. 
From the tall bluebell to the dwarfish weed. 
What the dryland, and what the marshes breed, 
For all their kinds alike to thee are known. 
And the whole art of Galen is thy own.' 
Ah, perish Galen's art, and wither'd be 
The useless herbs that gave not health to thee ! 
Twelve evenings since, as In poetic dream, 
I meditating at some statelier theme. 
The reeds no sooner touch'd my Up, though 

new, 
And unessay'd before, than « ide they flew. 
Bursting their waxen bands, nor could suMtain 
'I he deep-toned music of the solemn Rtrain : 
And I am vain perhaps, bnt I will tell 
How proud a theme I chose— ye groves, fare- 
well. 
"Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward 

fare ; 
Mv thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Of Brutus, Dardan chief, my song shall be. 
How with his barks he plough 'd the British sea. 
First from Kutupia's towering headlknd seen. 
And of htft cottUftV t tiMSQ^ wtt \\fiaRBaw\ 



Ot Bmunu *ad BtUmu. brothen bold, 
Aod of Artlruiu, Md ko* 01 old 
Ou budr rirnaa Anwnlcui codudU'- 
And oi tu wit* of OoilDlf. wbo. niTpilnd 
Bt Rkar. !■ kBrhmnaiid^ fono dluntsnl. 
ffifadiiru tiM Mna at li^D.'£.»;ulwciiiiia 



COWPEB'S POETICAL WOKKS. 

Gnldca tlie blot orgi 



I AiUurot bemle lame. 



Shall MU^ Intiin honie, there dangls 1 
Porgollwi and dliund. onleM en lone 
Tboa diangB tby LdCuui 1w a Brltlab poi 
A '*lKSS}f5°^u"°r th' '"''"^''' ""." 
And it aball wall iDlIlce me. and ibaLL be 



Ml tbt) 1 kept la leavei ol laorcl rliid 
EnMdad lafc, and lor thy view deilin'd. 
m*-MMI * gift (r«B Manw-s himd Be.ldej, 
QbUHV. K* Itut hU natiTO city « prUo.) 
Two SIM (hit radiant ai tbeir Rlier ibone. 

tirB ■■''■jf *" graTSD then: here iloirif 
IhB Bad SeA ihoni with jrroves ol atdeeB 

llnadi 
Her plDines of vacioni hnei amid the iioDghi, 
And, wMchlnl ol the dawn, reverts'her bead 
To lee Anmm leuve her waltiT tcil. 

A vlvFa iJSil, bii pra-tlpt aPTOwi blare. 
Uor»"n.8BtYiiFra-"liidiw*Stre«ooU.'' 



Awarirltbcriel: on DMion nibeiton"!] i 
Vbo. pore Umiell. iiai lonnd a pore abodp. 
Ha* iiaM'd Iha abowrar arch, bencelonh \ 
irith aalntf and beroei. and from flowing tide 
Vlth b^w'd'll^g [ Ob I ^l«t wlfhrint nUoy. 
Look down, enlreated bj whatever niiiio. 

BluUlolt with echon 1111 the grovei aruunilj 
OtII Seodatn, br wUdi alone 
In thoaa atharairnuinalana thoo art knowfi. 
Ihf blDih vu nuilden, and tb; yontli i 
m wwUM MHb knew noTer. pnre and chntU 
ne hooonre, therefore, bj divine Airrfe 
The iot«(Tlrgin worth, are (iveo to Kien ; 

Id the naon p«lin-bnncb waving In ihy Un 



I oi the bl^zln^ quiru." 









Wkleb, 1> mi M^ TOBth, 



SIrlUnc by tnmt Ui ni 









what god. or deml-god.' 



Baveei^tl 

Racalftbai 
In Alldon. and 



[>b»bean ibitis 
Shall diive Uie'ifirpT race Irom HcUit 






Bnt Ibon, my book, thoogh (hou 
Wboflierta' treachery loat, 
FranafuhJ kindred'book." 

To •one dark mU or cive furlorn. 

The chaflnf of KKoe bard uulutor'd t 

That "hoB mayeat yet etcnpe 
e tfoire of Letb^ and on oary wliina 
iDut ID the evetlaatUK conru ul Juie ! 

Shies Rous deilret thee, and complall 
lliat, though by proml'-e hia, 
TTiDdgli yet appear'it not In lliy ptaa 
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But, absent, leavest his numbers incomplete. 
He, therefore, guardian vigilant 
Of that nnperisbing wealth. 
Calls thee to the interior shrine, his charge, 
Where he intends a richer treasure far 
Than Ion kept (Ion, Erectheus' son 
Illustrious, of the fair Cretlsa born) 
In the resplendent temple of bis god. 
Tripods of gold, and l>elphlc gifts divine. 

AMTISTBOPHB. 

Haste, then, to the pleasant groves, 
The muses' favourite haunt: 
Resume thy station in Appo'.o's dome, 

Dearer to him 
Than Delos, or the fork d Parnassian hlU! 

Exulting go. 
Since now a splendid lot is also thine. 
And thou art sought by my propitious (riend ; 
For there thou shalt be read 
With authors of exalted note, 



The ancient glorious lights of Greece uad 
Home. 

EPODE. 

Ye, then, my works, no longer vain, 
And worthless deem'd by mc ! 
Whatever this sterile genius has produced. 
Expect, at last, the rage of envy spent, 
An unmolested happy home. 
Gift of kind Hermes, and my watchful friend. 
Where never flippant tongue profane 
Shall entrance nnd, 
And whence the coarse unletter'd multitude 
Shall babble far remote. 
Perhaps some future distant age. 
Less tinged with prejudice, and better taught. 
Shall furnish minds of power 
To judge more equally. 
Then, malice silenced in the tomb. 
Cooler heads and sounder hearts. 
Thanks to Rouse, if aught of praisn 
I merit, shall with candour weigh the claim. 



TRMSUTIONS OF THE ITALIAN POEMS OF MILTON. 



SONNET. 

Faih Lady ! whose harmonions name the Rhine, 
Throngn all his grassy vale, delights to hear. 
Base were indeed the wretch who coold 
forbear 

To love a spirit elegant as thine. 

That manifests a sweetness all divine. 
Nor knows a thonsand winning acts to spare, 
And graces, which Lov'e's bow and arrows are, 

Tempering thy virtues to a softer shine. 

When gracefully thou speak'st, or singest gay 
Such strains as might the senseless forest 
move, 

Ah then— turn each his eyes and ears away. 
Who feels himself unworthy of thy love! 

Orace can alone preserve him ere the dart 

Of fond desire yet reach his Inmost heart. 



SONNET. 

Aa on a hlll-top rude when closing day 
Imbrowns the scene, some pastoral maiden 

fair 
Waters a lovely foreign plant with care, 
Borne from Its native genial airs away. 
That scarcely can its tender bud display. 
Ho. on my tongue, these accents, new and rare, 
Are flowers exotic, which Love waters there. 
While thus, O sweetly scornful ! I essay 
Thy praise in verse to British ears unknown. 
And Thames exchange for Amo s fair domain : 
80 Love has wlll'd, and ofttimes. Love has 

shown. 
That what he wills, he never wills in vain— 
O that his hard and sterile breast may be 
To Him, who plants from heaven, a soil as free! 



CANZONE, 

TnvT mock my toil— the nymphs and amorous 

swains— 
And whence this fond attempt to write, they 

cry. 
Love songs in language thatthon little knew'st? 
How darent thoa risk to sing these foreign 

strains ? 
Say truly. Find'st not oft thy purpose croas'd. 
And that thy fairest flowers here fade and die? 
Then with pretence of admiration high— 
The other shores expect, and other tides, 
Rivers, on whose grassy sides 
Her deathless laurel leaf, with which to bind 
Thy flowing locks, already Fame provides : 
Why then this burden, better far declined ? 
Speak, mnse ! for me— the fair one said, who 

guides 
My willing heart, and all my fancy's flights, 
"TbJMlgtbe langnago in wlilch Love delights.'* 



SONNET TO CHARLES DEODATI. 

Charles— and I say It wondering— thoa must 
know 
That 1, who once assumed a scornful air 
And scoffd at Love, am fallen in his snare, 
^FuU many an upright man has fallen so :) 
Tet think me not thus dazzled by the flow 
Of golden locks, or damask cheek ; more rare 
The heartfelt beauties of my foreign fair : 
A mien majestic, with dariK brows that show 
The tranquil lustre of a lofty mind ; 
Words exquisite, of idioms more than one. 
And song, whose fascinating power might bind. 
And from her sphere draw down the laboaring 

moon; 
With such flre darting eyes that shonld I fUl 
My ears with wax, she would enchant me still. 



SONNET. 

Ladt! It cannot be but that thine eyes 
Must be thy sun, such radiance they display. 
And strike me e'en as Phoebus nim whose 
way 
Through horrid Libya's sandy desert lies. 
Meantime, on that side steamy vapours rise 
Where most I suffer. Of what kind are 

they. 
New as to me they are, I cannot say. 
But deem them, m the lover's language— sighs. 
Some, though with pain, my bosom close 

conceals, 
Which, if in part escaping thence, they tend 
To soften thine, thy coldness soon congeals. 
While others to my tearful eyes ascend. 
Whence my sad nights m showers are ever 

drown'd. 
Till my Aurora comes, her bow with roses 
bound. 



SONNET. 

Ekamouk'd, artless, young, on foreign gronnd. 
Uncertain whither from myself to fly; 
To thee, dear Lady, with an humble sigh 
Let me devote my heart which I have found 
By certain proofs, not few. Intrepid, sound. 
Good, and addicted to conceptions high : 
When tempests shake the world, and flre the 
skv 
It rests in adamant self-wrapt around. 
As safe from envy as from outrage rude. 
From hopes and fears that vulgar minds abase, 
As fond of genius, and flx'd fortitude. 
Of the resounding lyre and every muse. 
Weak you will find it in one only part. 
Now pierced by love's immedicable dart 



TBAN3LA.TI0NS FBOH 

VIRGIL, OVID, HORACE, AND HOMER. 



ii[|[bt DOW i^U nigh tionitMtj. 



OR In tbe darkt explored tbe iwok 
lUn iJept wiMi ubv bvan'd Brooiut 



aaiti^milllMtMllHi, loine smoke untt: 
Wnsn, tdaMBlof wlib > pin ib« oncmud mt, 
jl ad ilMVlni U^owutis »a coili belaw. 
H* tolll, with dlMkB diBtended. lo eicJls 
Wnh prodSaitMdhB ipnuli hH hud beton 

8mn WW bli no% bU ta&w ftK »i« diir 
A BBuind i^rortvliw alglii poundi ■»•;. 

Piz'd In Uh mil, kOordt bit limp i lUiut; 
Ha Mtila. UM nnrii eiaTls ol ■ giut : 
' Andwlth ( TDblKT, lor Ktui UH doalgn'd. 

Eftcli budbuUa employ: luaarloff AouiLnt 
TUi tonv tlia wliicfi, vUJe ttv£ ui{i^laB th 
■nn •tone reroliiiiB rapUUjr. uovr gUiw^ 

WhUa be. u> make 1^ bEsv/lulKmr UkIic 
TiikiorililileltliudHiKliBve bliiSui 



BdA, nimDoii'd oft, iba came ; U big Bomninni 
I^Hb fo^ baiv'd, tka ilaei>liig embe» tain'd. 



BaplanUt'diMwlTtroo. „ 

IlM likoon o( Iha MU parMna'd. 
The Ddii^ad Onar uMI bmn matt ntxi, rsniYE, 
WUeh aaidvo oft iboiMa Carai rbronvb raOiied, 

TO> dOM atOBM bit Man plKin repiai 
UnlMnm'd on-i Aina Iwud ba uif, 
WRk tipld lT»h aiM l«nn>T uMk'd ft >u. 
Tlian StSaPd ftwltli botS binds id a MIL 
And •ptaadlH U aciii wttb both haadi i^ie, 
Wttb iptlnklea hII ttaa eUIan'il miiai nppllad : 
Allangtb ltiBnablioranl»taDce.da<rwraii«bt. 
Takei from bit piUms bnpnu'd tba iliaiK It 

Bammai aa aib~-ud qnuUr'd Into tharei, 



Vulcan Um akHW 
Hts part pertonn'd. fnttt hwdlHi ol Ua turn. 
Hut leduloiu. not nMrtt* to anbdaa 
nil hnnEcr, bnt to Biaua bla falila too. 
PrepareemonaaTourfood. Hla chtnMHj aid* 
Dould boait no nmrnoii, Mlltd ntU mmd (hied 
Anil hDok'd baldnd htait bal aiOetaiu (tun 
01 Qundlod-anlM and a elieeie II bore; 
A broad roDod cboeae, wbteh Ihroocb JUeeotM 



For oil u Irom bE^tolle abroad be ua>ed. 
Home-bound bj waaibtc, or lome lUteil (cait, 
Hladebt ol cnilun here he ddlj Mid. 



■he lettnoe, and tbe lung bngfl-bcUicd goord ; 



icpendiuff »lilom, eta he gnlltad Roma, 
Tbara, at no cohi. on unloiH. rank and red. 



That banp on >U(lit«>t thRHda tl«x uuaiiU&K 



COWPEB'8 POKnCAl. WOllKa. 



WltbUilDjKtMhe 



Jn^vrltb bis icti Ma tunic ItHbt. 
iDg (ut Ihe ncHle wllb bJi ttghl.^ 

'd Uia nrtuni Juiua of llie n>t. ' 

He Brlndl, ud by denvea tail bertu bclmr, 
LmI la MBh oUwr, tnur mn powan fnnKn. 
And wRk Ibtdwaw la eompom^to the nlvbt 
Nor «li*nr ■nan wpcar BOTWbonjrviaiii. 

till mSfb oft tb^^nhil tiiiBeT»eiii. 
la eoIMd tin oft Uii dinner lor lU uenli 
Or, wild wr7 timet, nlplDi ■> he apnku 
mo ITMklln^,iein, cried, "Veiigcsiice on (hi 

TlM woit ppoBeedi : not rooKhl7 Inrai liP new 



And. Ibu complete in tiEnn anil In kind. 
OliMtu M lannli tbo Hilad he deilen'il. 
^i now Uuk CjlMil^leie him Unndi. 
H* alld nealTCi U, c£ulnc fur away 
\ilBiii»-""~'"*'—"'-^— ' — ■•■- 



Hlilmc 
la Ui loni 






i imA amuo at leather, lortb be led 
joked hli ftteen, a dull obedient pair. 



TRASSLATION FROM VIROIL. 



KaalleB, OBAl'd, Dot kaonlna w] 
And u a eUMin tliM In brtta of i 
VOnftm Iba airMU Oeodi U chat 

Bam BB It, OTtt" "™™"" "">" 

n* nlTartnaUi 
Bneta were llM wkvolncn 
TwB night— Mill wairy ni 
Hie blnfi, the bleating fli 



Forth (nun hl« plea«nnt >in. 



le ttimu ol iru, ttio atorui ii paat. 



For'UithT^plaeeof rest, there end thy tolln: 
niera, CwIm ten nMieluMad, fair Auw'ik^ 
Htaall iln, fair Alba, br AefiuaTuL band, 
*^ni ikdl U be-Dow llaUB. while 1 teach 



:lliUii^ »rnr?t wtk JiiiiQ In tbr prayer, 

1 TaiKinlst all her wrath wllh laiipUanl 



Uj fountain head,"— He tpoke and MnrhC Ibe 
Ranged his fnnn beneath the chMdn^ Hood 

brlniRiliiE itream, and tbna addraaa'd tbe 
njnti^s. Laurantlan n jmpba, wbo feed the 
t^oj a atreuo, uul Ibeo, with th; beat 
her, bear, accept ma. and aflord. 
Hinh afford, a ihelter f roB my woe*, 
rr -dre^ei In aacred ca rem under groniiJd 
Thr wuon ■!««>, whara'ar ther iprlni to UthI, 
"'noaUKniluutiiiq'torkwnteb&kame. 
r IdMnga and Bf von dMdl wait thee allUi 
reat baaed Fhtbar af Baapailwi Hoods, 
9 grsicMtt now, andiM^W woiSF^ 
B said, and chose two tallen from blsflcpt 
la them with nan. and eiotbs) the ctew bi 






Moilonlees as a pool, or silent lake, 

iiielr vojare titer heiln : the pitcbj keel 
illldcB Ibrop^ the gentle deep, the qnlet s 
Admlm tbe onwonted burden thai It beat 
Well poUih'd «rm>. and TOEseli pauied ft 
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The Ronum power has eqnaird with the cloads: 
Bnt such was then Erander's scant domain. 
They steer to shore, and hasten to the town. 

It chanced the Arcadian monarch on that day. 
Before the walls, beneath a shady grove. 
Was celebrating high, in solemn least, 
Alddes and his tuteliuy gods. 
Pallas, his son, wus there, and there the chief 
Of all his youth; with these, a worthy tribe, 
His poor, out venerable senate, burnt 
Sweet Incense, and their altars smoked with 

blood. 
Soon as they saw the towering masts approach, 
Sliding between the trees, wnlle the crew rest 
Upon their silent oars, amazed they rose. 
Not without fear, and all forsook the feust. 
But Pallas undismay'd, his Javelin seized, 
Kush'd to the bank, and from a rising ground 
Forbade thsm to disturb the sacred rftes. 
^ Ye stranger youth! What prompts you to ex- 
plore 
This untried way? and whither do ye steer? 
Whence, and who are ye? Bring ye peace or 

war?" 
JEnetM from his lofty deck holds forth 
The peac^l olive branch, and thus replies : 
^Tlrojans and enemies to the Latlan state. 
Whom they with unprovoked hostilities 
Have driven away, thou seest. We seek 

Evander— 
Say this— and say beside, the Trojan chiefs 
Ar^ come, and seek his friendship and his aid." 
Pallas with wonder heard that awful name. 
And "Whosoe'er thou art," he cried, *'come 

forth: 
Bear thine own tidings to ray father's ear, 
And be a welcome guest beneath our roof. 
He said, and press'df the stranger to his breast: 
Then led him from the river to the grove, 
Wtiere, courteous, thus JEneas greets the king : 
** Best of the Grecian race, to whom 1 bow 
(So wills my fortune) suppliant, and stretch 

forth 
In sign of amity this peaceful brandh, 
I fear'd thee not, although I knew thee well, 
A Grecian leader, bom in Arcady, 
And kinsman of the Atridae. Me my virtue, 
That means no right to thee— The Oracles, 
Our kindred families allied of old. 
And thy renown diffused through every land. 
Have all conspired to bind in friendship to thee. 
And send me not unwilling to thy shores. 
Dardanus, author of the Trojan state 
(So say the Greeks), was fair Electra's son ; 
£lectra boasted Atlas fpr her sire. 
Whose shoulders high sustain the ethereal orbs. 
Your sire is Mercury, whom Mala bore. 
Sweet Mala, on Cyllene's hoary top. 
Her, if we credit aught tradition old, 
Atlas of yore, the self-same Atlas, clalm'd 
His daughter. Thus united close in blood, 
Thy race and ours one common sire confess. 
With these credentials fraught, I would not send 
Ambassadors with artful pfirase to sound 
And win thee by degrees— but came myself— 
Me, therefore, me thou seest ; my life the stake. 
*Tis I, ^neas, who implore thine aid. 
Should Daunia, that now aims the blow at thee. 
Prevail to conquer us, nought then, they think. 
Will hinder, but Hesperia must be theirs, 
All theirs, from the upper to the nether sea. 
Take then our friendship, and return us thine. 
We too have courage, we have noble minds. 
And youth well tried, and exercised in arms.** 

Thus spoke iEneas— He with flx'd regard 
Survey'd him speaking, features, form, and 

mien. 
Then briefly thus—" Then noblest of thy name, 
How gladly do I take thee to my heart. 
How gladly thus confess thee for a friend! 
In thee I trace Anchlses : his thy speech. 
Thy voice, thy countenance. For I well remem- 
ber 



Many a day since, when Priam Joumey'd forth 
To Salamis. to see the land where dwelt 
Hesione, his sister, he push'd on 
E'en to Arcadia's frozen bounds. Twas then 
The bloom of youth was glowing on my cheek; 
Much admirea the Trojan chiefs, and much 
Their King, the son of great Laomedon. 
Bnt most Anchlses, towering o'er them alL 
A youthful longing seized me to accost 
The hero, and embrace him ; I drew near, 
And gladly led him to the walls of Pheneus. 
Departing, he distinguish'd roe with gifts, 
A costly quiver stored with Lycian darts, 
A robe inwove with gold, with gold hnboss'd 
Two bridles, those which Pallas uses now. 
The friendly league thou hast solicited 
I give thee, therefore, and to-morrow nil 
My chosen youth shall wait on your return. 
Meanwhile, since thus in friendship ye arc 

come. 
Rejoice with us, and Join to celebrate 
These annual rites, which may not be delay'd. 
And be at once familiar at our board.'* 

He said, and bade replace the feast removed ; 
Himself upon a irrasy bank dispose^ 
The crew ; but for .£neas order'd forth 
A couch spread with a lion's tawny shag. 
And bade him share the honours of his throne. 
The appionted youth with glad alacrity 
Assist the labouring priest to load the board 
With roasted entrails of the slaughter'd beeves. 
Well kneaded bread and mantling bowls. Well 

pleased, 
.£neas and the Trojan youth regale 
On the huge length of a well pastured chine. 
Hunger appeased, and tables all despatch'd. 
Thus spake Evander ; " Superstition here, 
in this solemn feasting, has no part. 
No, Trojan friend, from utmost danger saved. 
In gratitude this worship we renew. 
Behold that rock which nods above the vale. 
Those bulks of broken stone dispersed around 
How desolate the shatter'd cave appears. 
And what a ruin spreads the incumoer'd plain. 
Within this pile, but far within, was once 
The den of (Jacns ; dire his hateful torm 
That shimn'd the day, half mcmster and half 

man. 
Blood newly shed stream'd ever on the gound 
Smoking, and many a visage pale and wan 
Nail'd at his gate, hung hideous to the sight. 
Vulcan begot the brute ; vast was his size. 
And from his throat he belch'd his father's flres. 
Hut the day .came that brought us what we 

wUh'd, 
The assistance and the presence of a God. 
Flnsh'd with his victory, and the spoils he won 
From trlple-form'd Geryon lately slain, 
The great avenger, Hercules, appear'd. 
Hither he drove his stately bulls, and ponr'd 
His herds along the vale. But the sly thief 
(Jacus, that nothing might escape his hand 
Of villany or fraud, drove from the stalls 
Four of tne lordliest of jiis bulls, and four 
The farlest of his heifers : by the tall 
lie dragg'd them to his den, that, there 

conceal'd. 
No footsteps might betray the dark abode. 
And now, his herd with provender snfllccd, 
Alcides would bo gone ; they as they went 
Still bellowing loud, made the deep echoing 

woods 
And distant hills resound : when, hark ! one ox, 
Imprison'd close within the vast recess. 
Lows in return, and frustrates all his hope. 
I'hen fury seized Alcides, and his breast 
With indignation heaved : grasping his clnb 
Of knotted oak swift to the mountain top 
He ran, he flew. Then flrst was Cacus seen 
To tremble, and his eyes bespoke his fetirs. 
Swift as an eastern blast, he sought his den. 
And dread, VncTesA\Tv\L^xi\Tk'%!&^\vSx&. «l:k\w'i&>«%%^Q^.. 
Drawn np Vn Nxon %A\n\E^ «X^n% VCls:^ m^^v^^^ 
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A rock was hang enormoas. Sach Ms haste. 
He burst the chaina. and dropp'd it at the door, 
Then grappled it with iron work within 
Of bolts and bars by Vulcan's art contri ed. 
Scarce was he fast, wlicn, panting for revenge. 
Came Hercules; he gnash'd his teeth with 

rage, 
And quick as lightning glanced his -eyes around 
I n qncHt of entrance. Fiery red and stung 
With indignation, thrice he wheeled his course 
Aliunt the mountain ; thrice, but thrice in vuin 
He strove to force the quarry at the gate, 
And thrice sat down o*erwearicd in the vale. 
Tliere stood a pointed rock, abrupt and nuie, 
Tliat high o'erlook'd the rest, cIohc at the buck 
Of the fell monster's den, where birds ob.Hrenc 
Of ominous note resorted, choughs and dawv. 
This, as it lean'd obliquely to the left. 
Threatening the stream below, he from the 

right 
Push'd with his ntmost strength, and to and fro 
lie shook the mass, loosening its lowest base : 
Then shoved it from its seat ; down fell the pile ; 
Sky thnnder'd at the fall : the banks give way. 
The affrighted stream flows upward to his 

source. 
Behold the kennel of the brute exposed, 
The gloomy vault laid open. So, if chance 
Earth yawning to the centre should disclose 
Tiie mansions, the pale mansions of the dead. 
Loathed by the gods, such would the gulf 

appear. 
And the ghosts tremble at the sight of day 
The monster braying with unusual din 
Within his hollow lair, and sore amazed 
To see such sudden inroadu of the light, 
Alcidcs press'd blm close with what at hand 
Lay readiest, stumps of trees, and fragments 

huge 
Of millstone size. He (for escape was none)* 
Wondrous to tell! forth from his gurge dis> 

charged 
A smoky cloud thct darken' d all the don ; 
Wreath after wreath he vomited iimaln. 
The smothering vapour niix'd with fiery sparks. 
No sight could penetrate the veil obscure. 
The hero, more provoked, endured not this. 
But with a headlong leap he rush'd to where 
T)ie thickest cloud enveloped his abode. 
There grasp'd he Cacns, spite of all his fires, 
Till, crush'd within his arms, the monster shows 
His bloodless throat, now dry with paatiag 

hard. 
And his press'd eyeballs start. Soon he tears 

down 
The barricade of rock, the dark abyss 
IJcs open ; and the Imprison'd bulls, the theft 
He had with oaths denied, are brought to light : 
By the heels the miscreant carcass is dragg'd 

forth. 
His face, his eyes, all terrible, his breast 
Beset with bristles, and his sooty jaws 
Are view'd with wonder never to be cloy'd. 
Hence the celebrity thou seest, and hence, 
Tills festal day Potitius first enjoin'd 
Posterity : these solemn rites he first. 
With those who bear the great Pinarian name, 
To Hercules devoted ; in the grove 
This altar built, deem'd sacred In the highest 
By us, and sacred ever to be deem'd. 
Come, then, my friends, and bind your youthful 

brows 
In praise of such deliverance, and hold forth 
The brimming cup ; your deities and ours 
Are now the same, then drink and freely too." 

So .saying, he twisted round his reverend locks 
A variegated poplar wreath, and flll'd 
His right hand with a consecrated bowl. 
At once all pour libations on the board. 
All offer prayer. And now, the radiant sphere 
Of day descending, eventide drew near. 
When first Potltlas with the priests advanced. 
Begirt with Biina, Mad tordnes in tlielr hands. 



High piled with meats of Miroarj ta^- tbej 

ranged 
The chargers, and renaw'dthe cratefnl feasL 
Then came the Salil, crvwa'd with poplar too* 
Circling the biasing altam; here Um youth 
Advanced, a choir hannonloiu, there were heard 
The reverend seers responaiTe; jnajae ttey 

sung. 
Much praise in honoor of Aletdes' deeds ; 
How first with iofaut gripe two serpents hnge' 
He strangled, sent from Jnno; next ttey seof, 
How Troja and CEIchalla he destroyed. 
Fair cities both, and nma^ atellsdiDe task 
Beneath Eoirstheas (so ate stepdame wiU'd> 
/ chieved victorious. Thou, the cloadi-bom pair, 
Hylseus fierce and Pholus, moastrous twins, 
Ttiou siew'st the minotanr, the idague of Crete> 
And the vast lien of the Nemean rock, 
Thee hell, and Cerberus, hell's porter, fear'd, 
Stretch'd in his den upon Ills half-gnaw'd booca 
Thee no abhorred form, not e'en the vast 
Typhoens could appal, thouj^ clad in amn. 
Hall, true-bom son of Jove, among <^e gods 
At length enroU'd, nor least lllastrious thou. 
Haste thee iMropitioas, and approve oar songs. 
Tims hymn'd the chorus : above all they slug 
The cave of Cacas, and the flames he breathed. 
TI16 whole grove echoes, and the hiUs reboaad 

The rites perform'd, all hasten to the to«n>, 
Tlie king, bending with age, held«a be- went 
JRne&a and his Pallas by the hand. 
With much variety of pleastaig talk 
Shortening the way. JEaeaa, with a mile. 
Looks round him, charm'd with the delightfol 

scene, 
And many a question asks, and moch he leann 
Of heroes far renown'd in ancient times. 
Then spake Evander. These extensive groves. 
Were once inhabited by fauns and nynjms. 
Produced beneath their shades, aud a rode 

race 
Of men, the progeny uncouth of elms 
And knotted oaks. They no refinement knew 
Of law^ or manners civiused, tayoke 
The steer, with forecast provident to store 
The hoarded grain, or manage- what they had. 
But browsed like beasts opon the leafy boogie 
Or fed voracious on their hnoted pcey. 
An exile from Olympas, and expeira 
His native realm by thander-bearlng Jove, 
First Saturn came, lie from the mofatains 

drew 
This herd of men untractoble and fierce. 
And gave them laws: and cail'd his hldlog- 

place. 
This growth of forests, latlom. Haeh the 

peace 
His land t>ossess'd, the golden age was then. 
So famed in story ; tlU by slow degrees 
Far other times, and of fur different hue. 
Succeeded, thirst of gold and thirst of blood. 
Then came Ausonian bands and armed hosts 
From Sicily, and Latiom often changed 
Her master and her name. At length arose 
Kings, of whom Tybrls of gigantic form 
Was chief ; and we Italians since have cali'd 
The river by his name ; thas Albnla 
(So was the country cail'd in ancient days) 
Was quite forgot. Me from my native land 
An exile, through the dangerous ocean driven* 
Resistless fortune and relentless fate 
Placed where thou seest me. Phcsbos, and 
The nymph Carmentis, with maternal care 

Attendant on my wanderings, flx'd me here. 

* * « •« « * 

He said, and show'd him the Tsrpeian rock. 
And the rude spot where now the Capitol 
Stands all magnificent and bright with gold. 
Then overgrown with thorns. And yet e'ea 

then 
The swains beheld that sacred scene with awe: 
The grove, the rocK, InapUed religioas fear. 
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tatr km, KHM deity, ir« kovir, 
It, tat wlMit deltT w« doabt. 
TMllaiu qMftk of Jupiter MmMAf, 
Nj liATe often seen Uu, ebakinfr here 
loaiT JBcle, while the thunder tutrms 
rioUiigiiU around him. Turn thine eyes, 
t that ruin ; those dismantled WMlbi, 

ooee two towss, Janiculnm , 

ma this, and that by Saturn built. 

la. Such disoourse brought tlicm be- 

eath 

MT of poor Brander : thence thov nnw, 

now the proud and stately forum Ktnnds, 

ssing heros wide scatter'o o'er the Held. 

B he entex'd—Uercnles, he said, 

out Hercules, on his threshold trod, 

sraUt oontatn'd him, humble as thi'y are. 

> desj^se magnlflcence, my friend, 

ihy dlTlne descent by worth divino, 

)w with hauffhty scorn this mean ubodc. 

ng ,be led MaeHs by the hand, 

laced him on a cushion stu£F'd with 

laves, 

with the tUn of a Lyblstlan bear. 

* « • • * * 

thus in Lenmos Vulcan was empioy'd, 

n'd by the gentle dawn of day, 

e shnll song of birds beneath the eaves 

jow mansion, old Bvander rose. 

dc, and the sandals on his feet, 

I good sword well girded to his side, 

tier's skin dependent from his lett, 

er his right moulder thrown aslaut 

'as he clad. Two mastiffs followed him, 

lole retinne and his nightly guavd. 

O), TRI8T. BOOK V. ELEG. XII. 

Scribis, ut oblectem. 

i me write to amuse the tedious hours, 

ve from withering my poetic powers ; 

s the task, my friend, for verse should 

>w 

lie free mind, not fettered down by woe ; 

8 amidst unceasing tempests tost, 

r has cause for sorrow, 1 have most. 

Eon bid Priam laugh, his sons all- slain, 
less Niobe from tears refrain, 
e gay dance, and lead the festive train ? 
ief or study most beflt the mind 
remote, this barbarous nook conrflaed? 
on impart to my unshaken breast 
titude by Socrates possessed, 
ould it sink beneath such woes as mine, 
at is human- strength to wrath divine? 
s he was, and Heaven pronounced him 

'erings would hare laid that wisdom low. 
forget my country, thee and ail, 
in the offence to which I owe my fail, 
r alone would freeze the poet's vein, 
hostile troops swann o er tlte dreary 
ain. 

fit the fatal rust of long disnse 
ne for the service -of the 'iwawe. 
I and weeds are all we can expect 
le best soil impoverished by nt^glcct ; 
cised, and to his stall contiucd. 
itest racer would be left behind: 
St built bark that (^eares thcwatcry 
ay, 

eless by, would moulder or decay— 
3 remains that time shall me restore, 
s I was, to what I was before, 
tow a serieii of desponding cares 
bs the genhis and its force ImiMirs. 
t, as now, on tills devoted sheet, 
se, constraui'd to move with measored 
et 

int and laborious limps alon?, 
>ves itself a wretched exile's son or. 
i it tunes the most melodious lays? 



TIs emulation and the thirst of praise, 
A noble thirst, and not unknown to me. 
While smoothly wafted on a calmer sea. 
But can a wretch like Ovid pant for fame? 
No, rather let tha worid forget my name. 
It is because that worid approved my strain. 
You prompt me to the same pursuit again y 
No, let the Nine the ungrateful truth excuse, 
I charge my hopeless ruin on the muse. 
And, like Ferilku, meet my Just desert. 
The victim of my own pernicious art : 
Fool that I was to be so wam'd in vain. 
And, ahipwreck'd onoe, to tempt the deep 

again. 
It fares the bard in this unletter'd land. 
None to consult, and none to understand. 
The purest verse has no admirers here. 
Their own rude language only suits their ear. 
Knde as it is, at length familiar grown, 
1 learn it, and almost unlearn my own- 
Yet to say truth, e'en here the muse disdains 
(Confinement, and attempts her former strains, 
But finds the strong desire is not the dowit. 
And what her taste condemns the names de- 
vour. 
A part, perhaps, like this escapes the doom. 
And though unworthy, finds a friend at Rome ; 
But oh the cruel ari, that coald undo 
Its votary thus ! would that could perish too ! 



HORACE, BOOK I. ODE IX. 

Vldes, ut alt& stet nive candidum 
Suracte; 

Seest thou yon mountain laden with deep 

snow, 
The groves beneath their fleecy burden bow. 

The streams, congeard. forget to flow. 
Come, thaw the cold, aod lay a cheerful pile 

O fuel on the hearth ; 
Broach the best cask, and make old winter 
smile 
With seasonable mirth. 

This be our part— let Heaven dispose the rest ; 

If Jove command, the winds shall sleep. 

Tliat now wage war upon the foamy deep, 
And gentle gales spring from tlie balmy west. 

E'en let us shift to-morrow as we may, 

When to-morrow's pass'd away 

We at least shall have to say 

We have lived another day; 
Your auburn locks will soon be silver'd o'er. 
Old age is at our heels, and youth returns no 
more. 



HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XXXVIII. 
Persicos odi, pucr, apparatus. 

BOT, I hate their empty shows, 

Persian garlands I detest. 
Bring not me the late-blown rose, 

Lingering after all the rest. 
Plainer myrtle pleases me, 

Thus outstretch'd beneath my vine; 
Myrtle more becoming thee, 

waiting with thy master's wine. 



HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XXXVIII. 

Rot, I detest all Persian fopperies. 
Fillet-bound garlands are to me disgustln;?; 
Task not thyself with any search, I chargp 
thee. 

Where latest roses linger. 
Bring me alone (for thou wilt find that readily) 
Plain myrtle. Myrtle neither will disparage 
Tliee occupied to serve me, or me drinking 

Beneath my vltve'a coul %^Q,ltA.t 
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HORACE, BOOK 11. ODE X. 

Receiyb, dear friend, the truths 1 teach, 
So Shalt thou live bcvoiid the reach 

Of adverse fortune s power ; 
Not always tempt the distant deep, 
Nor always timorously creep 

Along the treacherous shore. 

He that holds fast the golden mean. 
And lives contentedly between 

The little and the great. 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor. 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 

Embittering all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most the power 
Of wintry blasts ; the loftiest tower 

Comes heaviest to the ground ; 
The bolts that spare the mountain's side 
His cloudcapt eminence divide. 

And spread the ruin round. 

The well-infonn'd philosopher, 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear, 

And hopes in spite of pain ; 
K Winter bellow from the north. 
Boon the sweet Spring comes dancing forth, 

And Nature laughs again. 

What if thine heaven be overcast. 
The dark appearance will not last ; 

Expect a brighter sky. 
The Ood that strings the silver bow 
Awakes sometimes the muses too. 

And Jays his arrows by. 

If hindrances obstruct thy way, 
Thy magnanimity display. 

And let thy strength be seen : 
But O ! if Fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale. 

Take half thy canvas in. 



A REFLECTION ON THE FOREGOING 

ODE. 

And is this all! Can Reason do no more 

Than bid me shun the deep, uud dread the 

shore? . 
Sweet moralist! afloat on life's rough sea. 
The Christian has an art unknown to thee : 
He holds no parley with unmanly fears ; 
Where Duty bids ne confidently steers. 
Faces a thousand dangers at her call. 
And, trusting in his God, surmoonts them alL 



HORACE, BOOK U. ODE XVL 
Otlnm Divos rogat la patenti. 

Easb is the weary merchant's prayer. 
Who ploughs by night the JEgean Hood, 

When neither moon nor stars appear. 
Or faintly glimmer through the cloud. 

For ease the Mede with quiver grncod, 
For ease the Thracian hero sigliti, 

Delightful ease all pant to taste. 
A blessing which no treasure buys. 

For neither gold can lull to rest, 
Nor all a Consul's guard beat off 

The tumults of a troubled breast. 
The cares that haunt a gilded roof. 

Happy the man whose table shows 
A few clean ounces of old plate. 

No fear intrudes on his repose. 
No sordid wishes to be great. 

Poor short-lived things, whatnlans we lay, 

Ah, why forsake our native home ? 
To distant climates speed away ; 
For Bell stickB close where'er we roam. 



Care follows hard, and soon o'ertakes 
The well-rigg'd ship, the warUke steed! 

Her destined quarry ne'er forsakes— 
Not the wind flies with half her speed. 

From anxions fears of future lH 
Guard well the cheerful, happy now: 

Gild e'en your sorrows with a smile 
No blessing is anmix'd below. 

Thy neighing steeds and lowing herds. 
Thy numerous flocks around thee graze. 

And the best purple Tyre affords 
Thy robe magnificent displays. 

On me indulgent Heaven bestow'd 
A rural mansion, neat and small ; 

This lyre ;— and as for yonder crowd. 
The happiness to hate them alL 



THE J'IFTH SATIRE OF THE FIRST BOOK 
OF HORACE. 

A HUMOROUS DBSCSIFTION OF THE AUTHOU'S 
JOUBNfir FROM ROMS TO BRL'NUUSIUM. 

'TWAS a long Journey lay before us. 
When I and honest Heliodoms, 
Who far in point of rhetoric 
Surpasses every living Greek, 
Each leaving our respective home. 
Together sallied forth from Rome. 

First at Arida we alight. 
And there refresh, and pass the night. 
Our entertainment rather coarse 
Than snmptaons, but I've met with worse. 
Thence o'er the causeway soft and fair 
To Appil Forom we repaur. 
But as this road is well supplied 
CTemptation strong I) on either side 
With inns commodious, snug, and warm. 
We split the Journey, and perform 
In two days' time what's often dune 
By brisker travellers in one. 
Here, rather choosing not to sup 
Than with bad water mix my cup. 
After a warm debate in spite 
Of a provoking appetite, 
I sturdily resolved at last 
To balk It, and pronounce a fast. 
And in a moody humour wait. 
While my less dainty comrades bait. 

Now o er the spangled hemisphere 
Diffused the starry train appear, 
When there arose a desperate brawl ; 
The slaves and bargemen, one and all 
Rending thehr throats (have mercy uu us!) 
As if they were resolved to stun us. 
" Steer the barge this way to the shore ; 
I tell yon we'll admit no more ; 
Plague ! will you never be content?'* 
Thus a whole hour at least is 8)M'nr. 
While they receive the several fuius. 
And kick the mule into his geurs. 
Happy, these difflcnltles past,* 
Conia we have fallen asleep at last! 
But, what with hummlnff, croaking, biting; 
(}nats, frogs, and all their phiKue^ uailing. 
These tuneful natives of the hike 
Conspired to keep us broad awake. 
Besides, to make the concerts full. 
Two maudlin wights, exceeding dull. 
The bargemen, and a passenger. 
Each in nis turn, essay'd an air 
In honour of his absent fair. 
At length the passenger, opprest 
With wine, left off, and snored the rest* 
The weary bargeman too gave q'er. 
And, hearing his companion snore. 
Seized the occasion, flx'd the barge, 
Turn'd out his mule to graze at large. 
And slept forgetful of his charge. 
And now the sun o'er eastern hill 
, Dlsoov«i'd that our barge stood still ; 
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When one, whose anger rexM him sore, 
With malice fraught, leaps quick on shore: 
Plucks np a stake with many a thwack 
Assails the mole and driver^ back. 

Then slowlv moving on with pain, 
At ten Feroma's stream we gain. 
And in her pnre and glassy wave 
Oar hands and faces gladlj lave. 
Climbing three mnles, fair Antnr's height 
We reach, with stony quarries white. 
While here, as was agreed, we wait, 
nil. charged with business of the state, 
Maecenas and Cocceius come. 
The messengers ot peace from Rome. 
My eyes, by watery humours blear 
And sore, I with black balsam smear. 
At length they Join us, and with them 
Our worthy friend Fonteius came ; 
A man of such complete desert, 
Antony loved him at his heart. 
At Fundi we refused to bait, 
And laugh'd at rain Aufidius' state, 
A praetor now, a scribe before. 
The piyple border'd robe he wore. 
His slave the smoking censer bore. 
Tired, at Mursena's we repose. 
At Formia sup at Capito's. 
With smiles the rising mom we greet. 
At Sinuessa pleased to meet 
With PloUas, Varius, and the bard 
Whom Mantua first with wonder heard. 
The world no purer spirits knows : 
For none my heart more warmly glows. 
O! what embraces we bestowed. 
And with what joy our breasts u'erflow'd ! 
hare, while my sense is sound and clear, 
liong as I live, 1 shall prefer 
A gay, good-natured, easy friend 
To every blessing heaven can send. 
At a small village, the next night, 
Near the Vultumus we alight : 
Where, as employed on state affairs. 
We were supplied by the purveyors, 
Frankly at once, and without hire. 
With food for man and horse, and fire. 
Capua next day betimes we reach. 
Where Virgil and myself, who each 
Laboured with different maladies 
His such a stomach, mine such eyes. 
As would not bear strong exercise, 
In drowsy mood to sleep resort ; 
Maecenas to the tennis-court. 
Next at Cocceius farm we're treated. 
Above the Caudian tavern seated ; 
His kind and hospitable board 
With choice of wholesome food was stored. 

Now, O ye Nine, inspire uiy lays ! 
To nobler themes mv fancy raise ! 
Two combatants, wno scorn to yield 
The noisy, tongue-disputed field, 
Sarmentns and Cicirrns, claim 
A poet's tribute to their fame; 
Cicirrus of true Oscian breed, 
Sarmentus, who was never freed. 
But ran away. We don't defame him ; 
His lady lives, and still may claim him. 
Thus dignified, in harder fray 
These champions their keen wit disi lay. 
And first Sarmentus led the way. 
'' Thy locks," quoth he, ^* so rough and coarse. 
Look like the mane of some wild horse.'* 
We Uugh ; Cicirrus nndismay'd— 
*tHave at you !" cries, and shakes his head. 
*' 'Tls well," Sarmentus says, " you've lost 
Tliat horn your forehead once could boast; 
Since, maim'd and mangled as you are. 
You seem to butt." A hideous scar 
Improved, 'tis true, with double grace 
The native horrors of his face. 
Well, after much Jocosely said 
Of his grim front, so fiery red 
(For carbuncles had blotch'd it o*er 
As usual on Campania's shore). 



" Give ns," hn cried. •• since you're so big, 

A sample of the Cyclop's Jig f 

Your shanks methlnks no buskins ask. 

Nor does your Phiz require a mask," 

To this CicUrrus ; "In return 

Of youj sir, now I fain would learn, 

When 'twas, no longer deem'd a slave. 

Your chains you to the Lares gave ? 

For though a scrivener's right you claim. 

Your lady's title is the same. 

But what could make yon run away. 

Since, pigmy as you are, each day 

A single pound of bread would quite 

O'erpower your puny appetite ? ' 

Thus joked the champions, while we langh'd 

And many a cheerful bumper quaff'd 

To Beneventnm, next we steer; 
Where our good host by over care 
In roasting thrushes, lean as mice. 
Had almost fallen a sacrifice, 
Tlie kitchen soon was all on fire, 
And to the roof the fiames aspire : 
There might you see each man and master 
Striving, amidst this sad disaster, 
1 '» save the supper. Then they came 
With speed enough to quench the fiame. 
From hence we first at distance sec - 
The Apnlian hills, well luiown to nie, 
Parch'd by the sultry western blast ; 
And which we never should have past. 
Had not Triviclus by the way 
Received us at the close of day. 
But each was forced at entering hero 
To pay the tribute of a tear. 
For more of smoke than fire was seen— 
The hearth was piled with logs so green. 
From hence in chaises we were carried 
Miles twenty-four, and gladly tarried 
At a small town, whose name my verse 
(So barbarous is it) can't rehearse. 
Know it you may by many a sign, 
Water is dearer far than wine ; 
There bread is deem'd such dainty fare. 
That every prudent traveller 
His wallet loads with many a crust ; 
For at Cannsium you might Just 
As well attempt to gnaw a stone 
As think to get a morsel down : 
That too with scanty streams is fed. 
Its founder was brave Dlomed. 
Good Varius (ah, that friends must part!) 
Here left us all with aching heart. 
At Rubi we arrived that day. 
Well jaded by the length of way, 
And sure poor mortals ne'er were wetter: 
Next day no weather could be better: 
No roads so bad ; we scarce could crawl 
Along to fishy Barliun's wall. 
The £gnatian's next, who by the rules 
Of common sense are knaves or fools. 
Made all our sides with laughter heave, 
Since we with them must needs believe 
That Incense in their temples burns, 
And witliout fire to ashes turns. 
To circumcision's bigots tell 
Such tales I for me, 1 know full well 
That in high heaven, unmoved by care, 
Tlie gods eternal quiet share : 
Nor can I deem their spleen the cause. 
While fickle Nature breaks her laws. 
Brundusium last we reach : and there 
Stop short the muse and traveller. 



THE NINTH SATIRE OP THE FIRST BOOK 
OF HORACE. 

DESCRIPnOW or an nCPEBTIKXNT. ADAPTED TO 
THE PBESKNT TIMB8, 1750. 

SATTNTXRnro along the street one day. 
On trifles musing by the way— 
Up steps a free familiar wight 
(I scarcely knew the man by sight) 



" C«rlo»," h* dlMt, "TO 



COWPEB^ POETICAI ^ 



nu iHiH good wtAig, Mr, U 7«ii. " 
Fludliig be MIU imnDediM eloM— 
" Sit, ma lu»> iHuliitu I inpBoie." 
"M; nuliuw, ilr. U qnlaklT doiie, 
1U but tBmue m; martt know el 
- 81r. 1 ban rud"— " O Zsamed ilr. 
Ton uid TOUT kunlnff 1 rvrvn." 
Then iwutkni wltb HuMtJ, 
And Hdly hmiliig lo get Irte, 
Uads, bov I AcAmpBTflil, tcuffled fori 
BuL UillM, ran ■!■'■>• •">??'>) •boct, 
BsokiMl'd aj boj, and jnU'd him wi 



Tby iintlwaliiMl ■nnmUrj. 
Wu dsTHt ■ tog wllta Inedom i 
And all k n»eanb tir U> nime 



'I M* yoa'n dluuUr dlMreasd, 
Would TOn 0T* tbe world to be m 
Bin br fou lun •ir, I abiU still 
BtlDk to Toor •Urti, do obit jm i 



loagbl I, -hcrei 



^raoMitha |Hrtoinnell«itfn, 
II Onr orlluoo ron will dHm 
Than m* mora worthr jr™--"'— 
PoBiu 1 *rlM brteiiM, 
As lut >A otbet msB ttIlv p 
llLflDleaQilD£»lnid,»cl 



"Puenta.nlatMfiilrroal Ho. 
TbajF'rt MidiafnMaot imsmd."— 
■* Hwiij to b* ■» non ■arptoiM ; 
Mr W* too UiTHtau, 1 (b nno. 
l}»l^><>t°b ma. Ilr, 'Ui now uw lau. 
Alul tsitntfaMtboiTiUeT 
Well, rm codvuiMdnT UBS li com 
When jonnt ■ glpoT t«d nr dODiii . 
Die baMuH obookiMr peUed heiid. 
Ab Bbe penned nr pelBLbBd-eabi ; 
Of polHii. peMUenee, —awn. 

Bewue tba ooimdW* MM pnte: 
CbleHy, mr un, bewua.aribiU. 



OnsnigmBUt! I'll bo wfth yomtrslghl." 

My lega wlLL BurelT iHirsr lor'l. ■ 
"Biv, prilliBB. CkIm, Rcp Mwdilc !- 
"A^, >Jr, JDii>r J li*re 00 sua 



TJelber to Ian ay tUl orTM 1" 

Uid ftriiow Trtiere be leade Ihe iiay^ 

Itm bend and oloTe, tlt—I •npsM." 
■NewouUe, let na t«Uroa,ikv 
lu ml hl> BQiHl ewr j H h era.'' 
-Well, nwrs indeed joor fortUM^ a 
Fallb. air, ;oi: andemudyearuada. 



ras5'..».,.-. 









.b»y. not die wi 



While tbni ha i^Uncly bafaaned. 

For wblcn roDlnraeuI wUb'd b& bu 



Inmemt ol pltJipiB'iTy (■u"*e."™' "*' 
^ """Thills c"'™*^' bi 



TRANHLATlONd PliOM HOMER. 



1« 



TfaeiiMblrasaas. Awar ttaer trudge, 
Calprit and aU, before tbe Judge. 
Meanwhile I Inckily enough 
(Thanks to ApoUo) got clear oft 



TRANSLATION OF AN EPIGRAM FROM 

UOMEB. 

Pat me my price, potters ! and I wtB sing. 
Attend, O Pallas! -Mift wMi llft«d ann 
Protect their OTen*; let the caps and all 
The sacred veoaeMMacken wcnl, and, baked 
With good siKSoesfl yield them both talr renown 
And im>flt, whelMrte the market sold 
Or streets, and let no strife ensue between us. 
BuL oh ye potters 1 if with shameless front 
Ye lalsinr your promlie, then I leave 
No miscnlef wdavokied to aTsage th» wrong. 
Come, Syntr^ Saaragua, Sabaotes, come. 
And Asbetua, nor IK yov dlrett dread. 



Omodamns, delay ! Fire seize your house. 

May neither house nor restibule eitcape, 

May ye lament to see confusion mar 

And mingle the whole labour of your hands. 

And mar a sound fill all your oren, such 

As of a nerse grlndtBg4ila provender, 

While all your pots and flagons bounce within. 

Come hither, also, daughter of the sun. 

Circe the sorceress, and with th v drugs 

Poison themselves, and all that they havt 

made! 
Come, also, Chiron, with thy numerous troop 
Of centaurs, as well those who died beneath 
The club of Heroules^aa who escaped. 
And stamp their crocsery to dmst; down fall 
Their chimney ; let them see It with their eyei» 
And howl to see the rain of their art. 
While I rejoice ; and If a potter stoop 
To peep into his furnaoe, may the lire 
Flash in his face and scorch it, that all men 
Observe, thenceforth, equity and good faith. 
Oct. 1780. 



TRASSUTIOSS OF GREEK VEBSES. 



FJIOH THE QBXF.K OF JOLIAHCS. 



ON- ViE SAME BT PALLADA3. 

JUsinatliHiiMClilmlBhliaiEUt, 
Dpiiald ft filetiloB to liii bniiA, 
ADdUnu tlia (DsMn addnHd : 
•■Tttos OBut MUn to bM wlili iliuno 



VyieK Inileed, Ilirua|4i«t the luai, 

AS EPITAPH. 
Mr mmo-inr eonnlrr-ith" «« thev 10 tl.ec ! 

AS OTHER. 

Wuii nncli h*ra latamr In tbr urvice vuni '. 
H* HI tM V|IM> Ilut cliKlu ynu umple iikiin, 
A*d li« llMM vUm Ihu lbs Tile adoni. 
Ha Oird wUb giuln tlia (lelH i Iba riUa lie lal 
Unrnth Uiii gnu bvfiiuit. iinrl tbono fmltlul 

^tlioirT bud, and itctt^ iinivu wlib 
flgwara. 

ANOTHER. 



BT CALLIMACHUa. 

YoongMaliuilppo"! ■inl.altTMllile, 



Tbni ArlitlMiDi monrn'O^ Dobl* mea, 

naialif bope nor lUngbter moro t 
And ail Grreiu Mdden'A nt bis woe. 
ON UILTIASEH. 

OS AN INFAKT. 



BT HERACLIDEI). 

In Cnldui i»ni, iba eonoett 1 becnme 
OlEopliroo. AtallinlMwasniT inDie. 
Hit iKfl I ihand, nor proMd «6»'t=" ,^|^*" 

AnS OM, (or bli rainembnnu' nka, ■ IHii 
To tlDlo'i i«*1ni, lUl ha ibaU Join me tbarii. 

OK THE SEED. 

A'nMfci"ouE?rariilT%on.- ! 
Bnl. ftChef 'd for jioetic nm, 
And Mnnfed Into A ubla luLce, 

At once, alibough briihttinf aanab, 
TO HEALTH. 



WflUOi or nBHwnu vrufanr, 
Wbara no apr tatHMUW VlM* ; 
Or In mftiOMJltmta baitowi 

01 a ngplla 1 

Flmrlih lUIr ia ttaf aUhi* 
And Ihe ilaler (racei Ihree^ 



TRANSLATIONS OF GUEUK V£K8l£8. 



IftI 



OK onrAUDs. 

Fas happier are the dead, methlnlu than tbcj 
Who look for death, and fear it ereiy day. 

ON THE ASTBOLOOERS. 

Tmc astrologers did aU alike prMage 
Mr uncle's dying in extreme old age : 
Only one disagreiBd. Bat he was wIm*. 
Ana spoke noi till he heard the fonoral cries. 

ON AN OLD WOMAN. 

Htctlla dies her locks, *tis said : 

Bat *tis a foal aspersion : 
She bays them black; they therefore need 

No sahseqaent immersion. 



ON FLATTERERS. 

No mischief worthier of oar fear 

In nature can be foand 
Than friendship, on ostent sincere, 

Bnt hollow and ansoand. « 
For loll'd into a dsngerons dream 

We close infold a foe. 
Who strikes, when most secure we soem. 

The inevitahle blow 



ON A TRUE FRIEND. 

Hast thoa a friend Y thoa hast indeed 

A rich and large sappiy, 
Treasare to sanre yoor every need. 

Well managed, till yoa die. 



ON THE SWALLOW. 

Attic maid f with honey fed, 
Bear*8t thon thy caUow brood 

Yonder locast from the mead. 
Destined their delicioas food ? 

Te have kindred Toloes dear, 
Ye alike unfold the wing. 

Migrate hither, sojonm here. 
Both attendant on the spring! 

Ah, for pity drop the prlae ; 

Let It not with trnth be said 
That a songster gasps and dieti. 

That a songster may be fed. 



ON LATE ACQUIRED WEALTH. 

Poos in my yonth, and in life's later scenes 

Ulch to no end, I carse my natal hoar, 
Who noaght enjoy'd wJule yoaug, denied the 
means ; 
And noaght when old enjoy'd, denied the 
power. 

ON A BATH, BY PLATO. 

Did Cytherea to the skies 

From this pellucid lymph arise? 

Or was it Cytherea's touch. 

When bathing here, that wade it sach ? 

ON A FOWLER, BY ISIDORUS. 

With seeds and birdlime, from the desert air, 
Eumelas gathered free, though scanty fare. 
No lordly patron's hand he deign'd to kiss, 
Nor luxury knew, save liberty, nor bliss. 
Thrice thirty years he lived, and to his heirs 
His seeds beqaeath'd, his btardlime, and his 
snares. 



ON A GOOD MAN. 



TaAVKLLxa, regret not me : for thon ulialt find 

Just cause of sorrow none in my dect^a^c. 
Who, dyinp, children's children left U'hind, 

And with one wife lived mauy u year in 
peace: 
Three virtnons youths espoused my daughters 
three. 

And oft their infants in my bosom lay, 
Nor saw I one of all derived from me, 

1V>ach*d with disease, or torn by death away. 
Their duteous hands, my funeral rlti>s bestow U, 

And roe, by blameless manners fitted well 
To seek it, sent to the serene abode 

Where shades of pious men for over dwell. 



ON A MISER. 

Trbt call thee rich—I deem thee poor. 
Since, if thou darest not use thy store. 
But savest it only for thine heirs. 
The treasure is not thine, bat theirs. 



ANOTHER. 

A lOSBB traversing his hoose, 

Espied, unusual there, a mouse, 

And thus his uninvited guest 

Briskly Inquisitive address'd : 

" Tell me, my dear, to what cause it it 

I owe this unexpected visit r* 

The mouse her host obliquely eyed. 

And, smiling, pleasantly repUeu : 

** Fear not, good fellow, for your hoard! 

I come to lodge, and not to Board.* * 



ANOTHER. 

Art thou some Individual of a kind 
Long-lived by nature as the rook or hind? 
Heap treasare, then, for U thy need be xuch. 
Thou hast excuse, and scarce canst heap too 

much. 
But man thon seem'st, clear therefore from thy 

breast 
This lust of treasure— folly at the best! 
For why shouldst thou go wasted to the tomb. 
To fatten with thy spoils thou know'st not 

whom? 



ON THE GRASSHOPPER. 

Hafft songster, nerch'd above. 
On the summit of the grove. 
Whom a dewdrop cheers to sing 
With the freedom of a king. 
From thy perch survey the fields 
Where prolific nature yields 
Nought that, willingly as she, 
Man surrenders not to thee. 
For hostility or hate 
None thy pleasores can create. 
Thee it satisfies to sing 
Sweetly the return of spring, 
Herald of the genial hours. 
Harming neither herbs nor flowers. 
Therefore man thy vtrfoe attends 
Gladly— thou and ne are friends ; 
Nor tny never^easlng strains, 
PhoBbus or the muse disdains 
As too simple or too long. 
For themselves inspire the song. 
Earth-born, bloodless, undecaying. 
Ever singing, sporting, playing, 
What has nature else to show 
Godlike in its Und as thon y 



us 



COWPEB-d POETICAL WORKS. 



OS KIOBE. 



CuASON I receive a family on tMard, 
itself sufBcient for thy crazy yawl, 

Apollo and Diana, for a word 
By me too pronaly spoken, slew as all. 



OS FEMALE INC0N8TAKCY. 

KiCH, thoa hadst many lovers— poor, ksitttone, 
So surely want extinguisties the flame. 

And she who call'd thee once her pretty one. 
And her Adonis, now inqaires thy name. 

Where wast thon bom, Soslerates, and where. 

In what strange country can thy parents live. 
Who seem'st, by thy complaints, not yet aware 

That want's a crime no woman can forgive ; 



FROM MENANDBR. 

Foin> youth ! who dream'st that boarded gold 

Is needful, not alone to pay 
For all thy various items sold. 

To serve the wants of every day ; 

Bread, vinegar, and oil, and meat, 
For savoury viands seasoned high; 

But somewhat more important yet— 
I tell thee what It cannot buy. 

So treasure, liadsrtb«a more soMassVl 
Than fame to Tuitalns assigned. 

Would save thee from a tomb at last. 
But thou nMst leave It all behind. 

I giv« thee, therefore, counsel wise; 

Confide not vainly in thy store. 
However large— much less despise 

Others comparatively poor ; 

But in thy more exalted state 

A just and equal temper show. 
That all who see thee nch and great, 

May deem thee worthy to be so. 



ON PALLAS BATHING, FROM A HYMN 
OF CALLIMACHUS. 

Nos oils of balmv scent prodaoe 
Nor mirror for Minerva's use. 
Ye nymphs who lave her ; she army'd 
In genuine beauty, scorns their «M. 
Not even when tney left the sUes, 
To seek on Ida's head the prize * 
From Paris' hand, did Juno deign. 
Or Pallas in the crvstal plain 
Of Simois' stream her lo<du to trace. 
Or in the mirror's polish'd faoe. 
Though Venus oft with anxioas care 
Adjusted twice a single hair. 



TO DEMOSTHENES. 

It flatters and deceives thy view. 
This mirror of lU-pollsh'd ore ; 

For, were it lust, and ttrid thee tme, 
Thon woaldst consult it never more. 



ON A SIMILAR CHARACTER. 

You give yonr cheeks a rosy stain, 
With washes dye your hair; 

But paint and washes nodi are rain 
To give a youthful atr. 

Those wrtnkles mock your daOy toil, 

No labour will efface 'em. 
Yon wear a mask of smoothest oil. 

Yet ttStt with ease we trace 'em. 



An art so fntftlet#lMn forsake. 
Which thongh yim auich excel la, 

You never can ecmtalre to make 
Old Hecnba young Helen. 

ON AS VQVT FELLOW. 

Bbwabx, my friend 1 of tryitM broflk, 
Or fountain, lest that hideoms hook. 

Thy nose, thon ehanceto«ee : 
Narcissus' fate woold then be fldne. 
And self-detested thou woaldst pine, 

As self-enamoar'd he. 



ON A THIEF. 

WfflEir Anlns, the noctnmal thief made prfi 
Of Hermes, swift-Wing'd envoy of tlie SKles 
Hermes, Arcadia's king, the thief divine. 
Who when an infant stole Apollo's kine, 
And whom, as arblCcr and overseer 
Of our gymnastic sports, we planted here; 
"Hermes," he cried, "you meet no nei 

a a 4* A I* • 

Of ttimes the pupil goes beyonaUi i 

ON ENVY. 

Pitt, says the Thebain fMird, 
From my wishes I discard ; 
Envy, let me rather be. 
Bather far, a theme for tkee. 
Pity to distress is shown. 
Envy to the great*alone^ 
So the Theban— Batto sMne 
Less conspicuous be mine ! 
I prefer the golden mean. 
Pomp and penury between ; 
For alarm and peril wait 
Ever on the loftiest staie. 
And the lowest to the end 
Obloquy and soom attend. 



ON A BATTERED BEAUTY. 

Haib, wax, roage, hone^, teeth yon bt 

A mnitifartous store ; 
A mMk at once would -all snpply 

Nor would it cost you more. 



ON PEDIGREE. 
FBOH EPICHABMUS. 

Mt motlierl if thou love me, name no mor 
My ncA>ie birth ! Sounding at every breatt 
My noble birth, thou kiU'st me. Thither II 
As to their only refuge, all from whom 
Nature withholds all good besides ; they t 
Their noble birth, conduct us to the tombs 
Of their forefathers, and, from age to age 
Ascending triumph their Illustrious race : 
But whom hast thou beheld, or canst 

name. 
Derived from no forefathers? Such a man 
Lives not ; for now could such be born at 
And, if it chance that, native of a land 
Far distant, or in infancy deprived 
Of all his kindred, one, who cannot trace 
His origin, exist, why deem him sprung 
From baser ancestry than theirs who can 
My mother! he whom nature at his bIffCh 
Endow'd with virtuous qualities, althoagi 
An JBthiop and a slave, is nobly bom. 



BY M08CHX78. 

I SLKFT when Venus enter'd to mv bed, 
A Cupid in her bpanteous hand she led, 
A basnf ul seeming boy, and thus she said 



TRANSLATIONS OF GREEK TER8E8. 



Ut 



^.nceifefltyllttleone! I bring 
It lore, irtMMk thou rnoBt teach to 



id left him. I suspecting nonght, 
tet atrain my sabtie papil taaght, 
> reed Pan nrst witk oner boand, 
fiMrm*d the nipe of Mftest sound. 
IS gave the lute, and how the quire 
owe to Phoibas' self the lyre. 

mj themes; my themes nought 
llie, 

Hung of amorous sort to me, 
iHt mortals and immortals prove 
I* tnftuence and the darts of lore, 
le teacher by the pupil tau^t ; 
I rcMta'dt he mine forgot. 



BT PHILEMON. 



^onr ills by diseontent, 
Mn bulk beyond what nature meant, 
rother, friend deoeased, to cry^ 
A indeed, but he was bora to die." 
rate i^ef is suited to the sixe 
of the loss, is Just and wise, 
ifaa, ** Ah ! wherefore was I bom, 
eft f<Mr ever thus forlorn ?" 
laoents his loss inrites distress, 
tea a woe that might be less, 
1 despondence to nis lot resigned, 
I's remedy behind. 



PRUDENT SIMPLICITY. 



lONORANT ASD ARBOOANT. 

*%mi double ignorance boast, % 

i's! not that thou notUng know'st. 



That thou mayst injure no man, dore-llke 

And serpent-like, that none may injure 
thee! 



SUNSET AND SUNRISE. 

ComOKPLATB, when the sun declines. 
Thy death with deep reflection! 

And when again he rising shines. 
The day of resurrection ! 



I WISH thy lot, -BOW bad, still iporse, my 

friend; 
For when at wont, they say, things aiwajt 

mend. 



RETALIATION. 

Tbb works of ancient bards divine, 
Antus, thou soom'st to read ; 

And should posterity read thine. 
It woidd be strange Indeed ! 



WBor Utas nM»re tiHui;boy In-nfe^ 
I deem'd myself ahnost a sage ; 
But now seem worthier to be styMI*.' 
For ignormoe, almost a child. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



VEBSES WRITTEN AT BATH, ON FIND- 
ING THE HEEL OF A SHOE. 

Fobtuke! I thank thee: gentle goddess! 

thanks ! 
Not that mv mase, thongh bashfuU shall dcny 
She would have thank'd thee rather hadst thon 

cast 
A treasure in her waj ; for neither meed 
Of early breakfast to dispel the fames, 
And bowel-racking pains of emptiness, 
Nor noontide feast, nor evening's cool repast, 
Hopes she from this— presmnptaous, thongh, 

perhaps, 
The cobbler, leather-carving artist! might, 
Nathless she thanks thee and accepts thy 

boon, 
Whatever ; not as erst the fabled cock, 
Yain-glorions fool! unknowing what he foond, 
Sponrd the rich gem thou gavest him. Where- 
fore, ah? 
Why not on roe that favour (worthier snre !) 
Conferr'dst thou, goddess ; Thon art blind, thou 

say'st : 
Enough !— thy blindness shall excuse the deed 

Nor does my muse no benefit exhale 
From this thy scant indulgence !— even here 
Hints worthy sago philosophy are found; 
Illustrious hints, to moralize ray song! 
TUs ponderous heel of perforated hide 
Compact, with pegs indented, many a row. 
Haply (for such its massy form bespeaks) 
The weighty tread of some rude peasant clown 
Upbore : on this, supported oft, he stretched, 
With uncouth strides, along the furrow'd 

fflebe 
Flattening the stubborn clod, tni cruel time 
(What wiU not cruel time ?) on a wry step 
Severed the strict cohesion; when, alas ! 
He, who could erst, with even, equal pace, 
Pursue his destined way with symmetry. 
And some proportion fonn'd, now on one side 
Curtail'd aild malm'd, the sport of vagrant boys. 
Cursing his frail supporter, treacherous prop! 
With toilsome steps, and difficult, moves on. 
Thus fares it oft with other than the feet 
Of humble villager— the statesman thus. 
Up the steep road where proud ambition leads. 
Aspiring, first uninterrupted winds 
His prosperous way ; nor fears miscarriage foul. 
While policy prevails, and friends prove true ; 
But that support soon failing, by him left 
On whom he most depended, basely left, 
Betray'd, deserted ; from his airy height 
Headlong he falls ; and through the rest of life 
Drags the dull load of disappointment on. 

PSALM CXXXVII. 

To Babylon's proud waters brought. 

In bondage where we lay, 
With tears on Sion's HiU we thought, 

And sigh'd our hours away; 
Neglected on the willows hung 
Our useless harps, while every tongue 

Bewaird the fatal day. ' 

Then did the base insulting foe 

Some Joyous notes demand. 
Such as in Sion used to flow 

From Jndah'8 happy band : 



Alas! what Joyous notes have we, 
Our country spoil'd. no longer free, 
And in a foreign land ! 

O Solyma ! if e'er thy praise 

Be silent in ray song, 
Kude and unpleasing be the lays. 

And artless be my tongue ! 
Thy name my fancy still employs; 
To thee, great fountain of my Joys, 

My sweetest airs belong. 

Bemember, Lord I that hostile sound, 
When Edom's children cried, 

" Bazed be her turrets to the flnround. 
And humbled be her pride !^ 

Bemember, Lord ! and let the foe 

The terrors of Thy vengeance know. 
The vengeance they defied. 

Thou too, great Babylon, shalt faU 

A victim to our God ; 
Thy monstrous crimes already call 

For Heaven's chastising rod. 
Happy who shall thy little onts 
Belentless dash against the stones. 

And spread their limbs abroad. 



AN ODE, 

ON SEADma MR. BICHABDSOy'S HISTOBT OT 
CHARLES GRAKDI80N. 

8at, ye apostate and profane. 
Wretches who blush not to dUdaln 

Allegiance to your God, 
Did e'er your Idly-wasted love 
Of virtue for her sake remove 

And lift yon from the crowd ? 

Would you the race of glory run. 
Know, the devout, and they alone. 

Are equal to the task: 
Tlie labours of the Illustrious course 
Far other than the unaided force 

Of human vigour ask. 

To arm against repeated ill 

The patient heart, too brave to feel 

The tortures of despair ; 
Nor safer yet high-crested Pride, 
When wealth flows in with every tide 

To gain admittance there. 

To rescue from the tyrant's sword 

The oppress'd ;— unseen and unlmpiored. 

To cheer the face of woe ; 
From lawless insult to defend 
An orphan's right, a fallen friend. 

And a f(M*given foe ; 

These, these distinguish from the crowd. 
And these alone, the great and good. 

The guardians of mankind ; 
Whose bosoms with these virtues heare. 
Oh, with what matchless speed, they leavi 

The multitude behind ! 

Then ask ve, from what cause on earth 
Virtues like these derive their birth ? 

Derived from Heaven alone. 
Full on that favour'd breast they shine, 
Where faith and resignation Join 

To call the blessing down. 



MISCELUa^'EOrS rOEJlS. 



Such is that heart ;— but while the Hum 
Thy theme. O Kichardacn, porsues, 

Her feebler spirits faint ; 
She cannot reach, and would not wrong, 
That subject for an angel's song. 

The hero, and the satait \ 



IN A LETTER TO C. P. ESQ. 
ILL WITH TBS RBXU1IATISM. 

Gbaitt me the Muse, ye gods! whose hnmble 

flight 
•Seeks not the mountain-top's pemlclons height ; 
'Who can the tall Parnassian cllfl forsake. 
To Tlslt of the stlU Lethean lake ; 
Now her slow pinions brush the silent shore, 
Now gently slum the unwrinkled waters o'er, 
There dips her downy plumes, thenra upward 

files, 
And shed soft slumbers on her votary's eyes. 

IN A LETTER TO THE SAME. 
m DOTATION or SHAKSPBABK. 

Trust me the meed of praise, dealt thriftily 
From the nice scale of Judgment, honours more 
Than does the lavish and crerbearlng tide 
Of profuse courtesy. Not all the gems 
Of India's richest soil at random spread 
O'er the gay vesture of some glittering dame. 
Give such alluring vantage to the person. 
As the scant lustre of a few, with choice 
And comely guise of ornament disposed. 

BONO. 

No more shall hapless Cella's ears 

Be flutter'dwith the cries 
Of lovers drown'd in floods of tears. 

Or murder'd by her eyes : 
No serenades to break her rest. 
Nor songs her slumbers to molest, 

With my fa, la, Uw 

The fragrant flowers that once would bloom 

And flourish in her hair. 
Since she no longer breathes perfume 

Their odours to repair. 
Must fade, alas ! and wither now. 
As placed on any common brow. 

With my fa, la, hi. 

Her lip, so winning and so meek. 

No longer has its charms : 
As well Mie might by whistling seek 

To lure us to her arms ; 
Affected once 'tis real now. 
As her forsk^en gums may shew. 

With my fa, la, la. 

The down that on her chin so smooth 

So lovely once appear'd. 
That, too, nas left ner with her youth, 

Or sprouts Into a beard ; 
As fleids. so green when newly sown. 
With stubble stiff are overgrown. 

With my fa, hi, la. 

Then, Cella, leave your apish tricks. 

And change your girlish airs. 
For ombre, snuff, and politics. 

Those Joys that suit your years; 
No patches can lost youth recall. 
Nor whitewash prop a tumbling wall. 

With my fa, ht, ku 

AN ATTEMPT AT THE MANNER OF 
WALLER. 

Dkattok, March, 1758. 

Did not thy reason and thy sense. 
With most persuasive eloquence. 



Convince me that obedience duo, 
None may so justly claim as you, 
B3' right of beauty you would be 
Mistress o'er my heart and me. 

Then fear not I should e'er rebel 
My gentle love ! 1 might as well 
A forward peevishness put on. 
And quarrel with the nud-day sun ; 
Or que&tion who gave him a right 
To be so fiery and so bright 

Nay, this were less absurd and vain 
Than disobedience to thy reign ; 
His beams are often too severe ; 
Itut thon art mild, as thou art fair ; 
First from necessity we own your sway. 
Then scorn our freedom, and by choice obey. 



A SONG. 

Thb sparlcling eye, the mantling cheek. 
The polish'd front, the snowy neck. 

How seldom we behold in one ! 
Glossy locks, and brow serene, 
Venus' smiles, Diana's mien. 

All meet in you, and you alone. 

Beauty, like other powers, maintains 
Her empire, and by union reigns ; 

Each single feature faintly warms : 
But where at once we view display 'd 
Unblemlsh'd grace, the perfect maid 

Our eyes, our ears, our heart alarms. 

So when on earth the god of day 
Obliquely sheds his temper'd ray. 

Through convex orbs the beams transmit. 
The beams that gently warm'd before, 
Collected, gently warm no more, 

But glow with more prevailing h«at. 



A SONO. 

On the green margin of the brook 

Despairing PhyUida reclined. 
Whilst every sign, and every look. 

Declared the anguish of her mind. 

Am I less lovely then? (she cries. 
And in the waves her form survey'd ;) 

Oh yes, I see my languid eyes. 
My faded cheek, my colour fled : 

These eves no more like lightning pierced. 

These cheeks grew pale, when Damon first 
His Phyllida betray'd. 

The rose he in his bosom wore. 
How oft upon my breast was seen ! 

And when I kiss'd the drooping fiower. 
Behold, he cried, it blooms again ! 

The wreaths that bound my braided hah*. 

Himself next day was proud to wear 
At church, or on the green. 

While thus sad Phyllida lamented, 
Chance brought unlucky Thyrsis on ; 

Unwillingly the nymph consented. 
But Damon first the cheat begun. 

She wiped the fallen tears away, 

Then sigh'd and blush'd. as who should say. 
Ah ! Thyrsls, I am won. 



UPON A VENERABLE RIVAU 

Full thirty frosts since thou wert young 
Have chlU'd the wither'd grove. 

Thou wreteh I and hast thou lived so long» 
Nor yet forgot to love I 

Te Sages ! spite of your pretences 

To wisdom, you must own 
Tour folly frequently commences 

When you acknowledge none. 
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COWPER'S POETICAL WOBKS. 



Not that I deem it weak to love, 

Or folly to admire; 
Bnt ah ! the pangs we lovers prove 

Far other years require. 

Unheeded on the vonttif ol brow 

The beams of Pnoebos play : 
Bat unsupported Age stoops low 

Beneath the sult^ ray. 

For once, then, if nntntor'd yoath. 

Youth unapproved by years, 
May chance to deviate into tratb, 

When your experience errs ; 

For once attempt not to despiae 

"What I esteem a rule : 
Who early loves, though young, is wise,- 

Who old, though gray, a fool. 



ON THE PICTURE OF A SLEEPING CHILD. 

FROM THE LATIN OF VTNCBMT BOUSNB. 

Sweet babe, whose image here expressed 
Does thy peaceful slumbers shew : 

Guilt or fear, to break thy rest, 
Never did thy spirit know. 

Soothing slumbers, soft repose. 
Such as mock the painter's akill, 

Such as innocence bestows. 
Harmless infant, lull thee still! 



THE CERTAINTY OF DEATH. 

Mortals ! around your destined heads 
Tliick fly the shafts of Death, 

And lo I the savage spoiler spreads 
A thousand toils beneath. 

In vain we trifle with our fate ; 

Try every art in vain ; 
At best we but prolong the date, 

And lengthen out our pain. 

Fondly we think all danger fled, 

For Death is ever nigh; 
Outstrips our unavailing speed. 

Or meets us as we fly. 

Thus the wrecked mariner may etrlve 

Some desert shore to gain. 
Secure of life, if he survive 

The fury of the main. 

Bat there, to famine doomed a prey. 

Finds the mistaken wretch 
He but escaped the troubled sea, 

To perish on the beach. 

Since then in vain we strive to guard 

Our frailty from the foe, 
Lord, let me live not unprepared 

To meet the fatal blow! 



AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOYD, ESQ. 

1754. 

Tis not that I design to rob 

Thee of thy birthright, gentle Bob, 

For thou art bom sole heir and single 

Of dear Mat Prior's easy Jingle; 

Nor that I mean, while thus I knit 

My threadbare sentiments together. 

To shew my genius or my wit. 

When God and yon know, I have nettber; 

Or such, as might be better shown | 



By letting poetry alone. 

"Tis not with either of these views. 

That I presume to address the Muse : 

Bat to divert a fierce banditti, 

(Sworn foes to everything that's wttty,) 

That with a black internal tnitai. 

Make crnel inroads in my brain. 

And daily threaten to dnve thence 

My little garrison of sense: 

The fierce banditti which I mean. 

Are gloomy thoughts led on by Spleen. 

Then there's another reason yet. 

Which is, that I may fairly quit 

The debt which Justly becSune dae 

The moment when I heard from yon: 

And you might grumble, crooy mine, 

If paid in any other coin ; 

Since twenty sheets of lead, God knows, 

(I would say twenty sheets of pn»se.) 

Can ne'er be deem'd worth half so much 

As one of gold, and yours was such. 

Thus the preliminaries settled, 

I fairly find myself pltch-ketttod ;* 

And cannot see, though few see better. 

How I shall hammer out a letter. 

First, for a thonght— since all agree— 

A thonght— 1 have it— let me see— 

'Us gone again— plague on't! I tboBght 

I had it— bat I have it not. 

Dame Gurton thus, and Hodge her son, 

That useful thing, her needle, gone. 

Rake well the cinders, sweep the floor. 

And sift the dost behind thetloor ; 

While eager Hodge belH^ds the piue 

In old grimalkin's glaring eyes; 

And Gammer finds it on ner knees 

In every shining straw she sees. 

This simile were apt enough. 

But I've another, critic-proof. 

The virtuoso thus at noon. 

Broiling beneath a July sun. 

The gilded butterfly pursues 

O'er hedge and ditch, through gaps and mewi^ 

And after many a vain essay 

To captivate the tempting prey. 

Gives him at length the lucky pat. 

And has him safe beneath his hat ; 

Then lifts it gently from the ground ; 

But ah ! 'tis lost as soon as found; 

Culprit his liberty regains ; 

Flits out of sight and mocks his nains. 

I'he sense was dark, 'twas therefore fit. 

With simile to illustrate it ; 

But as too much obscures the sight, 

As often as too little light. 

We have our similes cut short. 

For matters of more grave import. 

That Matthew's numbers run with ease 

Each man of common sense agrees; 

All men of common sense allow. 

That Robert's lines are easy too ; 

Where then the preference shall we place. 

Or how do justice in this case ? 

Matthew (says Fame) with endless pains 

Smoothed and refined the meanest strains. 

Nor suffer'd one Ul-chosen rhyme 

To escape him at the idlest time ; 

And thus o'er all a lustre ca^t, 

That while the langoage lives shall last, 

An't please your ladyship (quoth I,— 

For' tis my Business to reply :) 

Sure so much labour, so much toil. 

Bespeak at last a stubborn soil. 

Theirs be the laurel-wreath decreed. 

Who both write weU and write full speed ; 

Who throw their Helicon about 

As freely as a conduit spout. 

Friend Robert, thus like cMem Marmmf, 

Lets fall a poem en passant^ 

Nor needs his gennine ore refine ; 

Tis ready pollsh'd from the mine. 



* A faronrlte phrase in Cowper's time, expressive of being pnnled. 



IflBCBLLAlfrEOUS POEMS. 



OF HIMSELF. 



rln this poem, Cowper to ftllndliiff to the effect 
that his abode in mo Teazle tiad apon htm.] 

WiLLiAiE was once a baslifoi youth; 

His modesty was such. 
That one miffht say (to say the trath) 

He rather had too mioh. 

Some said that it was want of aente, 

And others want of spirit, 
(So blest a thing is impiidence,) 

Wliile others coold not bear it. 

Bat some a different notion liad. 

And at each other winking. 
Observed, that though he little said, 

He paid it off with tliinking. 

Howe'er, it happened, by degrtas, 

He mended and grew perter; 
In company was more at ease. 

And dressed a little smarter ; 

Nay, now and then woold look qaite gay, 

As other people do ; 
And sometimes said, or tried to aay, 

A witty thing or so. 

He eyed the women, and made free 

To comment on their sliapes ; 
So that there was, or seem'd to be, 

No fear of a relapse. 

The women said, who thought him rough, 

But now no longer foolish, 
** The creature may do well enough. 

But wants a deal of polish." 

At length improved from head to heel, 

'Twere scarce too much to say, 
No dancing bear was so genteel. 

Or half so degagi. 

Now that a miracle so strange 

May not in vain be shown. 
Let tne'dear maid who wrought the change 

£'en claim him for her own. 



CxnnsLD, July^ 1752. 
AN APOLOGY. 
FOB NOT SHOWING HEB WHAT I HAD WfiOTE. 

The Delia of these poems was the author's 
cousin, Miss Theodora Jane Cowper, to whom 
he was much attached.] 

Did not my Muse (what can she less t) 
Perceive her own unworthiness, 
Could she by some weU-chosen theme. 
But hope to merit your esteem, 
She would not thus conceal her lavs. 
Ambitious to deserve your praise. 
But should my Delia take offence, 
And frown on her impertinence. 
In silence, sorrowing and forlorn, 
Would the despairing trifler mourn. 
Curse her 111-tuncd, unpleasiag lute 
Then sigh and sit for ever mute. 
In secret therefore let her lay, 
Squandering her idle notes away 
In secret as she chants along. 
Cheerful and careless In her songr: 
Nor heeds she whether harsh or clear, 
Free from each terror, every fear, 
From that, of all most dreaded, free, 
The terror of offending thee. 



At the aAUB place. 

Delta, the unkindest girl on earth, 

When I besought the fair. 
That favour of intrinsic worth, 

A ringlet of %«r hair, 



Refused that instant to comply 

With my absurd request. 
For reasons she could speofy, 

Some twenty score at least. 

Trust me, my dear, however odd 

It may appear to say, 
I songht It merely to defraud 

Thy spoiler of his prey. 

Tet when its sister locks shall fade. 
As quickly fade they must, 

Wlien all their beauties are decay'd 
Their gloss, their colour, lost~ 

Ah then! if haply to my share 
Some slender pittance fall. 

If 1 but gain one single hair, 
Nor age usurp them all ;— 

When you behold it still as sleek. 

As lovely to the view, 
As when it left thy snowy neck,— 

That Eden where it grew,— 

Then shall my Delia's self declare 
That I profess'd the truth. 

And have preserved my little share 
In everlasting youth. 



At the sakb nJLCSL 

This evening, Delia, yon and I 
Have managed most delightfully. 

For with a frown we parted ; 
Having contrived some trifle that 
We both may be much troubled at, 

And sadly disconcerted. 

Yet well as each perforra'd their part, 
We might perceive it was but art ; 

And that we both intended 
To sacrifice a little ease; 
For all such petty flaws as these 

Are made but to be mended. 

You knew, dissembler ! all the while, 
How sweet it was to reooncUe 

After this heavy pelt : 
That we should gain by this allay 
When next we met, and laugh awqr 

The care we never felt. 

Happy ! when we but seek to endure 
A little pain, then find a cure 

By double joy requited ; 
For friendship, like a severed bone. 
Improves and joins a stronger tone 

When amply reunited. 



WRITTEN IN A QUARREL. 

(the delivebt of it pbevbnted bt a bscon- 
ciliation.) 

Think, Delia, with what cruel haste 

Our fleeting pleasures move. 
Nor heedless thus In sorrow waste 

The moments due to love ; 

Be wise, my fair, and gently treat 
These few that are our friends : 

Think thus abused, what sad regret 
Their speedy flight attends ! 

Sure In tho^e eyes I loved so well 

And wish'd so long to see. 
Anger I thought could never dwell, 

Or anger aim'd at me. 

No bold offence of mine I knew 

Should e'er provoke your hate ; 
And, early taught to think you trae. 
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With kindness bless the present hour, 

Or oh ! we meet in vain! 
What can we do in absence more 

Tlian suffer and complain? 

Fated to ills beyond redress, 

We mnst endure our woe ; 
The days allowed us to possess, 

'Tis madness to forego. 



THE SYMPTOMS OF LOVE. 

Would my Delia luiow If I love, let her take 
My last thought at night, and the first when 1 

When my prayers and best wishes preferred for 
her sake. 

Let her guess what I muse on, when rambling 

alone 
I stride e*er the stubble each day with my gun, 
Ifcver ready to shoot till the covey is flown. 

Let her think what odd whimsies I have In my 

brain, 
When I read one page over and over again. 
And discover at last that I read it in vain. 

Let her say why so flx*d and so steady my look. 
Without ever regarding the person who spoke. 
Still effecting to laugh, without hearing the 
Joke. 

Or why, when with pleasure her praises I hear, 
(That sweetest of melody sore to my ear,) 
I attend, and at once Inattentive appear. 

And lastly, when summoned to drink to my 

flame. 
Let her guess why I never once mention her 

name. 
Though herself and the woman I love are the 

same. 



Sre where the Thames, the purest stream 
That wavers to the noonday beam. 

Divides the vale below : 
While like a vein of liquid ore 
His waves enrich the happy shore, 

StiU shining as they flow. 

Nor yet, my Delia, to the main 
Runs the sweet tide without a stain. 

Unsullied as it seems: 
The nymphs of many a sable flood 
Deform with streaks of oozy mnd 

The bosom of the Thames. 

Home idle rivulets that feed 
And suckle every noisome weed, 

A sandy bottom boast ; 
For ever Dright. for ever clear. 
The trifling shallow rills appear 

In their own channel lost. 

Thus fares It with the human soul. 
Where copious floods of passion roll, 

By genuine love supplied : 
Fair in itself the current shows. 
But ah! a thousand anxious woes 

Pollute the noble tide. 

These are emotions known to few ; 
For where at most a vapoury dew 

Surrounds the tranquil heart. 
Then as the triflers never prove 
The glad excess of real love. 

They never prove the smart. 

Oh then, my JIfe, at last relent ! 
Though cruel the reproach I sent. 

My sorrow was unfeigned : 
Your passion, had I loved yon not. 
Tou might bare scom'd, renounced, forgot^ 
jind I bad ne'er comjtUUn'd. 



While yon indulge a groundless fear. 
The imaginary woes yon bear 

Are real woes to me: 
But thou art kind, and good thou art. 
Nor wUt, by wronging thine own heart. 

Unjustly punish me. 

How bless'd the youth whom fate ordnfiw 
A kind relief from all his pains, 

In some admired fair; 
Whose tenderest wishes find expressed 
Their own resemblance in her breast. 

Exactly copied there ! 

What good soe'er the gods dispense, 
The enjoyment of its influence 

Still on her love depends; 
Her love the shield that guards his heart. 
Or wards the blow, or blunts the dart 

That peevish Fortune sends. 

Thas, Delia, while thy love endures. 
The flame my happy breast secures 

From fortune's fickle power; 
Change as she list, she may increase, 
But not abate my happiness, 

Confirmed by thee before. 

Thus while I share her smiles with thee. 
Welcome, my love, shall ever be 

The favours she bestows; 
Tet not on those I found my bliss. 
But in the noole ecstasies 

The faithful bosom knows. 

And when she prunes her wings for flight, 
And flutters nimbly from my sight. 

Contented I resign 
Vi hate'er she gave ; thy love alone 
I can securely call my uwn, 

Happy whUe that Is mine. 



BKBKASOTXAIk. 

Bn> adieu, my sad heart, bid adlea to tby 
peace! 

Thy pleasure is past, and thy sorrows increase ; 

See the shadows of evening how far they ex- 
tend. 

And a long night is coming, that never may 
end; 

For the sun is now set that enlivened the scene, 

And an age must be past ere it rises again. 

Alreadv deprived of its splendour and heat, 
I feel tnee more slowly, more heavily beat : 
Perhaps overstrained with the quick pulse of 

pleasure. 
Thou art glad of this respite to beat at tby 

leisure; 
But the sigh of distress shall now weary thee 

more 
Than the flatter and tumult of passion b^ore. 

The heart of a lover is never at rest. 

With Joy overwhelmed, or with sorrow (^ 

pressed : 
When Delia Is near, all is ecstasy then. 
And I even forget I must lose her again : 
When absent, as wretched as happy before. 
Despairing I cry, '' I shall see her uo more!" 



At BSRKHAMSTKJ^D. 
WRITTEN AFTER LEAYINU HER AT NEW 

BURNS. 

now quick the change from Joy to woel 
How cnequer'd Is our lot below! 
Seldom we view the prospect fahr. 
Dark clouds of sorrow, pain, and care, 
(Some pleasing intervals between,x 
^<io^\«N«c TDotethaii half the scene. 



IQBCELLAKEODS F 



TAs;-: 



]• mBiporli I (sjoj 'd. 
Vuia enHt lynnt'i port, 

H hold IbM Id n^rcut,' 
toar ulmriaj mai reil, 






n ■IwDatata mr Wrt." 
Xwalbt, nr cbHinUiE msid. 
faVB tbufowkU I bnu, 
Mmm and inlpM chut. 
■ AnrBMWMldTieir. 
Iprliim (< nutlai Ton ; 
tBTsa^ pHifaa'a optic Kena. 

fM tin tEi npBoK TOO (iTe, 
MrriMDtoBd tmtk I lire: 

■arMD. wiw fMi tbs HiiK. 



w moaantuV plwan't put 



[Jeied I'bsTB nid, whan moti oar bo 



ch'd Uw eipacted bloHli 



And dropi t 



jourself Iniplred ; 
Ttifin b4pl7 to tome dletut ipot removaiT, 

■topelue to Mn, anwUllni lo oMleil 
With rood ■nlreiiUei wliaml dearly lored. 



And b^ tnbaleti 






orbid tha mtUng tun to daw ! 


Ttae nnenius Hnin at pitv Qnt aiilreoi 
ThelmDuio heart, tb»t (iUq wouW [eel tbo 


Id drink Ihe preclou mlitnn op. 
(*lb, re«lye^tbe (rembUni »u. 
tbeta iTniptami m ibr liiiUnl 

■heU my deewt hon n»Uln -. 


WltH »!rlne when pouAH-d; wilbont, gur 
BlamB me. ye gte« DD«g, (lor I Korn your gcit- 



IflO 



COWPEK'S POETICAL WOHKS. 



Illumined with the radiant beams of sense,) 
Tranquillity beyond a monarch's reach. 
Forgiye me. Heaven, this onlv avarice 
My soul indulges; 1 confess the crime, 

ilf to esteem, to covet such perfection 
ie criminal.) oh grant me Delia! grant me 

Wealth to j.lieviate, not increase my wants; 
And grant me virtue, without which nor wealth 
Kor Delia can avail to make me bless'd. 

WRITTEN IX A FIT OF ILLNESS. 

R* 9« 25« 

In these sad hours, a prey to ceaseless pain 
While feverish pulsex leap in every voln, 
When each faint breath the last short effort 

seems 
Of life Just parting from ray feeble limbs ; 
How wild soc'er my wandering thoughts may 

be. 
Still, gentle Delia, still they turn on thee ! 
At length If, slumbering to a nhort rc))ose, 
A sweet oblivion frees me from mj- woes. 
Thy form appears, tliy footsteps I pnrsue. 
Through springy vales, and meadows wash'd In 

de^w * 
Thy arm supports me to the fountain's brink. 
Where by some secret power forbid to drink, 
Oasping with thirst, I view the tempting flood 
That flies my touch, or thickens- Into mud : 
Till thine own hand immerged the goblet dips. 
And bears It streaming to my burning lips. 
There borne aloft on fancy's wing we fly. 
Like souls embodied to their native sky ; 
Now every rock, each mountain, disappears; 
And the round earth an even surface wears : 
When lo! the force of some resistless weight 
Bears me straight down from that pernicious 

height ; 
Parting, in vain our struggling arms we close ; 
Abhorred forms, dire phantoms Interpose : 
With trembling voice, on thy loved name I call; 
And gfulfs yawn ready to receive my fall. 
From these fallacious visions of distress 
I wake ; nor are my real sorrows less. 
Thy absence, Delia, heightens every ill. 
And gives e'en trivial pains the power to kiU. 
Oh ! wert thou near me : yet that wish forbear ! 
'Twere valn^ my love,— 'twere vain to wish thee 

near; 
Thy tender heart would heave with anguish too. 
And by partaking, but increase ray woe. 
Alone I'll grieve, till gloomy sorrow past. 
Health, like the cheerful day-spring, comes at 

last,— 
Comes fraught with bliss to banish every pain, 
Hope, Joy, and peace, and Delia in her train ! 

TO DELIA. 

1755. 

Mb to whatever state the gods assign. 
Believe, my love, whatever state be mine, 
Ne'er shaU my breast one anxious sorrow 

know. 
Ne'er shall my heart confess a real woe. 
If to thy share Heaven's choicest blessings fall. 
As thou hast virtue to deserve them all. 
Yet vain, alas ! that idle hope would be 
That builds on hapniness remote from thee. 
Oh! may thy charms, whate'er our fate 

decrees, 
Please, as they must, but let them only please- 
Not like the sun, with equal Influence shine. 
Nor warm with transport any heart bat mine. 
Ye who from wealth the iU-ffroundcd title boast 
To claim whatever beauty charms yon most; 
Ye sons of fortune, who consult alone 
Jior parent's Will, regardless of her own. 
Know that a love like ours, a generous flame. 
Ko wealth can purchase, and no power tqcMul 



The soul's affection can be only given 
Free, unextorted, as the grace ol Heaven. 

Is there, whose falthfalbOMMn can endure 
Pangs fierce as mine, nor ever hope a care? 
Who siglis in absence of the dear-loved maid. 
Nor sununons once Indifference to his aid? 
Who can, like me, the nice resentment prove, 
The thousand soft diaqofetudes of love ; 
The trivial strifes that canae a real puln ; 
The real bliss when reconciled afaln ? 
Let him alone dispute the real pnse. 
And read his sentence In my- Delia's eyes: 
There shall he read all gentfeness and truth. 
But not himself the dear dlstlngolsh'd vovtb ; 
Pity for him perhaps thej may express- 
Pity that will but heighten his distress. 
But, wretched rival ! he must sigh to see 
The sprightlier rays of love directed all to me. 

And thou, dear antidote -of every pain 
Which fortune can inflict, or love ordain. 
Since early love has taught tfaee to despise *; 

What the world's worthless votaries only nrize, 
Believe, my love ! no less the senerous god 
Rules in mv breast, hia ever blest abode: 
There has be drivoi each gross desire awav. 
Directing every wish and every thought to ', 
thee ! c 

Then can I ever leave my Delia's arms, 
A slave, devoted to inferior charms? 
Can e'er my soul her reason so disgrace ? 
For what blest minister of heavenly race 
Would quit that Heaven to find a happier place? . 

DISAPPOINTMENT. 

[Written after the last meeting betwem Cowiwr 
and his Cousin, whose father obfected to their 
union.] 

DooM'o, as I am, in solitude to waste 
The present moments, and regret the past ; 
Deprived of every Joy I valaed most. 
My friend torn from me, and my mlstresa lost. 
Call not this gloom I wear, this anxious mien, 
The dull effect of humour, or of spleen ! 
Still, stlU I mourn, with each retnming day, 
Him snatch'd by fate in eariy yonth away : 
And her— through tedious years of doubt and 

pain, 
Fix'd hi her choice, and faithful— bat In vahi! 
Oh prone to pity, generous, and eliioere. 
Whose eye ne'er vet refused the wretch a tear: 
Whose heart the real claim of friendship 

knows. 
Nor thinks a lover's are hot fancied woes : 
See me— ere yet my destined coarse half done, 
Cast forth a wanderer on a world nnknownl 
See me neglected on the world's rude coast, 
Each dear companion of my voyage lost I 
Nor ask why clouds of sorrow shade my brow. 
And ready tears wait only leave to flow! 
Why all that soothes a heart from anniish hnee, 
All that delights the happy— palls with me ! 

ODE. 

SUFP08BD TO BB WTlUTTKir OX THB TtiWTffcBB Of 
A FBIBND. 

Tnon magic lyre, whose fasctnatlng ronod 
Seduced the savage monsters from their oavv. 

Drew rocks and trees, and fonna nnooath 
around. 
And bade wild Hebms hush hia lliteubif 

No more thy undulating warblings flow 
O'er Thracian wilds of everlasting snow ! 

Awake to sweeter sounds, thou muflc Irra^ 
And paint a lover's bliss— a lover** piunl 
Far nobler triumphs now thy notes latere. 

For see, Eurydice attends thy strain : 
Her smile, a prize beyond the conjaror^ ulB, i 
^ ^\x^«T\<yc Vo \\i^ oanffieUM breath of fame. I 
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reet brow to chase the gloom of 

the. tear that dims the beaming 

Murt the riflhig sigh fortyear. 
her orient-cheek with brighter joy, 
breaat soft sympathy to move, 
m •ptings of raptore aad at love. 

kmg bewflder'd and aetray, 
minted, did my footsteps rove, 
leaven to cheer my pathless ray. 
fr—tbe radiant star of love. 
itions Joined our willing hands, 
irreathed as In his rosy bands. 

earning eye, or placid brow, 
resses, hid the subtle dart ; 
parier far than those 1 bow, 
r worth enslayes my vanquished 

ilCRance, and grace combined, 

. tnmscendent from that angel 

passions, meteors of a day, 
n the chilling blasts of age, 
le with pure and steady ray. 
ikail bni^ten, and Its pangs as- 

sred vestal) fed, shall shine, 

or fainting souls with energy dl- 
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S TO MISS MACARTNEY. 

Mas. 6SXVII.LB, ox READING HSB 
.TKB FOB nVDIFFKRBNCE." 
1702. 

ere in a female heart, 
IS Heaven designed 
•ptures to Import, 
Mat refined ; 

t wish in such a breast 
» forego, 
ignoble rest 
.uissand woe? 

oght. and far the strain, 
hes the low desire, 
)'er the verse complain, 
boa string the lyre. 

r maid, (In nature vdse,) 
3g them, can tell 
( sympathy what Joys 
bosom swell; 

e Tarlous powers 
vhich you share, 
your ulent hours, 
tetter prayer. 

Um may Oberon hence 
be driven, 

:b that blunts the sense 
lived from Heaven. 

■ereign Author please, 
1 my fate, 
in torpid ease, 
on In state ; 

te of life defied, 
1 nleasnres spring : 
all the world beside, 

onntain wrapt in snow, 
he whirling blast, 
doom'd to inow, 
Ing to taste; 

nns their influenee siied, 

iportinvain, 

aged his barren head, 

' aecMB tin jOtdn. 



What though in scaly armour dress'd. 

Indifference may repel 
The shafts of woa, in such a breast 

No Joy can ever dwell. 

'Tis woven in the world's great plain. 

And flx'd by Heaven's decree. 
That all the true delights of man 

Should spring from sympathy. 

'Tis nature bids, and whiUt the laws 

Of nature we retain 
Our self-approving bosom draws 

A pleasure from its pain. 

Thus grief itself has comforts dear. 

The sordid never know ; 
And ecstasy attends the tear, 

When virtue bids it flow. 

For when it streams from that pure source. 

No bribes the heart can win. 
To check, or alter from its course 

The luxury within. 

Peace to the phlegm of sullen elves, 

Who, if from labour eased. 
Extend no care beyond themselves, 

Unpleasing and nnpieased. 

Let no low thftoiiit suggest the pnijer! 

Ob! grant, kind Heaven, to me. 
Long as I draw ethereal air. 

Sweet Sensibility! 

Where'er the heavenly nymph is seen, 

With lustre-beaaslng eye, 
A train, attendant on their queea, 

(Her rosy chems) -fly. 

The Jocund Loves in Hymen's band. 

With touches ever brta^t. 
And generous Triendslup hand iniuoid* 

WlUi Pity's wateryli^ 

The gentler Ylrtues too are Joia'd 

in youth immortal warm. 
The soft rel^Ums whieh ccanblned 

Give life her every chana. 

The Arts coBoe smilingin tlie dose. 

And lend celestial fire : 
The marble breathes, the canvass glows, 

The Muses sweep the lyre. 

" Still may my melting bosom cleave 

To sufferings not my own ; 
And still the sigh responsive heave 

Where'er is heard a groan. 

'' So Pity shaU take Virtoe's part. 

Her natural ally. 
And fashioning my soften'd laeart. 

Prepare it for ttie sky." 

This artless vow may Heaven receive, 

And yon, fond mafd, approve ; 
So may your c^iiding angel give 

Whate er you wish or love. 

So mav the rosy-fiinfer'd hours 

Lead on the various year. 
And every Joy, whieh now is youff , 

i2xtend a larger sphere. 

And snns to come, as round they wheel. 

Your golden moments bless. 
With all a tender heart can feel, 

Or lively fancy guess. 

▲N ODE. 

8ECUKDUM ASTBM 

[This was intended as a satire upon the poems of 
Gray and Mason.] 

X. 

RHaLLlbaKtai<wWkiAh,«r.OM ^. 
Be sad? (m! 7e». "B%%\aA1 AK\ \tfi- 



m'l] bdow Jndu; 
> for* few pezm sol 
ubatnr'd.Juiuii 



m COWPER'B POETICAL WOBKB. 

XUbt nlijcoU mil BMinTe Pindirlc ode. 
wIiMi wdki iMiHetn don Uw gtroptilc roBd. 
Bpt IM ilM nksr BMtroa wur 

^*iH/ianlla,aiM/tlHipriAU]-|U- 
Loit ToliH ofsndkik or Sir dondeeley'i wl>. 

CoiIl«(*lacll DhImb, fenllT eDme, 

And MI 07 tmUM bninnin : 
l.et OMNttit tun exile, while Itie vMint miad 
TO tilcMe mrdt mianttj abrata uinflnail, 

Pninptu l«rtlta «*orlpUoD'i ut, 

TDi>lBt»e«r, H^eotitlie heart. 
8a akaU Ifir iWaT ISite'i pecillar bodi, 

MtitKkwlUitlMtnuanagnndinbUiiia ' 
Of i4w*« eoaTectad hito rfnui, 

VJun Bleep tlie ilnnlah wuTet hj Onnta' 

While rehel Wit behold them wllli dlHlaLn. 
And Fancj- fllea aloTt, nor beeda tlwlt aarvU 

O FBDn. bitsht Mrlal nuld ! 

vniere UTA thj tenant footatepe tlTHj ai 
F<ir,aA/ I miuaiei^ldat thy wonted hsDilt, 
Since lUoDt now the ealhaeluilc obatuil. 

Whicli ent like trnwroU'd along. 

DriTea b; tba Impotnona tide of aoo(; 
Huahln* aeson wbere natlTe oenliu bore. 
Not iranmHi maitlnf by the ahelvlnB ehore. 

n^ to tbe eona ol mnleni Rime, 

lleehnilB detlare Ib nbUmt 

SIK.w. 



Aa TanlalioiiUM ohNkM ha 
Tbe nat tbki aown wttta protlt ., .„,_„ 
Bnt lit eooMEaa witn eutfent aqoK 
Iraere Oedu pDai*d It* floodalniii 
Yet anol t> AM^pnnmnnoni Idle enlm. 

~ ■ tnamjtowMtn- 

laHA peaapou Ion 
MIM.^3erlncati 
( Ndiida. end awai 



8he nnhiltMtu* WHto BodMm luae 1 
Fran GteoUm fcMi^ r— "■ ■-— 
Detatptlg ^--■ 

Smoocb, vK 

u dunse Dt belli, in Unf^ tangle 



LBll soar In erery Ode, 
n of llchl deierlptiaii 
Ir. wlTtUlIt PtaUomel 



Thy gDotUng akdMaa 
IMmeplthetiibaUi 



eaaln meehade w< 



I IB^SIu M iTy bonud, 
Btonea o'etipread tin 

-Q, and aanrfl huh. 
LtB, mod prattling rUti; 

Tbellg' bieait, 
•IDB down the weM. 
lb Hide beomnlMr akOl. 
orPaniBNM'lull: 



DriTea In 

I crown tin lUnMt irffmiiSi 
WUle Taate and Oenlne ihaU 
And a«nd abeU tilmniNi orer I 

O'er the gaj mead wltli oar 

And, like &e bee. ateil aU the 1* 
Fttm iirei7 new poetic flower, 



« tlui ultte'i 



LINES WBirTEir CKDEB THE INFLD- 
ESCE OF DBLIBIUU. 

[Composed while nnderlba cajo o( Dr.Cotloii,al 



re ■btaorfd tt 



I hli holy Heater I 
a. the leet dellDQDeiK, 
Deemi the profaneK. 

ud DeUy dlaowna me. 

'd mj mlHHea e Aelter; 

keepa bar erer-lihiiccr mootU 



WeuT. (n^t. InmhUng with a ttaonaud 
rmeall'diUTaiiqalah^dl to receive & leiiten 
Wone then AMnm 
Him the ilndktive nd itf angiT Juetke 
Hant quick and bowling to tbe centre b 

1, fed with ludgment. In a fleabT tomb, am 
Bnrlea abore groBD 

PAHUNG-TIME ASnClPATED. 



JeaD Jacqoet _ _. 

celTedbjtbeni, 

BBUL not Bik Jean Jacqi 



I whtmalial BMcnlatioiu ol 
belag only vehicle ■ 



dlaannaTat taut In nirie : 

:: utkeekUd win kmiwa no better 

Than U taterpiet by tte latter, 
A iton of ■ cock and hnU, 

111 meiij en orchard, cajw, and froTB 

lEegnn to agitate tbe matter. 

At leoglh a BoUdnch. who oonld boMI 
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ilrwri^,f>M*«t"gii _„^. 

moment'! liberty 10 ipaik: 

id aOenoe publicly oilSnVr, 

llTor'd brkfly Ibae hli mindi 

■ My mends f be ceatiMn ««nr ye tlMt 

;ar wo Bhallhava winter yet." ' 

I Finch, wbme lonjoe knew BO BOBtTPl, 

th golden whiE and aaHo poU, 

ul jear'i hlr$ who ne'er^wd tried 

jmiilf In the apple4ree, 
B> ui fosd wn woald keep Bi aiBfle 
tOi TODdar bearen and •arih akailBlBsIa . 
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vrithont more ndo ; 

Dick Redcap, what say ▼on?'* 

)arcU and tweedlinff, oglmg, bridling, 

short roond, stnitting, ana sideling, 

, glad, his approbation 

nadiate conjugation. 

itiments so well ezpress'd 

sd mightly the rest; 

t, and each pair built a nest. 

raghthe birds were thus in iiaste, 

)8came on not quite so fast, 

inj, that sometimes bears 

t stem on man's affairs, 

lether smiled on theirs. 

, of late breathed gently fo'.-th, 

ted east, and east by north ; 

» and shrubs but ill, yon know. 

)lter them from rain or snow : 

into their nests, they paddled, 

es were chill'd, their eggs were addled ; 

•y father bird and mother 

trrelsome, and peck'd each other, 

ithout the least regret, 

lat they had ever met, 

i*d in future to be wiser 

teglect a good adviser. 

MOBAL. 

es! the tale that I relate 
8 lesson seems to carry— 
le not alone a proper mate, 
; proper time to marry. 



HUMAN FRAILTY. 

nd irresolute is man ; 
irpose of to-day, 
with pains into his plan, 
(Trow rends away. 

' well bent and smart the spring, 
sems already slain : 
lion rudely snaps the string, 
revives again. 

e to his upright intent 
out his weaker part, 
ngages his assent, 
easure wins his heart. 

) the foUy of the wise 
rh all his heart we view. 
Qe his tongue the charge denies 
oseience owns it true. 

»n a voyage of awful length, 
ingers little known, 
ler to superior strength, 
ainly trusta his own. 

I alone can ne'er prevail 

ch the distant coast, 

th of heaven most swell the sail 

the toil is lost. 



ODE TO PEACE. 

lace of mind, delightful guest! 
nd make thy downy nest 
lore in this sad heart : 
es 1, nor power pursue, 
forbidden Joys in view, 
irefore need not part. 

'lit thou dwell if not with me, 
arice and ambition free, 
easure's t&til wiles ? 
(n, alasl dost thou prepare 
its that I was wont to share, 
nquet of thy smiles ? 

t, the gay, shall they partake 
'-en that Thou alone canst make, 
lit thou quit the stream 
rmors through the dewy mead. 



The grove and the sequester'd shed. 
To be a guest with them? 

For thee I panted, thee I prized. 

For thee I gladly sacrificed 
Whate'er I loved before. 

And shall I see thee start away. 

And helpless, hopeless, hear thee say- 
Farewell! we meet no more ? 



VERSES 

8UFP0SBD TO BB WRITTEN BT ALEXANDER SELKTBIT, 
DUBINQ HIS SOLITARY ABODE ON THE ULAKIt OF 
JDAN FERNANDBZ. 

I AM monarch of all I survey, 
My right there is none to dispute. 

From the centre all round to the seu, 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

solitude! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms. 
Than rei^ hi this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

1 most finish my Journey alone, 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

I start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts tliat roam over the plain, 

My form with indifference see. 
They are so unacquainted with man. 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 

Society, friendship, and love. 

Divinely bestowed upon roan, 
Oh, had 1 the wings of a dove. 

How soon would I taste you again ! 
My sorrows I then might assuage 

In the ways of religion and truth, 
Bilght learn from the wisdom of age, 

And be cheer'd by the sallies of youth. 

Religion! what treasure untold 

Resides in that heavenly word ! 
More preelous than silver and gold. 

Or all that this earth can afford. 
But the sound of the church-going bell 

These valleys and rocks never heard. 
Ne'er siirhed at the sound of a knell. 

Or smiled when a sabbath appeared. 

Te winds that have made me your sport. 

Convey to this desolate shore. 
Some cordial endearing report 

Of a land I shall visit no more. 
My friends, do they now and then send 

A wish or a thought after me ? 
Oh tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though a friend I am never to see.- 

How fleet is the glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flight. 
The tempest itself lags behind. 

And the swift-winged arrows of light 
When I think of my own native land. 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But alas! recollection at hand 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nesti 

The beast is laid down in his lair. 
Even here is a season of rest. 

And I to my cabin repair. 
There's mercy in every place. 

And mercy, encouriMSUig thought ! 
Gives even affliction a grace. 

And reconciles man to his lot. 

A COMPARISON. 

Tnr lapse of time and rivers is the same. 

Both speed their Journey with the restless 

stream, 
The silent pace with which they steal away. 
No wealth can bribe, no prayer persuade to 

stay, 
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Alike irrevocable both when past. 
And a wide ocean swallows both at hist. 
ThoaRh each resemble each in every part, 
A difference strikes at length tne musing 

heart ; 
Streams never flow in vain ; where streams 

abound, 
How laughs the land with various plenty 

crown'd ! 
But time that should enrich the nobler mind, 
Neglected, leaves a dreary waste behind, 



AX EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL. 

Dear Joseph— flve-and-twenty years ago— 
Aliis, how time escapes !— 'tis even so— 
With frequent Intercourse, and always sweet. 
And always friendly we were wont to cheat 
A tedious hour— and now we never meet ! 
As some grave gentleman in Terence says, 
('Twas therefore much the same in ancient 

days,) 
Good lack, we know not what to-morrow 

brings— 
Strange flnctuatlon of all human things! 
True. Changes will befall, and friends may 

part, 
But distance onlv cannot change the heart: 
And, where I call'd to prove the assertion true, 
One proof should serve— a reference to yon. 
Whence comes It then, that in the wane of 
life. 
Though nothing have occorr'd to kindle strife, 
We find the friends we fancied we had won, 
Though numerous once, reduced to few or 

none? 
Can gold grew worthless that has stood the 

touch ? 
No; gold they seem'd, but they were never 
such. 
Horatio's servant once, with bow and cringe, 
Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge, 
Dreading a negative, and overawed 
Lest he should trespass, begg'd to go abroad. 
" Go, fellow !— whither ?"— turning short about— 
"Nay— stay at home— you're always going 

out," 
"'Tis but a step, sir. lust at the street's end"— 
"For what?"— "An' please you, sir, to see a 

friend,"— 
" A friend !*' Horatio cried, and seem'd to start— 
" Yea, marry shalt thou, and with all my heart. 
And fetch my cloak; for though the night be 

raw, 
I'll see him too— the first I ever saw." 

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild, 
And was his plaything often when a child : 
But somewhat at tnat moment pinch'd him 

close, 
Else he was seldom bitter or morose : 
Perhaps, his confidence Just then betray'd. 
His grief might prompt him with the speech he 

made; 
Perhaps 'twas mere good humour gave it birth, 
The harmless play ofpleasantTT and mirth. 
Howe'er it was, his language, in my mind. 
Bespoke at least a man that knew mankind. 

But not to moralise too much, and strain 
To prove an evil of which all complain, 
(I hate long arguments verbosely spun :) 
One story more, dear Hill, and l have done : 
Once on a time an emperor, a wise man. 
No matter where, in China or Japan, 
Decreed that whosever should offend 
Against the well-known duties of a friend, 
Convicted once, should ever after wear 
But half a coat, and shew his bosom bare. 
The punishment importing this, no doubt. 
That all was naught within, and all found oat. 

Oh happy Britain ! we have not to fear 
8acb h&rd and arbitrarj measure here ; 



Else, could a law like that which I relate, 
Once have- the sanction of our triple state. 
Some few, that I have known in ckiys of old, 
Would run most dreadful rtdc of catehinsMdd: 
While you, my friend, whatever wind should 

blow. 
Might traverse EngUnd safely to and fro. 
An honest man, closfrbotton'd to the <diin, 
Broad-cloth wlthoat, aad a warm heart withia 



THE MORAUSER COHBECTED. 
A TAXB. 

A HEKHTT, (or if 'ebaaoe yon held 

That title now too trite and <dd,) 

A man, once young, who lived rattled 

As hermit could have well desired. 

His hours of study dosed at last. 

And flnish'd his concise repast. 

Stoppled his croiae, replaced his book 

Within its customary nook. 

And, staff in hand, set forth to share 

The sober cordial of sweet air. 

Like Isaac, with a mind applied 

To serious thought at evening-tide. 

Autumnal rains had made It chill. 

And from the trees, that fringed his hill 

Shades slanting at the close of day 

Chill'd more his else delightful way. 

Distant a little mUe he spied 

A western bank's still sunny side. 

And rif ht toward the favonr'd place 

Proceeding with his nhnblest pace. 

In hope to bask a little yet. 

Just reach'd it when the sun was set. 

Your hermit, young and Jovial sirs ! 
Learns something from whate'er occanr;- 
And hence, he said, my mind compotes 
The real worth of man's pursuits. 
His object chosen, wealth or fame. 
Or other sublunary game, 
Imagination to his view 
Presents it deck'd with every hue. 
That can seduce him not to spare 
His powers of best exertion there. 
But youth, health, vigour to expend 
On so desirable an end. 
Ere long approach life's evening shades. 
The glow that fancy gave It fades ; 
And, eam'd too late. It wants the grace 
That first engaged him in the chase. 

True, answer'd an angelic guide. 
Attendant at the seniors side,— 
But whether ail the tirae it co«<t. 
To urge the fruitless chase be lost, 
Must be decided by the worth 
Of that which call'd his ardour forth. 
Trifles pursued, whate'er the event. 
Must cause him shame or discontent ; 
A vicious object still Is worse. 
Successful there he wins a curse ; 
But he, whom even hr life's last stage 
Endeavours laudable engage. 
Is paid at least in peace of mind. 
And sense of having well design'd ; 
And if, ere he attain his end, 
His sun precipitate descend, 
A brighter prize than that he meant 
Shall recompense his mere Intent. 
No virtuous wish can bear a dMe 
Either too early or too late. 



ODE TO APOLLO. 

ON AV mkOLASS ALMOST DRIED TUT THE BUS. 

Patrov Of all those luckless brains 
That, to the wrong stcto leaning. 

Indite much metre with anseh paim. 
And little oruo neanliig; 
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U tbe whulk tiuit ULun ; 
billed with mllUuiiH mon, 
iSti Mack spd funl beiote. 

ii. ir BDCb be thy iletlin. 



iM dliplauJ frum llut relrul 
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Mtr^wS 



lerlj, 'tl. Uoe, 

t Ifiay iHver knew, 



lid Um al l«ngtb tu xiUd 



uch too jcmenmfl and sliicen 
ling on hi) eaee. by ptay. 



CRIPTlttH TO 



. FORBEAEASUC 



^' Von jireiiouidly deaf.my dw. 
Whnt aluaiduKunakevonheurr' 
" Dl^Eiulaa poor llnrr/!' be raftiLei: 

WhnL Lf bfl did ^d« wJiEp ubd Huur, 

- WtlL I protMl "Ui pMl all ba irtog-" 
"CmMl lain rUbtr bud ofliuilli^ 

Ttien, with 1 VDlcv eseeedldclew, 

AplaAaoBolltUc 10 lie Ifjir'^, 

TbD kindest and tTebapplflt^tpalr 
Ai. J^ioinel hiofc e\ err^daj Oiey lite 



Which flnl ImplTad tte flaafc dflark 
"111 gentls, iMlHta, aiidUnd. 

To faolu txml—UnMt or tillDA, 
And will wllbiynipBlhy endure 
Those evlli it voDia Elidly cnre; 
But angry, coane. and hanh eijreisloi 

Oi loim »|RU Um tL tt <&. 
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B A D 1 C E A. 

ANODE. 



When the British warrior Queen, 
Bleeding from the Roman rods, 

(Sought, With an indignant mien. 
Counsels of her country's gods. 

Base beneath the spreading oak 
8at the Druid, hoarr chief; 

Every burning word be spolce 
Full of rage, and full of grief. 

" Princess ! If our aged eyes 
Weep upon thy matchless wrongs, 

'Tis because resentment ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

"Rome shall perish— write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt; 

Perish, hopeless and abhorr'd, 
Deep in ruin as in guilt. 

*'Rome, for empire far renowned. 
Tramples on a thousand states ; 

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground- 
Hark ! the Oaul is at her gates ! 

" Other Romans shall arise. 
Heedless of a soldier's name ; 

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 
Harmony the path to fame. 

*'Then the progeny that springs 
From the forests of our land, 

Arm'd with thunder, clad with wings, 
Shall a wider world command. 

** Regions CsQsar never knew 

Thy posterity shall sway ; 
Where his eanes never flew. 

None invincible as they.** 

Such the bard*s prophetic words. 
Pregnant with celestial fire. 

Bending as he swept the chords 
Of his sweet but awful lyre. 

She, with an a monarch's pride. 
Felt them in her bosom glow : 

Ru8h*d to battle, fought, and died; 
Dying, hnrl'd them at the foe. 

Ruffians, pitiless as proud. 

Heaven awards the vengeance doe; 
Empire is on us bestow*d, 

shame and ruin wait for you. 



TO THE REV. W. CAWTHORNE UNWIN' 

Unwin, I shonld bat ill repay 

The kindness of a friend. 
Whose worth deserves as warm a lay. 

As ever friendship penn'd. 
Thy name omitted m a page. 
That would reclaim a vicious age. 

A union form'd as mine with thee. 

Not rashly, or in sport, 
May be as fervent in degree 

And faithful in its sort. 
And may as rich in comfort prove. 
As that of true fraternal love. 

The bud inserted in the rind. 

The bad of peach or rose. 
Adorns, though differing in Its kind. 

The stock whereon it grows. 
With flower as sweet, or fruit as fair. 
As if produced by nature there. 

Not rich, I render what I may, 

I seize thy name in haste. 
And place it in this first essav. 

Lest this shonld prove the uiat. 
*TlB where it aboala be—In a plan, 
TbMt holda in riew the good of man. 



The poet's lyre, to fix his fame. 
Should be the poet's heart ; 

Affection lights a brighter fiame 
Than ever blazed by art. 

No muses on these lines attend, 

I sink the poet in the friend. 



TO THE REVEREND MR. NEWTON. 

AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY. 

TiiR swallows In their torpid state 

Compose their useless wing. 
And bees in hives as idly wait 

The call of early Spring. 

The keenest frost that binds the stream. 
The wildest wind that blows. 

Are neither felt nor fear'd by them. 
Secure of their repose. 

But man all feeling and awake. 

The gloomy scene surveys. 
With present ills his heart must ache, 

And pant for brighter days. 

Old Winter, halting o*er the mead. 

Bids me and Mary mourn ; 
But lovely Spring peeps o'er his head. 

And whispers your return. 

Then April with her sister May 
Shall chase him from the bowers. 

And weave fresh garlands every day. 
To crown the snfillng hours. 

And if a tear that speaks regret 

Of happier times appear, 
A glimpse of Joy that we have met 

otkcXl shine, and dry the tear. 



THE LILT AND THE ROSE. 

Thx nymph must lose her female friend 

If more admired than she— 
But where will fierce contention end 

If flowers can disagree ? 

Within the garden's peaceful scene 

Appear'd two lovely foes. 
Aspiring to the rank of queen, 

The Lily and the Rose. 

The Rose soon redden'd into rage. 

And swelling with disdain, 
Appeal'd to many a poet's page 

To prove her right to reign. 

The Lily*s height bespoke command, 

A fair imperial flower, 
She seemdesign'd for Fiora*s hand. 

The sceptre of her power. 

This civil bickering and debate 
The goddess dianced to hear, 

And flew to save, ere yet too late. 
The pride of the parterre. 

** Tours is,** she said, ** the nobler hue, 
And yours the statelier mien. 

And, till a third surpasses you. 
Let each be deem d a queen.*' 

Thus soothed and reconciled, each socks 

The fairest British fair. 
The seat of empire is her cheeks, 

They reign united there. 



THE SAME TRANSLATED INTO LATIN 

Hku inimicitias quotles parit semnla forma, 
Guam raro pulchrss pulchra plaoere potest! 

Sea flues ultra soUtos discordla tendit. 
Cum tVoi«a V^^mXA^!^ «\. \xtk movent. 






MISCELLANEOUS POEUS. 



anpertiU Un^nt 



t>Fll<:luqM ni 



prlmljikbai qui i 



wo'mIu?'""'' 









Tbongb iliroad tbtt it ftnien and dead. 
•It' « bower of jundlun (woeia. 
Wliar* Flon U aUU M mr prioHi 

TtasM Huki in UK I 
An IhB hlnit ind n> 
On tlu bHiuUnl bo 



Uutblgw 
lUy. 
Ave i&ftlj lUTlTed 



Si!Ch»^-.tni.k 
The th!™.™! '■ 



vtaa heard, rbangh asTfr beard befon, 
C'omplalnLne tn ■ ipeech veil worded. 



<» ruder ilupe ■■«' teaUBi noDo. 

Fa>t rooted afMaR eretr mb." 
TOO plutt tie BMU» crew no> tar oB. 
And felt lb« UMer iriUi Moni enaugb, 



51 noUilii( (eel St Ibat roogh 



apltj, >»m|HlhT. and lote : 
ise, tbeu are feeUntt ^"^ ^^°t 

EPITAPH ON DE. JOHNSON. 

Wboaa proii wa> obxraence, byWlsdomtanglil, 
^ gncetal Telitde ol irlrMou Umii^t : 

.Hnperlor irnln to tba mera loet'i aongi 
Who man/ ■ noMe gUt fnmlieaTeii poaHot'd, 
And fallb at UbL, aloiie woftb all tbe net. 
I) null, JmnHirtal br ■ donble prlie, 
u; bune on aartlk, t; tlorjr In tbe iklea ! 



When IXUnif Boron appear'd. 
"Thoa haai." lie critd. " like him ol 014 
By bebii acaDdaloiiHlj bold. 

Attained the mark St Ibj deilre. 
" And for tradnclnir Tlntll't name 

Hhatt (bare bit merlled reward ; 
A ursetaltT of fame, 
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C0WPEB*8 POETICAL WORKS. 



THE SHRXIBBERY. 

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFUCHOIT. 



Oh happy shades ! to me nnblest, 
Friendly to peace, but not to me, 

How ill the scene that offers rest. 
And heart that cannot rest, agree I 

This glassy stream, that spreading i^no, 
Those alders qaivering to the breeze, 

Might soothe a soul less hurt than mine, 
And please, if anything could please. 

But flx'd unalterable care, 

Forgoes not what she feels within, . 
Shews the same sadness everywhere. 

And slights the season and the scene. 

For all that pleased in wood or lawn. 
While Peace possessed these silent bowers, 

Her animating smile withdrawn. 
Has lost its beauties and its powers. 

The saint or moralist should tread 
This moss-grown alley, musing slow; 

They seek like me the secret shade, 
But not like me, to nourish woe. 

He fruitful scenes and prospects waste. 

Alike admonish not to roam ; 
These tell me of enjoyments past, 

And those of sorrows yet to come. 



ON THE HIGH PRICE OF FISH. 

[The following was called forth by the receipt of 
a hamper of fish from Mrs. Newton, with the 
intention of dissuading her from sending any 
more until they became cheaper. The next 
rhyming letter shows that her reply wu a 
liamper of oysters.] 

Cocoa-nut naught. 

Fish too dear, 
None must be bought 

For us that are tore 

No lobster on earth. 

That ever I saw, 
To me would be worth 

Sixpence a claw. 

So, dear Madam, wait 

Till fish can be got 
At a reasonable rate. 

Whether lobster or not ; 

Till the French and the Dutch 

Have quitted the seas, 
And then s^nd as much 

And as oft as you please. 



That what we call the diligence, be-case * 
It goes to London with a swifter pace. 
Would better suit the carriage of your gift. 
Returning downward with a pace as swift ; 
And therefore recommends it with this aim- 
To save at least three days,— the price tb 

same; 
For though it will not carry or convey, 
For less than twelvepence, send whate'er yo 

may. 
For oysters bred upon the salt sea-shore, 
Pack'd in a barrel, they will charge no more. 
News have I none that I can deign to write. 
Save that it rain'd prodigiously last night ; 
And that ourselves were, at the seventh hoar, 
Caught in the first beginning of the shower; 
But walking, running, and with much ado. 
Got home— just time enough to be wet througli 
Yet both are well, and, wondrous to be told. 
Soused as we were, we yet have caught no cdi 
And wishing just the same good hap to yoo. 
We say, good Madam, and good Sir, adieu! 



MARY AND JOHN. 

If John marries Mary, and Mary alone, 

'Tis a very good matcn between Mary and J<Ai 

Should John wed a score, oh the claws and tb 

scratches ! 
It can't be a match :— 'tis a bundle of matches.* 



TO SIR JOSmJA REYNOLDS. 

Deab President, whose art sublime 
Gives perpetuity to time. 
And bids transactions of a day. 
That fleeting hours would waft away 
To dark futurity, survive. 
And in unfading beauty live,— 
You cannot with a grace decline 
A special mandate of the Nine— 
Yourself, whatever task you choose, 
So much indebted to the Muse. 

Thus say the sisterhood : We coooe-— 
Fix well your palette on your thumb, 
Prepare the pencil and the tints — 
We conlie to furnish you With hints. 
French disappointment, British gloryv 
Must be the subject of the story. 

First strike a curve, a graceful bow> 
Then slope it to a point below ; 
Your outline easy, airy, light, 
Fill'd up becomes a paper kite. 
Let independence, sanguine, horrid. 
Blaze like a meteor in the forehead: 
Beneath (but lay aside your graces) 
Draw six-and-twenty rueful faces. 
Each with a staring, steadfast eye, 
Fix'd on his great and good ally. 
France flies the kite -'tis on the wing- 
Britannia's lightning cuts the string. 
The wind that raised it, ere it ceases. 
Just rends it into thirteen pieces. 
Takes charge of every fluttering sheet. 
And lays them all at George's feet. 

Iberia, trembling from afar. 
Renounces the confederate war ; 
Her efforts ana her arts o'ercome, 
France calls her shatter'd navies home. 
Repenting Holland learns to mourn 
The sacred treaties she has torn ; 
Astonishment and awe profound 
Are stamp'd upon the nations round : 
Without one friend, above aU foes, 
Britannia gives the world r^>ose. 

* "One of those bagatelles which sometimes spring up like mushrooms in my imagination, eith< 
wAjJe law writing, or Just before I bc^(tn."— Lettei to l(ewton^ Nov. 27, 1781. Tliia is a sly hit i 



TO MBS. NEWTON. 

A VOBLE theme demands a noble verse. 

In such I thank you for your fine oys^enr. 

The barrel was magnlflcentlv large, 

But, being sent to Olney at free cnarge, 

Was not inserted in the driver's list, 

And therefore overlook'd, forgot, or mlssM; 

For, when the messenger whom we despatch'd 

Inquired for oysters. Hob his noddle scratch'd; 

Denying that nis waggon or his wain 

Did any such commodltv contain. 

In consequence of which, your weloome boon 

Did not arrive till yesterday at noon ; 

In consequence of which some chanced to die. 

And some, though very sweet, were very dry. 

Now Madam says, (and what she says most 

still 
Deserve attention, say she what she will,) 



MISCELLAHEOUO POEMB. 



A FOETICAL ZPIHTLE TO LADY AUHTES. 

ieai uHl IrioDd, 

WbU ni^ ir« Mk«,~i>iut booki.ws doote, 
And nO Um BoMIu Uwo^ii ve find 
Votm lli« autue <M tM mind. 

Bat wlMn k pDttukH th* ptn. 
Far more allva ibaa oOwr nun, 
DowD 10 w iBfUT aadOi ttaainb, 
Dartvsd Inni utim'i nobku port, 
Di* canm of a Movlii b«R : 
^ti tbiM Is wild Uu wmU, wlio knowt 
So Al^l»a«e tiM pttdi ol prow. 
HU imiM nfiMm iiMiEii illiiiiliiij, 
DanoaiLuUi ta uSHa initliiir^ 
N» madar I, irtwwriMila rbyms 
IV) natdribt Milan «< Uia tlma. 
And ten then liaOa divine uil cLekr. 
Ifhlch, conen'dlnproea. thev wUlnottiMLr: 

S> l«M>r hud to lUDre uid dnv 
lolHran I iMTsr uw. 
Khonid mi Uwt llctilnr <ma tbit tii»LLi»r 
Wttk all nj »rpoH Id: 
To Tonr CMuIc merit 

HrMnonia 



lall ttmet, nBlto, uMI mtI do id 
la Uh iIMiiieiit of IB* lUea, 



HMdrMUUlDlotu 



To pun uid ipell wliat II conialna : 
Bnt daj bf dlr, a>d rear bj rear. 
wtU raaka tlia dirk enigma clear ; 
And tunlili Di, iwitapLat lul, 
Ukootbar aoenu alniidj put. 
'Wnii prooL tbu ««, ananu- albilrs, 
>n Mitor a Jttorali-a larea : 
ff[ OoJ wtfoldito igow degreei 



UU,atl«n«lLS 

_ .._».U and perfeet w1 , 

Which bviT nao'i larentlTe biatn 
ToOi to aidletaiit*, In nin. 

Sar. Amm, bad jwi ntrer kiwnra 
The Mantlea «!■ tm* foil blown. 
Cr»Ud70>>tbom|talimlnea> four eye 
Bf looclng in tSa bud deacrr. 

■laDdoaraf tbeaowe'r? 



The blaze of a meiiSaD da 



L, lKrb«T». the sUjIlii™ 






lie In Uooil tbe martte aljoar oii 
In Franc*. 
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COWFEB'B POETICAL WOSRS. 



Who strike the blow, then plead yonr own de- 

Glory vour aim, bat Justice voar pretence ; 
lichold in Etna's emblematic fires 
The mischiefs your ambitious pride inspires! 
Fast by the stream that boands yoor Jnst do- 
main, 
And tells you where ye ha^e a right to reign, 
A nation dwells, not envious of your throne, 
Stndious of peace, their neighbours* aud their 

own. 
Til-fated race! how deeply must they rue 
Their only crime, vicinity to you! 
The trumpet sounds, yonr legions swarm 

abroad. 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destined 

road; 
At every step beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitudes, a nation's bread : 
Earth seems a garden in its loveliest dress 
Before them, and behind a wilderness. 
Famine, and Pestilence, her firstborn son. 
Attend to finish what the sword begun. 
And echoing praises such as fiends might earn, 
And folly pays, resound at your return. 
A calm succeeds ;— but plenty with her train 
Of heartfelt joys, succeeds not soon again. 
And years of pining indigence must show 
What scourges are the gods that rule below. 
Yet man, laborious man, by slow degrees, 
(Such is the thirst of opulence and ease). 
Plies all the sinews of industrious toil. 
Cleans up the refuse of the general spoil, 
Kebailds the towers that smolied upon the 

plain. 
And tne sun gilds the shining spires again. 

Increasing commerce and reviving art 
Renew the qnarrel on the conqueror's part : 
And the sad lesson must be leam'd once more. 
That wealth within is ruin at the door. 
What are ye monarchs, laurell'd heroes, say. 
But £tnas of the suffering world ye sway ? 
8weet Nature stripp'd of her embroidered robe, 
Deplores the wasted regions of her globe. 
And stands a witness at Truth's awful bar. 
To prove you there, destroyers as ye arc. 

On place me in some heaven-protected isle, 
Where peace and equity and freedom smile. 
Where no volcano pours his fiery fiood, 
Ifo crested warrior dips his plnme in blood. 
Where power secures'what industry has won. 
Where to succeed is not ^o be undone : 
A land that distant tyrants hate in vain, 
in Britain's isle, beneath a George's reign! 

THE FLATTING MILL. 

AN ILLUSTRATIOK. 

V^Tca ft bar of pure silver or Ingot of gold 
Is sent to be flatted or wrought into length. 

It is pase'd between cylinders often, and roU'd 
In an engine of utmost mechanical strength. 

Thus tortured and squeezed, at last it appears 
Like a loose heap of ribbon, a glittering show. 

Like music It tinkles and rings in your ears. 
And warm'd by the pressure is all in a glow. 

This process achieved, it is doom'd to sustain 
Umi thump after thump of a gold-beater's mal- 
let, 

JLnd at last is of service In sickness or pain 
To cover a pill for a delicate palate. 

Alas for the poet ! who dares nnderiake 
To urge reformation of national HI— 

Bis head and his heart are both likely to ache 
With the double employment of mallet and 
mill. 

If he wish to instruct, he must learn to delight, 
Smooth, ductile, and even, his fancy must 
flow, 

Must tinkle and glitter like gold to the sight. 
And catch in Its progreaa a sensible glow. 



After all, he must beat it as thin and as fine 
As the leaf that enfolds what an invalid swal- 
lows; 

^or truth Is unwelcome, however dhrlne. 
And unless yon adorn it, nausea follows. 



FBOM A LETTEB TO THE BEY. MB. 
NEWTON, 

BECTOB OF 8T. MART, WOOUIOTH. 

Oiay 2Bth, 1782.) 

Sats the pipe to the snuff-box, I can*t nnder- 
stand 
What the ladies and gentlemen see in yonr 
face. 
That you are in fashion all over the land. 
And I am so much fallen into disgrace. 

Do but see what a pretty contemplative air 
I give to the company,— pray do but note 
'em,— 
You would think that the wise men of Greece 
were all there. 
Or, at least, would suppose them the wise men 
of Gotham. 

My breath is as sweet as the breath of blown 
roses, 
While you are a nuisance wherever you ap- 
pear; 
There Is nothing but snivelling and blowing of 
noses, 
Such a noise as turns any man's stomach to 
hear. 

Then, liftUig his lid In a delicate way. 

And opening his mouth with a smile quite en- 
gaging. 
The box in reply was heard plainly to say. 

What a silly dispute is this we are waging! 

If yon have a little of merit to claim. 
You may thank the sweet-smelling Vlrginiao 
weed; 

And I. if I seem to deserve any blame, 
The beforementlon'd drug in apology plead. 

Ihns neither the praise nor the blame is oar 
own. 
No room for a sneer, much less than a cachin- 
nus: 
We are vehicles, not of tobacco alone. 
But of anything else they may choose to pat 
inns. 



TO THE REV. 



WILLIAM BULL. 
June 22, 1783L 



BIT Dear Friend, 

If reading verse be yonr delight, 
'TIS mine as much, or more, to write ; 
But what we would, so \/eak is man. 
Lies oft remote from what we can. 
For Instance, at this very time 
I feel a wish by cheerinl rhyme 
To soothe my friend, and. had I power, 
To cheat him of an anxious hour; 
Not meaning (for I must confess, 
It were but folly to suppress) 
His pleasure or his good alone. 
But squinthig partly at my own. 
Bat though the sun is flaming high 
In the centre of yon arch, the sky. 
And he had once (and who but he ?) 
The name for setting genius free. 
Yet whether poets of past days 
Yielded him undeserved praise. 
And he by no uncommon lot 
Was famed for virtues he had not ; 
Or whether, which is like enough. 
His Highness may have taken huff. 



To dunnrd lii> liii|ilnu«i. 
1 Hdn DO brlftiur lu my wlU, 
For ill thf t-idUnu li* mmU. 
Tbe (Hranieriilg o( a (anUag u 



ItUCl^U^NlSOUS POEU8. 

JllKTOlUTOl 



Sndan' , . 

KE BOTlH Jwn CBU^nOMl 

•& iMn: uai DTunniEireU flU'd 

Wub M^ totaoio, aa^mlU'd, 

Baat> all AmliTia ■ pnucn 

-So dUowin tw inmibu'd itDies. 

-Vheniraana tamtjjrtl^'er llij unmp, 

(S £l^$wUliliiUat not mull 

% tuS* M lAolA ud lo l«d 

A (DHar puiM* MUia InlD. 

Ot obftluir, loaok 4 wIEh lire, li il^a 

IB dr^l atdM to Uia lUet. 

Soaitlnnl^nHinqiilBkBiimd roSuc 

muDnUt^lmftlBoiliLUthe^J^ue— 

Xte«ln Cha tKid, It b«M lia M, 

Ui toneli villi ■ udrls wipe 

TtaU ■jniMl of tbT power, Ihe pJi!i? ! 

So maj no bUglit lolsn Ih; pUinii 

So Bl«jr Ul"?mariM ™™ib"' 

WtiitaSoui oHiiMnst h(U( dlTlno 
3oi<ilTa tbr dJmw.parlnKBbrine 1 

Be UwiJtVSg, ueviT I"^ " . 

YXBgEa PRINTED BI HIMSELF, OS t 

FLOOD AT OLMlsr. 

[Addreued to Lady Abmbd at CUHoii 1 



IVialiakewltlicold,. 

•na Ui™ipand mjmoimrul 

And wlah oftoU a Uutcb mynti 

FoiInrn[dsb HoUuidBr^diE 
And and It) nst my dgment: 

rETENDaHIP, 



lliat Jtwe] of the punat aaiue, 

Or lattier eonitaUatlon. 
No knave bni boldly mn prewnd 
Tbe reqalUHi tliai lonB a friend, 

XoT any fool be woold decelre. 

Bat prove aa readj lo believe, 

And dreain tbat te had foond one- 
Candid, and fenerona. and iDit. 

Bgrlcan bat Ultle VFbom iScy (nut, 

Tliat man, wheo unaatbeat be appears 

la molt to be tnapeotad f 
Bat bare again a danger Uei, 
Lett, bavlnf ufiapplled onr eye* > 

And token traib lor trtaauro. 



BedpnxaiMd doUea, 

ind eqnBl tnlb on eltEiHilde, 
And connantly inpported: 



For^ltbig Ita Important ivelgbt. 
And by tbemHlvei ontwltted. 
How blight ioe>T the proipect ^ema. 
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As envy pines at good possess'd, 
iSo jealousy looks forth dtatress'd 

On good that seems approaching, 
And if snccess his steps attend, 
Discerns a rival in a friend, 

And hates him for encroaching. 

Hence authors of illustrious name, 
(Unless belied by common fame,) 

Are sadly prone to quarrel. 
To deem the wit a friend displays 
A tax upon their own just praise^ 

And pluck each other's lanreL 

A man renowned for repartee 
Will seldom scruple to make free 

With friendship's finest feeling, 
Will thrust a dagger at your breast, 
And say he wounded you in jest. 

By way of balm for healing. 

Who ever keeps an open ear 
For tattlers will be sure to hear 
The trumpet of contention; 
Aspersion is the babbler's trade, 
To listen is to lend him aid. 
And rush into dissension. 

A friendship that in freqnent fits 
Of controversial rage einits 

The sparks of disputation. 
Like hand in hand insurance plates. 
Most unavoidablv creates 

The thought of conflagration. 

Some fickle creatures boast a soul 
True as a needle to the pole. 

Their humour yet so various—- 
They manifest their whole life through 
The needle's deviations too. 

Their love is so precarious. 

The great and small but rarely meet 
On terms of amity complete ; 

Plebeians must surrender, 
And yield so much to noble folk. 
It is combining fire with smoke. 

Obscurity with splendour. 

Some are so placid and serene 
(As Irish bogs are always green) 

They sleep secure from waking; 
And are indeed a bog, that bearti 
Your unparticipated cares 

Unmoved and without quaking. 

Courtier and patriot cannot mix 
Their heterogeneous politics 

Without an effervescence. 
Like that of salts with lemon juice. 
Which does not vet like that produce 

A friendly coalescence. 

Religion should extinguish strife. 
And make a calm of human life : 

But friends that chance to differ 
On points which Ood has left at large. 
How fiercely will they meet and cteorise ! 

Ijo combatants are stiffen 

To prove at last my main intent 
Needs no expense of argument, 

No cutting and contriving— 
Seeking a real friend, we seem 
To adopt the chemist s golden dream 

With still less hope of thriving. 

Sometimes the fanlt is all our own. 
Some blemish in due time made know 

By trespass or omission : 
Sometimes occasion brings to li^^ht 
Our friend's defect long bid froiu sight 

And even from suspicion. 

Then Judge yourself, and prove your man 
As drcamspectly as you can. 



And, having made election. 
Beware no negligence of yoam. 
Such as a friend but ill euduree. 

Enfeeble his affection. 

That secrets are a sacred trust. 

That friends should be sincere and just, 

That constancy befits them. 
Are observations on the case. 
That savour much of common place. 

And all the world admits them. 

But 'tis not timber, lead, and stone. 
An architect requires alone 

To finish a fine building— 
The palace were but half complete. 
If he could possibly forget 

The carving and the Riding. 

The man that hails you Tom or^Tack, 
And proves by thumps upon your back 

How he esteems your merit. 
Is such a friend, that <me had need 
Be very much his friend indeed 

To pardon or to bear it 

As similarity of mind. 

Or something not to be defined, 

Fli-st fixes our attention ; 
So manners decent and polite. 
The same we practised at first sight. 

Must save it from declension. 

Some act upon tlite prudent plan, 
" Say little and hear ail you can." 

Safe policy, but hateful— 
So barren sands imbibe the shower. 
But render neither fruit nor flower. 

Unpleasant and imgratefnL 

The man I trust, if shy to m6. 
Shall find me as reserved as lie, 

No subterfuge or pleadUig 
Shall win my confiaence again; 
I will b3' no means entertain 

A spy on my proceeding. 

These samples— for alas ! at last 
These are but samples, and a. taste 

Of evils yet unmention'd— 
May prove the task a task indeed. 
In which 'tis much if we succeed. 

However well intention'd. 

Pursue thte search, and you will find 
Ctood sense and knowledge of mankind 

To be at least expedient. 
And, after summing all the rest. 
Religion ruling in the breast 

A principal ingrodient. 

The noblest friendship ever shown 
The Saviour's history makes known. 

Though some have tum'd and tnrn'd It; 
And whether b^ng erased or blind. 
Or seeking with a biass'd mind. 

Have not. It seems, dlsocm'd it. 

O Friendship I if my soul forego 
Thy dear delights while here betow. 

To mortify and grieve me. 
May I myself at last appear 
Unworthy, base, and insincere. 

Or may my friend deeeive rae ! 



THE COLUBRIAD. 

Close by the tlireshold of a door nnilM fast 

Three kittens sat ; each kitten look'd aghast ; 

I passing swift and inattentive by, 

At the three kittens oast a careless eye. 

Not much concern'd to know what they di 

there. 
Not deeming kittens worth a poet's care. 
But presently a loud and furious hiss 
Caused me to stop, and to exclaim, **WluU! 

this?" 



MI8CBLLANE0US POEMS. 
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When lo! upon the threshold met my view. 
With head erect, And eyes ot fiery hue, 
A viper, long as Count de Grasse's* quene. 
Forth from his head his torkM tongue he 

throws. 
Darting it full against a kitten's nose. 
Who having never seen in field or boase 
The lil^e, sat stili and silent as a moose ; 
Only projecting with attention due, 
Ber whlsiicr'd face, she ask*d him, ''Who are 

you?' 
On to the hall went I, with pace not slow. 
But swift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe. 
With which, well-arm'd, 1 hastened to the spot, 
To find the viper.— but I found him not. 
And, turning up the leaves and shrubs around, 
Found only— that he was not to be found. 
Bat still the kittens, sitting as before. 
Sat watching close the bottom of the door. 
'' I hope," said I, '*the viUaln I would kill 
Has slipp'd between the door and the door-sill ; 
And If I make desputch and follow hard, 
No doubt but I shall find him in the yard :" 
For long ere now it should have been rehearsed, 
'Twas in the garden that I found him first. 
Even there I found him, there the full-grown 

cat 
His head, with velvet paw, did gently pat, 
As curious as the Uttens erst had been 
To learn what this phenomenon might mean. 
Fill'd with heroic ardour at the sight. 
And fearing every moment he woold bite. 
And rob our household of our only cat 
That was of age to combat with a rat. 
With outstretched hoe I slew him at the door, 
And taught him NEvsa to ooxb the&e no more. 



EPITAPH ON A HABE. 

Here lies, whom hound did ne'er pursue. 
Nor swifter greyhound follow. 

Whose foot ne er tainted morning dew. 
Nor ear heard huntsman's halloo ; 

Old Tiney, surliest of his kind. 
Who, nursed with tender care. 

And to domestic bounds confined, 
Was still a wild Jack hare. 

Thongh duly from my band be took 

His pittance every night. 
He did it with a jealous look. 

And, when he could, would bite. 

His diet was of wheaten bread. 
And milk, and oats, and straw; 

Thistles, or iettucee instead, 
With sand to scour his maw. 

On twigs of hawthorn he regaled. 

On pippins' russet peel. 
And, when his Juicy s lads faii'd. 

Sliced carrot pleased him well. 

A Turkey carpet was his lawn. 

Whereon he loved to bound. 
To skip and gambol like a fawn, 

And swing his rump around. 

His frisking was at evening hours, 

For then no lost his fear. 
But most before approaching showers, 

Or when a storm drew near. 

Eight vears and five round rolling moons 

He thus saw steal away. 
Dozing out all his idle TKwns, 

And every night at play. 

I kept him for his humour's sake. 

For he would oft begnile 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache, 

And force me to a smile. 



But now beneath his walnut shade 
He finds his long last home. 

And waits, in snug concealment laid, 
Till gentler Puss shall come. 

He. still more agfed, feels the shocks 
From which no care can save. 

And, partner once of TIney's Iwz, 
Must soon partake his grave. 



A LATIN EPITA1»H ON THE SAME. 

Hic etiam Jacet, 

Qui totum novennlnm vixit, 

Puss. 

Siste panllsper. 

Qui praeteriturus es, 

£t tecum sic reputa— 

Hunc ueoue canls venaticos. 

Nee plumbum missile, 

Nee laquens. 

Nee imbres nimii, 

Confec^re : 

Tamen mortnns est— 

£t moriar ego. 



ON THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEOBGE 

WEITTEN WHEN THE NEWS ABBIVED. 
TO THE MABCH IN SCIPIO. 

(The Royal Oeorgt, 106 guns, went down at 
Spithead, on the 29th August, 1782. Admiral 
Kempenfelt and eight hundred of the crew 
perished.] 

Toll for the brave ! 

The brave that are no more! 
All sunk beneath the wave, 

Fast by their native shore ! 

Eight hundred of the brave, 
Whose courage well was tried. 

Had made the vessel heel. 
And laid her on her side. 

A land-breeze shook the shrouds. 

And she was overset; 
Down went the fioyal George, 

With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the braye! 

Brave Kempenfelt is gone ; 
His last sea-fight Is fought; 

His work of gloi7 done. 

It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shook; 
She sprang no fatal leak; 

She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath ; 

His fingers held the pen, 
Wnen Kempenfelt went down 

With twice four hundred men. 

Weigh the vessel up, 

Once dreaded by our foes ! 
And mingle with onr cup 

The tear that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound. 

And she may Aoat again 
Full charged with EngUind's thnnder. 

And plough the distant main. 

But Kempenfelt Is gone. 

His victories are o'er ; 
And he and his ei^it hundred 

Shall plough the wave no more. 



*The celebniCed Freneli admiral wlicwaa dLel«a.\AdL\)i^\/xt^'fi«ABBs« 
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IN 8UBMERSI0NEM NAVIOII CUI, GEOK- 
GIUS BEGALE NOMEN, INDITUM. 

Plangimus fortes. Perigre fortes, 
Parrlum propter periere llttiis 
Bis qnat^r centum ; subitb sub alto 
.Squore mersi. 

Navls, innltens later!, jacebat, 
Malas ad summas trepldabat, undas, 
Cum levis, funes quatiens, ad Imum 
Depollt aura. 

Planglmns fortes. Nlmus, hen, caducam. 
Fortlbus vitem volufire parcie, 
^ec slnunt ultra tlbl nos recentcs 
Kectere laurus. 

Magne, qui nomen, licet incanorura, 
Traditum ex uiultls atavls tulisti I 
At tuos oUm memorablt sevum 

Orane trlumphos. 

Non hyems lllos furlbnnda merslt, 
Non marl In clouso scopuli latcntes, 
Flssa non rimis abies, ncc atrox 
Abstullt ensis. 

Navltte sed tnm nlmlum jocosl 
Voce fallebant hilar! laborem, 
. Et qulesccbat, calamoque dcxtram im- 
pleverat horos. 

Vos, qulbus cordi est grave opus plumqne, 
Huraldum ex alto spoUum levatc. 
Et putrescentes sub aqula amlcos 
Reddlteamicis! 

HI qnldem (sic dis placult) fu§rc : 
Sed ratls, nondumjontris, ire possit 
liursus in bellum, Britonumque nomcn 
Tollere ad astra. 



SOXG.-OX PEACE. 

Am— ''My fond Shepherds qf late." 

yo longer I follow a sound ; 
No longer a dream I pursue ; 

happiness ! not to be found. 
Unattainable treasure, adieu ! 

1 have sought thee In splendour and dress, 
In the regions of pleasure and taste : 

I have sought thee, and seem'd to possess, 
But have proved thee a vision at last. 

An humble ambition and hope 
The voice of true wisdom inspires ! 

""Tla suflBcient, if peace be the scope, 
And the summit of all our desires. 

Peace may be the lot of the mind 
That seeks It in meekness and love ; 

Bat rapture and bliss are confined 
To the glorified spirits above. 

SONG. 
Air—" The Lou o/Fattie's MUir 

When all within is peace. 

How nature seems to smile ; 
Delights that never cease 

The livelong day beguile. 
From morning to dewy eve. 

With open hand she showers 
Fresh blessings, to deceive 

And soothe the silent hours. 

It is content of heart 
Gives Nature power to please; 

Tne mind that feels no smart 
Enlivens all it sees. 

Can make a wintry sky- 
Seem bright as smilins May, 
And erening'B closing eye 

A8 peep oi early day. 



The vast majestic globe. 

So beauteously array'd 
In Nature's various robe. 

With wondrous skill displayed. 
Is to a mourner's heart 

A dreary wild at best ; 
It flutters to depart. 

And longs to be at rest 



THE DISTRESSED TRAVELLERS; 

OR, LABOUR IN VAIN. 

A NEW SONG TO A^TUNB NEVER SUNO BEFORE. 

1. 

I SING Of a journey to Clifton, 

We would have performed if we could, 
Without cart or barrow to lift on 
Poor Mary and me through the mud. 
Slee sla slud. 
Stuck in the mud. 
Oh it is pretty to wade through a flood! 

2. 

So away we went, slipping and sliding, 

Hop, nop, a la mode ae deux frogs, 
Tis near as good walking as riding. 
When ladies are dress^ in their clogs. 
Wheels, no doubt, 
Qo briskly about. 
But they clatter and rattle, and make such a 
rout! 



SHE. 

"Well! now J protest it is charming; 

How finely the weather improves ! 
That cloud, though 'tis rather alarming. 

How slowly and stately it moves!" 



\ 



" Pshaw ! never mind, 
Tis not in the wind. 
We are travelling south, and shall leave i( 
behind." 

4. 

SHE. 

" I am glad we are come for an airing, 
For folks may be pounded and penu'd, 

Until they grow rusty, not caring 
To stir nalf-a-mlle to an end." 

HE. 

" The longer we stay. 
The longer we may; 
It's a folly to think about weather or way.** 

5. 

SHE. 

" But now I begin to be frighted ; 

If I fall, what a way I should roll ! 
I am glad that the bridge was indicted,— 

Stay ! stop ! I am wank in a hole !" 

HE. 

" Nay, never care ! 
'Tis a common affair ; 
You'll not be the last that will set a foot there.** 

6. 

SHE. 

" Let me breathe now a little, and ponder 

On what it were better to do ; 
That terrible lane I see yonder, 

I think we shall never get throngh." 

BE. 

" So think I;— 
But, by the by. 
We Tteveit fi&ta9i^xtfm^M'w« xk«<««t vbould try.** 



U1SCBLLUIE0U8 tOEKS. 









Wmild be in eitite it ■ rirtblDgil ponod.'' 
Now, ilater Anne, the mluryonmnnuiie. 



bitMllj ulied It, DDtli u It via 

1 iDupp^l tt, It loll CO ibe grounj,' 
And macb, I tuclilio'd. Is ib* pttDeu part 

BcKkrdlut o1 wrings 4Dd bteaUnf ■ heart 
Already to urroir nai^'d. 



E VALEDICTION. 






noltber ^^w"dU"?' 



4oeDd HDH. Intrepid spirit, inanlr 
kiftde yona peer, butflpollt jonlorj 
I'retend to ul thAt parti have e'er acqnjr 
)« Real, be fear'd, be anvfed, be adnHr'd 
To fame 41 laitlnff ai the earth pretend, 

lack'd wiih • modait ibeei ul bumble i>ri 
iot to recall a itroinlBe to yoirr mind. 

-mall 



d spirit, manlr rmce. 



Prwl or an old aDecUoo i^ ali 
Voor ■lier'd bean ; and lo. mr lord. farcwelU 
olatrtfllniag 



iK^ssrisiKSKSs 


a 


Ulgbl 




„'rSS'.JiS, 
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\VlioflTBr qndonakva a (riend'a Kivat part 
TaDitchangQconlDnt lor trouble, eue lor pnlih 



t Jj>rd Thnrlow. 



COWPEK'S FOBTICAI. WORKS. 

airreeabte lo yon. My mind has ttlw^ya a melan- 
wWc'h? though flUed w'lh's GSct md'pKrki 
WEiler,wmiieverihelMs.iniibtHht day, reflect 
ths BUDbetuDS Irum Uieir surtaee.'] 

Airfln Ws i^rtlvS'daj"."' '"" ' 
wilhTu' "he &'«/'««! 



I( Ooil tf n lualtlL t&at nmaUu at our d>Ti 1 
Aiid 11 Hs uUi M. blNriDc ihaced br taw, 
Cootaiit of luut. mon pniliM Mill u* dot : 
But ft H* (rant * irlMiLtliu booi poocai'd 

Wiiose noblest coin \i lliht and brlltls Dura.' 






n slonl and nllut ba 
Ln tliB unaxrdand ab] 






To feed a bud, and to be prataed in Tens. 
PROMOTION OF EDWARD THCRLOW, 

tin a leilf r to Mr. Htll, lllh November lirs.en 
a "fo^t'lon'^'i'^J^mHeHooiiLaB"' 'Tent ™- 
Mnragea me w Knd'yon another!' T4ro4e°E 
IndeeA onpnrpo8eforyonitornajvab)vittg,n 

•roiaiwaj-a iBdi ai 1 coaM hape would pnne 



And biu the patm away. 



loniTjUh 



BS PATRIOT. 
emaallday; 
Id come 
perhape Lt iDay?> 



Snch civil brolln an my deUiht. 
Who 9bV Ihfl mob are mad ontrlgtK, 



S AND OLOWWOBK 



at J OQ VA ^iQ%^ uA mt 
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That yoQ with mttsic, I with light, 
Might beautify and cheer tlie lu^ht." 
The songster heard his short oration. 
And, warbling oat his approbation, 
Released him, as my storj tells. 
And foand a supiter somewhere else. 

Hence Jarring sectaries mav leam 
Their real interest to discern ; 
That brother should not war with brother, 
And worry and devour each other : 
But sing and shine with sweet consent. 
Till life's poor transient night is spent 
Respecting in each other's case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians' best deserve the name, 
Who studiously make peace their aim; 
Pence both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 



THE RAVEN. 

[Cowper wrote thus to Mr. Newton In May, 1780 : 
—''A crow, roo&, or raven has built a nest in one 
of the young elm trees at the side of Mrs. 
Aspray's orchard. In the violent storm that 
blew yesterday morning, I saw itagttat«d to a 
degree that seemed to threaten Its Immediate 
destruction, and versified the foUowing 
thoughts upon the occasion."] 

A RAVEN, while with glossy breast 

Her new-laid eggs she fondly pressed. 

And, on her wiclcer-work high mounted. 

Her chickens prematmrely counted, 

<A fault philosophers might blame. 

If quite exempted from the same,) 

Enjoy'd at ease the genial day; 

""Twas April, as the bumpkins say. 

The legislature call'd it May. 

But suddenly a wind, as high 

As ever swept a winter sky, 

Shook the young leaves about her ears. 

And fiU'd her with a thousand fears, 

Lest the rude blast should snap the Irangh, 

And spread her golden hopes l>elow. 

But Just at eve the blowing weather 

And all her fears were hnsh'd together ; 

"And now,''iiuoth poor unthinking Ralph, 

" 'TIs over, and the brood is safe ;" 

<For ravens, though, as birds of omen. 

They teach both conjurors and old women 

To tell us what is to befall, 

Can't prophesy themselves at all.) 

The morning came, when nelghboarHodge, 

Who long had mark'd her airy lodge. 

And destined all the treasure there 

A gift to his expecting fair. 

Ciimb'd like a squirrel to his dray, 

And bore the worthless prize away. 

MORAL. 

'Tis Providence alone secures 
In every change twth mine and yours : 
Safety consists not in escape 
From dangeris of a frightful shape: 
An earthquake may be bid to spare 
The man that's strangled by a hair. 
Fate steals along with silent tread. 
Found oftenest in what least we dread, 
Frowns in the storm with angry brow, 
Bat in the sunshine strikes the blow. 



THE DOVES. 

£A letter which Cowper sent to Mr. Newton, ex- 
plains that the happy doves were that gentle- 
man and his wife;— "The male dove was 
smoking a pipe, and the female dove was sew- 
ing, while sne thus delivered herself. This 
little circumstance may lead you perhaps to 
^ess what pair I had in my eye."] 



RRASomNO at every step he treads, 

Man yet mistakes his way. 
While meaner things, whom instinct leads, 

Are rarely known to stray. 

One silent eve I wander'd late, 

And heard the voice of love ; 
The turtle thus addressed her mate, 

And soothed the listening dove : 

*' Our mutual l»ond of faith and truth 

No time shall disengage, 
Those blessings of our early youth. 

Shall cheer our latest age : 

" While innocence withoat disguise. 

And constancy sincere, 
Shall fill the circles of those eyes, 

And mine can read them there ; 

" Those ills, that wait on all below. 

Shall ne'er be felt by me. 
Or gently felt, and only so, 

As being shared by me. 

''When lightnings flash among tiie trees, 

Or kites are hovering near, 
I fear lest thee alone they seize. 

And know no other fear. 

"'Tis then I feel myself a wife. 

And press thy wedded side. 
Resolved a union form'd for life 

Death never shall divide. 

" But oh ! if, fickle and unchaste, 

(Forgive a transient thought,) 
Thou cotildst become unkind at last, 

And scorn thy present lot. 

" No need of lightnings from on high. 

Or kites with cruel oeak ; 
Denied the endearments .of thine eye. 

This widow'd heart would break." 

Thus sang the sweet sequester'd bird, 

Soft as the passing wind. 
And I recorded what I heard, 

A lesson for mankind. 



AN ENGLISH VEH8IFTCATI0N OF A 
THOUGHT 

THAT POPPED INTO UT HEAD ABOCT TWO MONTHS 

SINCE. 

Sweet stream! that winds through yonder 

glade. 
Apt emblem of a vlrtaoas maid I 
Silent, and chaste, she steals alon^, 
Far from the world's gay, busy throng. 
With gentle yet prevailing force. 
Intent upon ner destined course : 
Graceful and useful all she does, 
Blessing and bless'd where'er she goes ; 
Pure-tmsom'd, as that watery- glass. 
And heaven reflected in her face ! 



ON the 

BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD'S 

LIBRARY, 

TOOBTHEB with his M88., BT THE MOB, IN THE 
MONTH OF JUNE, 1780. 

So then— the Vandals of our isle, 

Sworn foes to sense and law. 
Have burnt to dust a nobler pile 

Than ever Roman saw I 

And Murray sighs o'er Pope and Swift, 

And many a treasure more. 
Hie well-judged purchase^ and the ^Ct 



But ■«> jtt tn eaDH iIulII mc 
like DomiDg tl till own. 



Vns wit KndEfDlui meet their 
T1i«j lelt nB of ibe fata o( noine, 

Thej ^Lt tlH rode iliinii, 
T«t biaiia'd Ibe gsudiu cir* tba 

Ulan Uemon, like Ihe bee tluV 
rrom Tlonrk balm; it on, 

Bui [i«tni[«?Hp Wfora. 
Tbe liwISH herd, nllh for; bllpi 

The boDBj on S> longae. 

A RIUDLB. 



cowpEB-a poEncAL wooKa. 



en a chUd. u plaWni clilUIn ii if?. 



> IBE REV. UR. » 

OM BIB KETSBH FROll KA' 

(IFnfUs M Meter, II 



Tour Ha of trtmblei jtm hnvt past, 

I. tem|Mil.l«>'d, nod wreck'd al Intt, 
Coma boms W put do more. 

ON A OOLDrCs'CII. 

Time «u wben I wu free u sir. 
Tbo Uibtla'e downy iHd dt Cue, 

Uj drink Uh nwinim de w : 
1 urdi'd fti wlU on emry spnj, 
Itytoin nntsel. mj plnnufa gey, 

Itj atnliiiror evti new. 
But eniT plnmag*. gpHiibtlf nirnin. 

For"c.B^O«d™[te^'Sji^^rveQ to i 

SoOD puB'd tbe wl^ sntfl. 
Thenki, nntle evaln. for aU my woea. 
And tbuuu (or this effectiul cloia 

Uorflj^veltj cDqJ4 none Fxpnv ; 



REPOKT OF AK ADJUDOED C 

SOI lO Bl roUVP IS AKT 0> till 

BETmm NoH sod Eyei ■ itniige 
Tbe Bpecudet ut tbeta nnlupplST w: 



With ■ irut deal or ik 
WbUe Cbls^Diiron Ear 



J bad Bpactaelea alwa 



boldEDBthe tpeclAClet up to tbe eoart— 
ODT tordtuJp obsetret tbey an made wltb a 
■traddle, 
Ae wide a> the ridn ol tbe HoH l> t la ihort, 
DMlsn-d to Ut cToH lo It, jnat Ule > taddk. 

le ffA£?«mafl'jiAi^ahJt«(arnUhadlbefoIlowlDgr— 



UISCELLAKEOOH POESia. 

-Agiln. wDnid 7DI1T lardahtp ■ BHmieBt inii- 

I'mj WbO VODid, DT wllp ODDllt, ITIIM IpCCUI- 

"On the wbDle II apiHiin, uid m; krgament 






t(7 diiyll^tit or anaieUgtit— Ej-ei itionld bi 
A TALE. FOUNDED ON A FAIT, 



When on ■ ilir, emergini from the deep. 

A SabtaDKbr (gncb Hilitntlii tGosttuidi 

Tu boj a cock— whow Wood miRti win him 



WtaoH lieut tbe ume^duini b^ once : 

Pennulonon b^^e bad takea i4a»i 
701 >U plesd mil who ntetid the cuua of (tie 
nil Iron hum with Scifpun he uulTd, 
Woo-d hbn to hmc • Mrawn, Mid pmnUTd. 
Hti filtbluJ bow th0 mlffhcy preiu!b«T dr«w, 
Swirt u the Ufhtnlng'.fliiiipu the itriw flew 
BewMt; he trembled : cuthliBTeeuooDd, 



TTd quLio tbe diUKT'B for the martyr'i price. 
Thai hotr du wu wuh'd with many a (air. 
Oitded wltfaEope, yel eliaded too br fear. 

Learn'it by his altered ipeecb, tlie cbanga 

Langh'd. when they ihoold haie wept, and 

Wu nlgb Whan bVwDnld awear aa fait ai they. 









m THE BEE. 
bed prepKred la 

Bi! r>mf I nTnln, th™ ni mc wai tl ghl. 
And oolyoervloua to the Uxhti 

McthlS^ I Hid. io thee 1 and '' 
The iln and madncH at manUDd. 
Tu f era forbidden man aspire^ 

AnLtdleappaTniiDent hLI Ihe ftolt, 
Wbilfl G;^thlD Dglci, aa she pasKf, 

She In the pineapple, and he 

The maid who vlewi wltb'peDSln air 
The ibgwituB rnniblwlth glllteclngnBr 

Like Ihlno. tier anpeElte iafte en. 
We Long for pIneappLet In frnoiea : 

THE LOTE OF THE WORLD BEFBOTEl 

Tnm aayi Ihe prophet ol the Tnrt. 



Theaa chooae the bucA, the bi 



Irk)cu.^1wi\u%th4&%''^^JaAT*^^. 
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Renonnee the world— tho preacher cries. 

We do— a multitude replies. 

While one as Innocent regards 

A snug and friendly game at cards ; 

And one, whatever you may say. 

Can see no evil In a play ; 

Some love a concert, or a race ; 

And others shooting, and the chase. 

Reviled and loved, renounced and follow'd 

Thus, bit by bit, the world is swallowed; 

Each thinks his netghbour makes too Xree, 

Yet likes a slice as well as be: . 

With sophistry their sauee they sweeten, 

Till quite from tall to snout 'tis eaten. 

THE POPLAR FIELD. 

The - oplars are f el I'd ; farewell to the shade 
And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade ! 
Tlie winds play no longer and sing in the leaves, 
^^or Ouse on his bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have clasped sinoe I first took a 

view 
Of my favourite field, and the bank where they 

grew; 
And now. in the grass behold they are laid. 
And the tree is my seat that once lent me a 

shade 1 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat. 
Where the hazels afford him a screen from the 

heat. 
And the scene where his melody charm'd me 

before 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all hasting away. 
And I must ere long lie as lowly as they. 
With a turf on my breast, and a stone at my 

head. 
Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead. 

*Tis a sight to engage me, if any thing can. 
To muse on the perishing pleasures of man ; 
Though his life be a dream, his enjoyments I 

see, 
Have a being less durable even than he. 



TO MISS C- 



OK HER BIRTBDAT. 



How many between east and west 

Disgrace their parent earth. 
Whose deeds constrain us to detest 

The dav that gave them birth ! 
Not so when Stella's natal morn 

Revolving months restore. 
We can rejoice that she was bom. 

And wish her bom once more ! 

GRATITDDE. 
ADDSB9SBD TO LADT HB8KSTH. 

This cap that so stately apnears. 

With ribbon-bound tassel on high, 
Which seems by the crest that it rears 

Ambitions of brushing the sky : 
This cap to my cousin I owe. 

She gave it. and gave me beside. 
Wreathed into an elegant bow. 

llie ribbon with which it is tied. 

This wheel-footed studying chair. 

Contrived both for tml and repose, 
Wide-elbow'd, and wadded with hair. 

In which I both scribble and dose. 
Bright-studded to dazzle the eyes. 

And rival in lustre of that 
In which, or astronomy lies, 

Fair Casalopeia-aat: 

These carpets, so soft to the foot, 
Caledonia's traffic and pride. 

Oh spare them, ye knights of the boot, 
JSSBcaped from the CAWi-coontiy ride 1 



This table and mirror within. 
Secure from collision and dust, 

At which I oft shave cheek and chin. 
And periwig nicely adjust: 

This moveable structure of shaves. 

For its beauty admired and its use. 
And charged with octavos and twelves. 

The gayest I had to produce ; 
Where, flaming In scarlet and gold. 

My poems enchanted I view. 
And hope, in due time to behold 

My Iliad and Odyssey too: 

This china, that decks the alcove. 

Which here people call a buffet, 
But what the gods call it above. 

Has ne'er been revealed to us yet : 
These curtains that keep the room warm 

Or cool as the season demands. 
Those stoves that for pattern and form 

Seem the labour of Mulciber's hands: 

All these are not half that I owe 

To One, from our earliest youth 
To me ever ready to shew 

Benignity, friendship, and troth; 
For time, the destroyer declared 

And foe of our perishing kind. 
If even her face he has spared. 

Much less could he alter her mind. 

Thus compass'd about with the goods 

And chattels of leisure and ease, 
I indulge my poetical moods 

In many such fancies as these . 
And fancies I fear they will seem— 

Poet's goods are not often so flne; 
The poets will swear that I dream. 

When I sing of the splendour of mine. 



STANZAS. 

SCBJOINED TO THB TBASLT BILL OF KORTAUTr 
OF THE PABISH OF ALL-SAINTS, ROKTHAMnON, 
ANNO DOMINI 1787. 

[Cowper describes, in a letter to a friend,9the 
origin of these poems :— '* On Monday morning 
last, Sam brought me word that there was a 
man in the kitchen who desired to speak with 
me. I ordered him in. A plain, decent, elderly 
flgure made its appearance, and, being desired 
to sit, spoke as follows: *Sir, 1 amderkofthe 
parish of All-Saints, in Northampton; brother 
of Mr. C. [Cox,] the upholsterer. It is custo- 
mary for the person in my ofilce to annex to a 
bill of mortaltty, which he publishes at Christ- 
mas, a copy of verses. Yon will do me a great 
favour, sir, if you will furnish me with one.* 
To this I replied, • Mr. C, you have several men 
of genius in your town, why have you not ap- 
plied to some of them ? There is a namesake of 

yours in particular. C . the statttaiy, who, 

everybody knows, is a first-rate maker of ver- 
ses. He surely is the man of ail the world tor 
your purpose.** • Alas ! sir, 1 have heretofore 
borrowed help of hira, but he is a gentleman 
of so much reading that the people of our town 
cannot understand him.' I confess to you, my 
dear, I felt all the force of the compliment im- 
plied in this speech, and was almost ready to 
answer * Perhaps, my good friend, they may 
find me unintelligible too for the same reason.* 
But, on asking him whether he had walked 
ever to Weston on purpose to implore the as- 
sistance of my muse, and on his replying in the 
affirmative, I felt my mortified vanity a little 
consoled, and, pitying the poor man's distress 
which appeared to be considerable, promised 
to supply him. The waggon has aocordini^ j 
gone tnis day to Northampton loaded in part 
with my effusions in the mortuary style. A 
fig for poets who write epttaphs <m indivi- 
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duals ! I have written one that senres tvo 
hundred persons."] 

Pallida Mors aqao pulsat pede panpenun ta- 
bemas, 
Regnmqae torres. Hosacb. 

Pale Death with eqoal foot striket wide the 

door 
Of royal halls and hovels of the poor. 

While thirteen moons saw smoothly mn 

The Nen's barge-laden wave. 
All these, life's ramblingjoaniey done. 

Have found their home, the grave. 

Was man (frail always) made more frail 

Than in foregoing years ? 
Did famine or did plague prevail, 

That so mnch death app ars ? 

No ; these were vigorous as their sires, 

Nor plague nor famine came : 
This annual tribute Death requires. 

And never waives his claim. 

Like crowded forest-trees we stand. 

And some are mark'd to fall; 
The axe will smite at God's command. 

And soon shall smite us all. 

Green as the bay tree, ever green, 

With its new foliage on, 
The gay, the thoughtless, have I seen, 

I pass'd,— and they were gone. 

Read, ye that mn. the awfnl tmth 

With which I charge ray page I 
A worm is In the bud of youth, 

And at the root of age. 

No present health can health insure 

For yet an hour to come : 
No medicine, though it oft can core. 

Can always balk the tomb. 

And oh ! that humble as fny lot. 

And scom'd as is my strain. 
These truths, though known, too much forgot, 

I may not teach in vain. 

So prays your Clerk with all his heart. 

And, ere he quits the pen. 
Begs you for once to take td» part, 

And answers all— Amen I 



ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

FOK THE TKAB 1788. 

Quod adest, ni«neiito 
Componere sbquus. Caetera flnminls 
Rit, feruntur. Horace. 

Improve the present hour, for all beside 
Is a mere feather on a torrent's tide. 

Could I, from Heaven insfrired, as sore presage 
To whom the rising year shall prove his last, 

As I cau number hi my punctual page, 
And item down the victims of the past ; 

How each would trembling wait the mournful 
sheet 
On which the press might stamp him next to 
die; 
And. reading here his sentence, how replete 
With anxious meaning, heavenward turn his 
eye{ 

Time then would seem more precious than the 
joys 

In which he sports away^the treasure now; 
And prayer more seasonable than the noise 

Of arunkards, or the music-drawing bow. 

Then doubtJess many a trifler, on the brink 
Of this world's hazardons and headlong shore, 

Forced to a pause, would feel it good to tnink. 
Told that his setting sun must rise no more. 



Ah self deceived ! Gotrfd I prophetic say 
Who next is fated, and who next to fail. 

The rest might then seem privUeged to play ; 
But, naming none, the voice now speaks to 
alL 

Observe the dappled foresters, how light 
They bound and airy o'er the snnnv glade ; 

One falls— the rest, wide scattered with affright. 
Vanish at once into the darkest shadje. 

Had we their wisdom, should we, often warn'd, 
Still need repeated warnings, and at last. 

A thousand awful admoi^ions scorn'd. 
Die self-accused of life mn all to waste ? 

Sad waste ! for which no after-thrift atones ! 

The grave admits no cure for guilt or sin : 
Dewdrops may deck the turf that hides the 
bones. 

But tears of godly grief ne'er flow within. 

Learn then, ye living ! by the mouths be taught 
or all those sepulcnres, instructors true. 

That, soon or late, death also is your lot. 
And the next opening grave may yawn for 
you. 

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 
FOE THE TEAR 1789. 

— Placidftque ibi demum morte quievit.— ViROiu 
There calm at length he breathed his soul away 

'* O MOST delightful hour by man 

Experienced here below. 
The hour that terminates his span, 

His folly and his woe I 

" Worlds should not bribe me back to tread 

Again life's dreary waste. 
To see again my day o'erspread 

With all the gloomy past. 

"My home henceforth is in the skies, 

Earth, seas, and sun, adieu ! 
All heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

I have no sight for you.^' 

So spake Aspasio, Arm possessed 

Of faith's supporting rod. 
Then breathed his soul into its rest, 

The bosom of his God. 

He was a man among the few 

Sincere on virtue's side : 
And all his strength from Scripture drew. 

To hourly use applied. 

That rule he prized, by that he fear'd. 

He hated, hoped, and loved ; 
Nor ever frown'd, or sad appear'd. 

But when his heart had roved. 

For he was frail as thou or I, 

An evil felt within; 
But when he felt it, heaved a sigh, 

And loathed the thought of sin. 

Such lived Aspasio ; and at last 

Call'd up from earth to heaven. 
The gulf of death triumphant pass'd, 

By gales of blessing driven. 

His ioys be mine, each reader cries. 

When my last hour arrives ; 
They shall be yours, my verse replies. 

Such only he your lives. 

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

F(m THE THE TEAR 1700. 

Ne commonentem recta speme.-<-BucHANAir. 
Despise not my good counsel. 
He who sits from dav to day , 

Where the prison'd lark is haug. 
Heedless of his loudest lay. 
Hardly knows that he has sung. 
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Where the watchman in his round 
Nightly lifts his voice on high, 

l^one accastom'd to the sonud, 
Wakes the sooner for his cry. 

Soyour verse-man I, and Clerk, 
yearly In my song proclaim 

Death at hand— yoarselves his mark— 
And the foe*s unerring aim. 

Duly at my time I come, 

Publishing to all aloud,— 
Soon the grave must be your home, 

And your only suit a soroud. 

But the monitory strain. 

Oft repeated in your ears, 
Seems to sound too much In vain. 

Wins no notice, wakes no fears. 

Can a truth, by all confessed 
Of such mai^tude and weight, 

Grow, by being oft impress'd. 
Trivial as a parrot's prate i 

Pleasure's call attention wins. 

Hear it often as we may ; 
New as ever seem oar sins. 

Though committed every dny. 

Death and Judgment, heaven and hell— 

These alone, so often heard. 
No more move as than the bell 

When some stranger is Intcrr'd. 

Oh, then, ere the turf or tomb 

Cover us from every eye. 
Spirit of Instruction ! come, 

Hoke us learn that we must die. 



ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

FOR rHE T£AR 1792. 

Felix, qui potuit rerum cognoscere cansnn, 
Atque metus omnes et inexorabile fatum 
Subjecit pedibns strepitumque Acherontis a vari ! 

— ViKG. 

Happy the mortal who has traced effects 

To their first cause, cast fear beneath his feet, 

And Death and roaring Heirs voracious fires ! 

Thankless for favours from on high, 

Man thinks he fades too soon ; 
Though 'tis his privilege to die, 

Would he improve the boon. 

But he, not wise enough to scan 

His blest concerns aright. 
Would gladly stretch life's little span 

To ages, if he might ; 

To ages in a world of pain. 

To ages, where he goes 
Quird by afniction's heavy chain. 

And hopeless of repose. 

Strange fondness of the hnman heart, 

Enamour'd of its harm ! 
Strange world, that costs it so much smart. 

And still has power to charm. 

Whence has the world her magic power? 

Why deem we death a foe ? 
Recoil from woary life's best hour, 

And covet longer woe? 

The cause is Conscience :— Conscience oft 

Her tale of guilt renews : 
Her voice is terrible though soft. 

And dread of death ensues. 

Then anxions to be longer spared 
Man mourns his fleeting breath : 
All evils then seem light, compared 
mtJi the MpproMb of Death. 



lis judgment shakes him ; tlierc's the four 
That prompts the wish to stay : 

He has incnrr'd a long arrear, 
And must despair to pay. 

Pay /—follow Christ, and all is paid : 
His death your peace ensures ; 

Think on the grave where He was laid. 
And calm descend to yours. 



ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 
FOR THE YEAR 1793. 

De sacrcs antem haec sit una scntcntia, ut con> 
serventur. Cic, De Leg. 

But let us all concur in this one sentiment, that 
tilings sacred be inviolate. 

He lives who lives to God alone. 

And all are dead beside; 
For other source than God is none 

Whence life can be supplied. 

To live to God is to requite 

His love as best we may ; 
To make his precepts our delight, 

His promises our stay. 

But life, within a narrow ring 

Of giddy Joys comprised. 
Is falsely named, and no such thing. 

But rather death disguised 

Can life In them deserve the name. 

Who only live to prove 
JTor what poor toys they can disclaim 

An endless life above ? 

Who, much diseased, yet nothing feel ; 

Much menaced, nothing dn>ud ; 
Have wounds which only Gud can heal* 

Yet never ask His aid ? 

Who deem His house a nseless place. 

Faith, want of common sense ; 
And ardour in the Christian race, 

A hypocrite's pretence ? 

Who trainple order; and the day 

Which God asserts His own 
Dishonour with unhallow'd play 

And worship chance alone ? 

If scorn of God's commands, impress'd 

On word and deed. Imply 
The better part of man unoless'd 

With life that cannot die ; 

Such want it, and that want, uncared 

Till man resigns his breath. 
Speaks him a criminal, assured 

Of everlasting death. 

Sad period to a pleasant coarse! 

Yet so will €K)a repay 
Sabbaths profaned witnout remorse. 

And mercy cast away. 



LINES COMPOSED FOR A MEMORIAL OP 
ASHLEY COWPER, ESQ., 

lUUKDIATKLT AFTER HIS DEATH. 

[This was the father of Miss Theodora Cowjici; 
whom the poet addressed as Delia.] 

Farewell I endued with all that conid engage 
All hearts to love thee, both in youth and age I 
In prime of life, for sprlghtllness enroll'd 
Among the gay, yet virtaous as the old; 

In life's last stage, (oh blessings rarely fonnd!) 
Pleasant as youth with all its blossoms crown'd, 
Through every period of this changeful state 
Unc\k«xvg«& tti^M\t— ^V«fe^ %(M>d^ aflfectlonate 1 
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Marble may flatter, and lest this shoold seem 
0*erclinrged with praises on so dear a theme. 
Although tliy worth i>e more than half sapprest 
Love shall be satisfied, and veil the rest. 

THE POETS NEW-YEAR'S GIFT. 

Maria ! I have every good 

For thee wish'd many a time, 
Both sad and in a cheerfol mood. 

But never yet in rhyme. 

To wish thee fairer Is no need. 
More prudent, or more sprightlv. 

Or more ingenious, or more (reea 
From temper-flaws unsightly. 

What favour then not yet possessed 

Can I for thee require, 
In wedded love already bless'd. 

To thy whole heart's desire ? 

None here is happy but in part ; 

Full bliss is bliss divine ; 
There dwells some wish in every heart. 

And doubtless one m thine. 

That wish, on some fair future day, 

Which fate shall brightly gUd, 
CTis blameless, be it what it may,) 

I wish it all fulfiU'd. 

THE MORNING DREAM. 

'TwAS in the glad season of spring, 

Asleep at the dawn of the day, 
1 dream*d what 1 cannot but sing, 

8o pleasant it seem'd as 1 lay. 
1 dream*d that, on ocean afloat. 

Far hence to the westward I saii'd. 
While the billows high lifted the boat. 

And the fresh-blowing breeze never fall'd. 

In the steerage a woman I saw; 

Such at least was the form that she wore. 
Whose beauty Impressed me with awe 

Ne'er taught me by woman before. 
She sat. and a shield at her side 

Shed light like a sun on the waves. 
And, smiling divinely, she cried— 

'' I go to make freemen of slaves." 

Then raising her voice to a strain 

The sweetest that ear ever heard. 
She sung of the slave's broken chain 

Wherever her glory appeared. 
Some clouds, which had over us hung. 

Fled, chased by her melody clear. 
And methought while she liberty sung, 

'Twas liberty only to hear. 

Thus swiftly dividiig the flood. 

To a slave cniter'd island we came. 
Where a demon, her enemy, stood— 

Oppression his terrible name. 
In his hand, as the sign of his sway, 

A scourge hung with lashes he bore. 
And stoodlooking out for his prey 

From Africa's sorrowful shore. 

But soon as approaching the land 

That goddess-nke woman ho view'd. 
The scourge he let fall from his hand, 

With blood of his subjects imbrued. 
I saw him both sicken and die. 

And the moment the monster expired. 
Heard shouts that ascended the sky. 

From thousands with rapture inspired. 

Awaking; how could I but mnse 

At what snch a dream should betide ? 
But soon my ear caught the glad news 

Which served my weak thought for a guide,— 
That Britannia, renown'd o'er the waves 

For the hatred she ever has shown 
To the black-sceptered nilers of slaves, 

Resolves to have none of her own. 



SWEET MEAT HAS SOUR SAUCE. 



OR, THE SLAVS-TRADE IN THE D171IP8. 

A TRADER I am to the African shore. 
But since that my trading is like to be o'er, 
ril sing you a song that you ne'er heard before. 
Which nobody can deny, deny. 
Which nobody can deny. 

When I first heard the news it gave me a shock. 
Much like what they call an electrical knock. 
And now I am going to sell off my stock. 

Which nobody, &c. 

Tis a curious assortment of dainty regales, 
'To tickle the negroes with when the ship sails. 
Fine chains for the neck, and a cat with nine 
tails, 

Which nobody, Ac. 

Here's supple-jack plenty, and store of ratan, 
'i hat will wind Itself round the sides of a man. 
As close as a hoop round a bucket or can. 

Which nobody, Ac. 

Here's padlocks and bolts, and screws for the 

thumbs. 
That squeeze them so lovingly till the blood 

comes ; 
They sweeten the temper like comfits or plums. 

Which nobody, &c. 

When a negro his head from his victuals with- 
draws. 
And clenches his teeth and thrusts out his paws. 
Here's a notable engine to open his Jaws. 

Which nobody, Ac. 

Thus going to market, we kindly prepare 
A pretty black cargo of African ware. 
For what they must meet with when they get 
there. 

Which nobody, dec. 

Twould do your heart good to see 'em below 
Lie flat on their backs all the way as we go. 
Like sprats on a gridiron, scores In a row. 

Which nobody, ice. 

But ah ! if in vain I have stndied an art 
So gainful to me, all boasting apart, 
I think It will break my conipassionate heart. 

Which nobody, Ac. 

For oh ! how it enters my soul like an awl ; 
This pity, which some people self-pity call. 
Is sure the most hcart-picrcing pity of all. 

Which nobody, &e. 

So this Is my song, as I told yon before ; 
Come, buy off my stock, for I must no more 
Carry Caesars andPompeys to sugar-cane shore^ 

Which nobody, Ac 

EPIGRAM. 
To purify their wine, some people bleed 
A lamb Into the barrel, and succeed ; 
No nostrum, planters say, is half so good 
To make fine sugar, as a negro's blood. 
Now lambs and negroes both are harmless 

things. 
And hence perhaps this wondrous virtuo 

springs. 
'Tis In the blood of innocence alone- 
Good cause why planters never try their own. 

THE YEARLY DISTRESS; 

OR, TirHINQ-TIMB AT STOCK, IN ESSEX. 

Vertes addrttaed to a country derqymaM compJain- 
ing of the disagreeeMeness of the dav annually 
appouited/or receiving the due* <U tke panon- 
age. 

Comb, ponder well, for 'tis no Jest, 
To laugh it would be wrong, 
■ The tronbles of a worthy priest. 
The burthen of tay song. 
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This priest he merrr Is and bUtbe 

Three quarters oi a year, 
Bnt oh ! It cats him like a scythe 

When tithlng-time draws near. 

He then is f nU of frights and fears, 

As one at point to die. 
And long before the day appears 

He heaves up many a sigh. 

For then the farmers come, Jog, jogt 

Along tlie miry road, 
Each heart as heavy as a log,' 

To malie their payments good. 

In sooth the sorrow of such days 

Is not to be expressed, 
When he that takes and he that pays 

Are both alike distressed. 

Now all unwelcome at his gates 

The clnmsy swains alight, 
With rueful faces and bald pates ;— 

He trembles at the sight. 

And well he may. for well he knows 

Each bumpkin of the clan. 
Instead of paying what he owes, 

Will cheat him if he can. 

So in they come— each makes his leg, 

And flings his head before, 
And looks as If he came to beg, 

And not to quit a score. 

*' And how does miss and madam do. 

The little boy and all ?'' ^ 
*' All tight and well. And how do yon. 

Good Mr. What-d'ye-caUV 

The dinner comes, and down they sit ; 

Were e'er such hungry folk ? 
There's little talking, and no wit; 

It is no time to jolce. 

One wipes his nose npon liis sleeve, 

One spits upon the floor. 
Yet not to give offence or grieve, 

Holds up the cloth before. 

The punch goes round, and they are dull 

And lumpish still as ever: 
Like barrels with their bellies full. 

They only weigh the lieavier. 

At length the busy time begins. 

"Come, neighbours, we must wag ■— 
The money chinks, down drop their chins. 

Each lugging out his bag. 

One talks of mildew and of frost. 

And one of storms of hail, 
And one of pigs that be has lost 

By maggots at the taiL 

<2uoth one, " A rarer man than you 

In pulpit none shall hear; 
Bat yet, methlnks, to tell you true. 

You sell It plaguy dear. ' 

Oh why were farmers nndft so coane, 

Or clergy made so fine ? 
A kick that scarce would move a horse, 

May kiU a sound divine. 

Then let the boobies stay at home ; 

Twould cost him, I daresay. 
Less trouble taking twice the sum 

Without the clowns that pay. 



SONNET 

ADDRESSED TO HKKBT C0W7BB, ESQ., 

On hU empkatieai and interesting DOivery $fthe 
JMence of Warren Hastings, Esq., \n the House 
of Lords. 

CowPER, whose silver voice, tasked sometimes 
hard. 
Legends prolix, delivers in the ears 



COWPEB'S POETICAL WORKS. 

(Attentrve when thoa readest) ef En 
peers. 
Let verse at length yield thee thy Just re 



Thou wast not heard with drowsy dlsren 
Expending late on all tliat length of pie 
Thy generous powers, but siienoe h 
thee. 

Mute as e'er gazed on orator or bard. 

Thou art not voice alooe, bnt haat beeide 
Both heart and head ; and couldst witi 

Of Attic phrase and senatorial tone. 
Like thy renown 'd forefathers, far and w 
Thy fame diffuse, praised not for ut 
meet 
Of others' speech, bat magic ot thin am 



THE DOG AND THE WATER L 

NO FABLE. 

The noon was shady, and soft airs 

Swept Ouse's silent tide. 
When, 'scaped from literary cares, 

I wander d on his 6ide. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his raoe. 

And high in pedlgi-ee, 
(Two nymphs adomd with every gn 

That spaniel foimd for me,) 
Now wanton'd lost in flags and reed) 

Now starting Into sight. 
Pursued the swallow o'er the meaia 

With scarce a slower flight. 

It was the time when Ouse displayM 

His lilies newly blown ; 
Their beauties 1 intent survey *d. 

And one 1 wish'd my own. 

With cane extended far I sought 

To steer it close to land ; 
But still the prize, though nearly Cff 

Escaped my eager liand. 

Beau mark'd my nnsuccessfol pains 
With flx'd considerate face. 

And puzzling set his puppy brains 
To comprehend, the ease. 

But with a cherub clear and strotig, 
Dispersing all his dream, 

I thence withdrew, and foUow'dion 
The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I returned ; 

Beau trotting far before, 
The floating wreath again discern d 

And plunging, left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropp'd 

Impatient swim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dn 

The treasure at my feet. 

Charm'd with the sight the world, ] 
Shall hear of this thy deed ; 

My dog shall mortify the pride 
Of man's superior breed: 

But chief myself I will rajoln, 

Awake at duty's call. 
To shew a love as prompt as tnine 

To Him who gives me all. 



MOTTO FOR A CLOCK. 

Qr;E lenta acoedit, quam volox prasteii 

Ut capias, patiens esto^ sed est© vigil 

Slow comes the hour; its passing i 

I great! 

Waiting to seize it— vigilantly waltl 
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THE NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 

Forced trom home and all Its pleuiires, 

Afrlc's coast I left forlorn; 
To increase a stranger's treasures. 

O'er the raging billows txnme. 
Men from England bought and sold me, 

Paid my price in paltrv gold ; 
But^ though slave they have enrolled me, 

Minds are neVer to be sold. 

Still in thought as free as ever, 

What are England's rights, I ask, 
Me from my delights to sever. 

Me to torture, me to task? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion 

Cannot forfeit nature's claim ; 
Skins may differ, bnt affection 

Dwells in white and black the same. 

Why did all-creating Nature 

Make the plant for which we toil 7 
Sighs must tan it, tears must water, 

Sweat of ours must dress the soiL 
Think, ye masters Iron-hearted, 

Lolling at your jovial boards. 
Think how many backs have smarted 

For the sweets your eame affords. 

Is there, as ye sometimes tell as. 

Is there One who reigns on hig^ ? 
Has he bid you buy and sells ns. 

Speaking from his throne, the sky? 
Ask him. If your knotted scourges. 

Matches, blood-extorting screws, 
Are the means that duty urges 

Agents of his will to use ? 

Hark ! he answers— wild tornadoes. 

Strewing yonder sea with wrecks ; 
Wasting cowns, plantations, meadows. 

Are the voice with which he speaks. 
He, foreseeing what vexations 

Afrlc's sons should undergo, 
Fix'd their tyrants' habitations 

Where his whirlwinds answw— no. 

By our blood in Afric wasted, 

£re our necks received the chain ; 
By the miseries that we tasted. 

Crossing in vour barks the main; 
By our sufferings, since ye broogbt us 

To the man-degrading mart. 
All sustain'd by patience, taught as 

Only by a broken heart ; 

Deem our nation brutes no longer, 

Till some reason ye shall find 
Worthier of regard, and stronger 

Than the colour of our kind. 
Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 

Tarnish all your boasted powers. 
Prove that yon have human feelings. 

Ere you proudly question ours ! 



PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS. 

Video meliora proboqne. 
Deteriora sequor. 

I OWN I am shock'd at the purchase of slaves, 
And fear those who buy them and sell them are 

knaves ; 
What I hear of their hardships, their tortures, 

and groans. 
Is almost enough to draw pity from stones. 

I pitv them greatly, but I must be mnm. 
For how could we do without sugar and mm? 
Especially sugar, so needftd we see? 
What, give up our desserts, our coffee, and tea ! 

Besides, if we do. the French, Dntch, and Danes 
Will heartily thank us, no doubt, for our pains ; 
If we do not buy the poor creatures, they wni. 
And tortures and groans will he mottiplied still. 



If foreigners likewise would give up the trade. 
Much more in behalf o( your wuh might be 

said, 
Bnt, while they get riches by purchasing blacks. 
Pray tell me, why we may not also go snacks ? 

Your scruples and arguments bring to mv mind 
A story so pat, you may think it is coin'a. 
On purpose to answer you, oat of my mint ; 
But I can assure you I saw tt in print 

A youngster at school, more sedate than the 

rest. 
Had once his integrity put to the test ; 
His comrades had plotted an orchard to rob. 
And asked him to go and assist in the job. 

He was shock'd, sir, like you, andanswer'd, "Oh 

no! 
What! rob our good neighbour! I pray yon, 

don't go ; 
Besides, the man's poor, his orchard's bis 

bread, 
Then think of his (dilldren, for tliey must be 

fed." 

" You speak very fine, and you look very grave. 
But apples wo want, and apples we'll have ; 
If you will go with us, you snail have a share. 
If not, you shall have neither apple nor pear. ' 

Tliey spoke, and Tom ponder'd— "I see tiiey will 

go; 
Poor man ! what a pity to in] are him so ! 
Poor man ! I would save him his fruit if I could. 
But staying behind will do him no good. 

" If the matter depended alone upen ine. 

His apples might hang till they dropp'd irom the 

tree; 
But, since they will take them, I think I'll go 

too. 
He will lose none by me, though I get a few." 

His scruples thus silenced, Tom felt more at 

ease. 
And went with Ills comKades the apples to 

seize; 
He blamed and protested, but Join'd in the 

plan; 
He shared in the plunder, but pitied the man. 



ON MRS. MONTAGU'S FEATHER HANG- 
INGS. 
(June, 1788.) 
[This ladv, bom in October, 1720, was the daugh- 
ter of Mr. Robinson, of west Lay ton, in York- 
shire.] 

The birds put off their every hne. 
To dress a room for Montagu. 

The peacock sends his heavenly dyes, 
His raintmws and his starry eyes; 
The pheasant, plumes which round Infold 
His mantling neck with downy gold ; 
The cock his arched tail's azure show ; 
And, river-blanched, the swan his snow. 
All tribes beside of Indian name. 
That glossy shine, or vivid flame. 
Where rises and where sets the day, 
Whate'er they boast of rich and gay. 
Contribute to the gorgeous plan, 
Proud to advance it all thev can. 
This plumage neither dashing shower. 
Nor blasts that shake the dripping bower. 
Shall drench again or discompose. 
But, screen'd from every storm that blows. 
It boasts a splendour ever new. 
Safe with protecting Montagu. 

To the same patroness resort. 
Secure oT favour at her court, 
Strong Genius, from whose forge of thongbt 
Forms rise, to quick perfection wrought. 
Which, thonc^ new-bom, with vigour move 
Like Pallas^ ■p»*'»gf«*t ^"^*^ ^^^"^ xriw.-. 



COWPEirs POETIC AL W0BK3. 



WboMliniC to HOvdTnMi spplUd, 



UMlrcrlK'OBA 



Ot MKM tan unvla plwlni l>rlf)it ; 
Wan MUbV '— "'■fi mm hl> boDki 
ni—i.^ -1^ mm not hmgbtr loots, 

It tS Vhkil IM kMH MBHiMiI 

km tntnn* el hb aUad ; 
t ta KoBUn'i npilr, 
01 of ■ Aemt tban. 
■Btai, IiOuntHf . nn^. W11. 

SoritmBr tnuUai Imdwt nwr 
Amuid tbhr UrMwIw UdMit war,) 
An< In IMT an, wC tj Iwr aU. 
Shlu Ml* wUtamu abu ta (ul*. 



^^ 






tfUw™' 



haa »t bHB irUbmitftit^aaiM alnoe jdi 



■»^i»* 



uTBievnit 



9 *«f3f Tbl 



Tb Hrm(il>a,_tt e'errmir tju were rmi 
(Wliai win not ImDiar's cnigl nee Tj 



Wbeniitplng wlpdi iliall imi) iirLi* 

And BuUy'i caie sn^ned itood 
" ^'Ewt^^nlli an* lattlud wclL ' 

Km Toifli wtth irin ol HHl'or brin. 

For BdIIt'i plnrnf* •■k>< 
Bnt «iPDDtli vftb wandH froni OnKiiilfl 
WBh wlilcti. WWII DtallT pwr<l a^Srt 

trSM, tod ^luiUnclaliaip and lani 



.(nd Mmel?Ug Id Ihe 'wind 
GoDjacCDnd, inianff round and r«iDc1, 
Bettar than all tlw book! be faand, 

Food cblaflr lor the mind. 
jBiiE tbea, br adrane fata Impraia'tf, 
A draam dlitnib'd poor BnllrVreit ; 



idbothbraa 






Bllktohlimi 

Hit laatli wara Rnac. tba oua wi 
Ha latt poor Bvtf't taak. 



Mint DaTa npald Uai wall, f wot. 



ian>%l. 



OrbbanilS 
atai'duiiall 



I naAMOia'a purpoH In thaaa lua 
I to cxmiralalata and not lo nab*. 
to glTa Ue cnatnn Uw Creator^ daa 

L Doln bT craft tor roDy> nsa diwlan^d. 

^pnrlDDi. and onlT onrrftnt ^th tnfl blind- 



Ciill'd tor a doM to darktn all Iheir Toaw. 
And uld, ^Go ipand Oiem In t[ie vile of 
O balny galaa rt aaol-retl'flng air 1 

Thaaa •awtojm™ tfcl Foant i^Onoa «bo*», 
Thoaa teMIM troB Aa ol iTarlaitlna lore. 
TliiiillaljiiillbiiliilTfit-'— aDBoja, 
CbUIUula at tfOtlMa alp tbelr gpllDlinf lOfi, 
An aBTlou world win Intunm II* fnwn, 
To mar daUfbti anporlor to It* own. 
And maBT a iiaiw expnIaiMad aUll wltbtn, 
Romlndiiham of tbdr haled iDDiata. HIa: 



leTBpraid with moai sad sOty rrma, 
ng doH lo KOwlck'i echoing vood. 
Dft Uh MIcli-lai hides her hapleu bmo 
fd to Hlue inftii; A nelghboiirliiff iqalr 
1 lur follow uem tbrniRh bnka mv 

nrsl centlemen call tport i^vlne- 
w bnok, br nubr binka oevcetrd, 
I a bottom, ud dlildu the Otfil 1 
UnrnNU, Ittat Iwd «»• > litul. 
ir VMT BTMU el ano-WMid IdUcuI : 
ion til* una uhbi to lis vator Iwani 
imia oub^ir a nind thon i 
Om tlia Mdo. tat AhSRlMW afo. 
nld teuiMM mtntwlBi balnr i 
w Noa^a, t Jadte, la anelinl tune. 
Inccanli. orlnrnliu n»fc to Umc. 
. the bawtbom Inn her twrnes n& 
hki lh« fleldbin. irlatir inert, l>Mi 
tann nt hid bnuli'd Irom <nrj ipn) . 
n chin hud. ihe oiallow leavai *w«;: 
m wiu bODMd, and haaiu wen la [he 
aoki 



I the h1|h-ralie<l horn's raelodLoni clai 
vlck and all Dlnalederry* nng. 






ive all iniciSaUw In IiIb ean : 
nila Initti premlKd wu needfi 






iDeutb'idurk vronb hiTE tonnd it lut u TCiil. 



indfaufil wllbbnai [lie demoiih are abroia : 

am more dlwteet than be, a Cambrian enc . 
ro uie oar Uta leu ell taut Ilie « 



... , orcanwe^MlTfcaiS CODtemplBle flrnt 

heir peace by kind ceniasion spread. I OrihoaldthebrambleiliiterpaiedonrluU 
when the haDtman, wlib distended In part atMie, that hnaiibuH were ininil : 
LWk, . For with a race like tSetn no cbance I tee 



ig.'Srri 



cowPEB's POEncAJ. woKKa. 




m luUDteiL dark, u._ _„, 

DtSoHd IntoB BtjBui poii, 
Tbran^ Jlfal lut BglucMr- j«*n 
la (aiiiltli cmfHimtnf Mm, 
OfavMatviaiiflyUie icphyr'B part, 
Aiid ilfhi that bam a brcAliit tiaart. 



AirtHJB MEIIOBABIUa. I 



Thni Bi U» t*B, tmn iiuik to bowf r. 

So I. Inna Vnme to Ihiine dlgplaj'd 

a\i-geiiia aege. Btbs nftcr flctal. 
CaotempUtlnE irlm flmall dellgbt, 
BM aliriyi gittler Is mr Mew,) 

A (Iwiac (or poetry divine. 

in memonbls etehly-^iliH. ' 

vaa iprlnr of ^ebtj'-iilu ilull be 
An en Biwnab'd Jonf bj me. 
WAIcb jejra] l -wllJ oft record. 




Wbo i> Marat wtatn 



B; rlfhtsf worth, iwt BV 

£iiIlIladbtrtot«tn; 
Tben lorattK Mttball Ut IM 



UsIdlMar 
: clDiCBT'dai 



TabanBtbelrmin 

Bofln, wWi water to sunjMue, 

Vp-noatBd l>r • nluita IniK 

To ei p tm nawMd; ji>r> 
Bad alt the pagMOW of tbe miU 

In oiM pioeuiUB Jein'd, 
And an lb* buuMH been DBtartV 

■nut luralda e'er degtsn'd 1 
For DO racii debt had Snt!anl>*q 
' Fot^ten'bvretnal, 
Wbere, Oeorge neoTer'd maoa «-i 

aweet ttmn double nnM. 
TMididab 



Wm kned br all baaUk 
Darkiieia UH aUe 

In aid of her dwiau, 

DtAneia, OOiimdI De'H call'd bt 

1« '«a ft «IM. o( tUse. 



On lrartaw'4 wkMli aw 

Andcntlly no sutau i 

niil DJflit except li 

Arrtred. ■ nl^ Uka no 



lUd known tbtli wnnlcn < 



■IBOELLAinOUS FOBMa 



tbeSiT^I^ *"" 



godipicnlttoifxU. 

His siftot h]> dl; h 
Sooi]> iraterr inv berejo aad dim* 

BalirUtiilutallar, 
Kdih elM. atoBti la vnrw tor Um, 

Qaorge 4Tftr drew from her. 

Uko tboH Id f*Ua tain'*. 
ADd Hem'd bj MHBe muktoa^Ait 



S>Te Ion of Owrge ilon*. 
Hut cordUl liunulu Iwr qitrlt abwr^ 

Aad tbnnflb too cmnbroBi tbnu. 
Mot alHi ■nmnttir to bo leu'd, 



BDpouofuIbo 
WUli OMn UiaautrauoBls (TM 

Ube Tltw'd ili( Hwklkai •ba* ; 
Oh aearelu).im udonw tto IklM, 

sua ivrtadalMUMlJMliaw. 
Yat lat IBo iloriaa ot ■ tf|M 

' Uka Itait, oaca H(& Hflloa,! 
HMtca (nn n Boiaeb tntun itUtty 



THE. COCE'FKiBIWS . GABUSD. 




JlnsB-JiidejihnaifleafiTiioQiljiDR, 



Wonhy or record, (tr tbe thema 



I be hid irortb. 



]t4lksndreiidTleat 
le ispenor ot ae Icot, 

"■ ""■"JCJhoM* 






BpoTrdir'diM, 
bTi weU-drafd be 



Nor e'er bad roiubi. but be m3«a»ir 

Tba lUe-blooil of bl> flereflst (oe. 

It cbucafL M 1 
Hlecoongi 



Be Hlied blm lut, andfrnn UH nit 
Haw to Iba Utcben, uatcbM tbe nilt. 

And, " brlDf ma cord," ba cried I 
TlM conl wu broiiEbt, aod. at bli iniid. 
To Uut.dln implaiiKin.ttta Hr* 

Alive aod nrnggUiif , tied. 
ni« honld Hqnal aiki a Teb, 
ADd antln tarron of a tala - 



All, nniibnt, bat •.mlidw latai 
Kit tba old wanlor at tb« Bat*.: 

Ha, deal to pllr'i oalL 
TOtMr<iudfilni.n|Maaa«Mt- 
HI* ealtauuT chill oim^ - - 

Bat TODieaDoe bmuinotfak' raiwt^ ' 
For wtaire he •tntcCd bli claiiioia>»Ui 

And bearen aitd eihb dtVeaT 
K« irlth • cone t« «a«elr p«Dt 
l^lHninlodTalntT.tU'annL . ,' 

He loH&-d, rae1% and aieol' 



dverio wftti«uiiliifplplfLy 



Under IV P 



Tli<ni OUT iplriu U 



OH TIIE RECEIPT OF A HA1(I>ER. 

(In mletlat toW'. Bok. Cowper uyi:— "Tl 

Unti I an iBna, on mr a*n k'DowJed(«, «e 
eitallMt. It chuKcd i)i*t iDDlMi luunper 

mf coawi lUtlnt SKMlUnla on tba sMr 
■pMUtnN 4M the kuliHH ; m dErcRcd om 
■giTmWilh iBMfhilDf (W IdinMr In yrbic 
HMMTimU bkta dewrlbrd (lie ucn». Ix 
. latlad>hhciRiiniitanil>l war. It would b*T 

■MenHe Iciittb In Ibe Odiutn."} 



nt. blight stnw 



IJnm Mfier itrop odDroan, by tba ut 
ur ihtftir mo&tr at bli fi1eBd-Ui« Bvm. 



Amir* of wlnUT ati 






Tb« mugiT miiM thai liiin tD» toRk. 
And cWn tm jaia IwUDd tbaa. 

VKR8E3 TO THE HEHOKT OF DE. 



And vrhm [mptiir'd bf time, ud alkd n rMt, 
Yet itill wltb iDtki IB mild eonpluaBu dmt, 
Bli sptighllj- vein wllta ronri,— now droji > 



Gf. RHmUh merit [d a blfher spbfln, 
Tbe bnwi ol itaoH. whoH mon oulMa lot 
He conid congntDlkta, but onvloi fiol. 
Uiht lie (be inrt, good iniHH. oa th* »raoa: 

■ — — iquLL U Ihj ndna WU. b*^ IMI. 

hTlng^ thon bAdii nbore lUi Tt tlul 



Ttionih, 11 



Flonatloii'Tnilii 



Cart lonbU »t psMii 
iniuido (nciu. funqiw iMuta* nf 

Vdlto Md Ud* Mudila. 
in uudobM MIU MOMlM 

Hli UlBBl* lOpontMU, 

I probat. pvMm MBplei iDdole. 



SI dlTCi Bqni meilW.— I 



niCor nomine. And. diuppoBned nUI. mi HU dwrtTWl: 

BreiptaUilinnarrduMialM, 

Unpeolto-iBBnnmaiitraaaililM. 
i. THBOCKMOBTON, Tliii>inuiyBUd(Mnicrewcwi»*Dilw«ot, 

Till, 111 mjitedisllDlutniTDinsHnt, 
1 [«Brn'd at IMI nilNBlMla to Bv lot, 
BuL ihaucb I iHi diphnwl thu, m «r [oi^t 
waere once ne dwelt ou diubs 1> tusril no 

^Itie Honce^^DeTuMriln. Throclimorton ST."^"*.'" 'fl'oulHloni'iliBpaULio wuy, 
partonne* tliw jerrlci. ror me : In n lilmnX lent neUghKd n-iili my tmuDlo coach, nnfl wrnpp d 
ilHpehm, or Iho ume book, I wrote the loUow- In juuiti^nilo *L*,™'|."''A,^'J^' "P'' '*' 

3CAHU. cOttW Homes ti«™ ^»»'d sbor^Plved ^s«bi1dii1 ''"oi ihe record mir. 

SoelenBt, eren, uMlDut, ' I'lJJi rton mlithKl tnow ine hoIq laj'rjLmnlT 

aabidlui^'dMtlMeritluiuiHT lui- 

WUcb te wema 10 lum tnmbled to meet. Thj momlng booniio me I lell mj liomo. 

And OMF If jonplBH M li*d eild. ThJ utKufi or conr^cilcaary nlmii t 

A nympb BUU nerCAfHT ailM, Ttte rrarmnt wateman lavcheelia bestow'd 

Wliaiball|lnme,wIMDT«oareaUde>d, oj tbr owu iiaad, UU ^ub lb» ihoue and 

Tbe aloTT jonr malice denle*: ■" Blgwa ; 

Sbaliai^tritietomTlay. Atl tfais. anA more endeulog lUU tban *11. 

AHheatli knl a men bagatelle ; -[p, canstant flaw of leva, tSal kixm no tall. 

— AtlttaitatllllD^lilii inmaiKH7'*pi^, 

on rtE RECEIPT OF MY UOTHEU'S Adde'foi w duw 'raSKSBwilSff "to naj 

FICTUBE OUT OF NOBfOLK. Much boaonnloOieoasmTDambenmar; 

THE onTOFiT coirsis, ura aoDBui. s"'"''""'d"'''"™'^°''t" rt°1SSle nolleed 



t loltl; apeak, iDil itroke my lieud. and 

■S^^i«BnnlmBignillaw»deai.""°^ SUghlono'SlJh'brlngthonitwonld'lwSu liiem 
OirelttHnefBeatiOnnifavDaipecledlierei heref 

Wko IMit BM konooT with an arU«> Hnii, I would not trait m> heart ;— tbe dear ddlgtit 

AttteOmU*. * nMibar loM to long, Seemi lo tn be desired, perhaps I lalgbt.- 

I will Qbgj-, not wllffiitrttaie, Bntno-whatliore we iSioarllfclaiDCh. 

Bnt^MI]i.fiI)H precept wen her own; Ho little to be loved, and tnoa so niocti. 

^d,i^aeSaI face ranawa my SUal irlel. I^t I ihoald lu reqalle thee to conetraln 
ShslMleep me \n Elyslan reverie, ' 'fhou ai e nidliint bark from AIDIon'i coast 

dead. Shooli Into port at some nell-haven'd lele. 

Say, waatttoaomaolomottbetetDiIetiedF Where apices breathe, and brlgliter acmons 
Uovet'd 11^ aplrit o'er lb* tornwlnE son. snille. 

Wretdi annUot.Hta^sDnM]' )oai fcegon? There Uta qnleKcnt on the floodn. mat .hew 

PeAapa Owa gntit mg, IbmA nnfeli. a klas: Her beanteooa form reflected clear Heiow, 

Pailuptatear. U tonla can wAp In bliss- While airs imprernaied with Inccnie pla; 

Ah. tb«t matotMl nille!~H annren-Yce. Aronnd her. lannTni tlihl her alreamers gsv ; 

1 heard the bell tolTd on tl^ borial day. So. tbau. with aalls^ow swlIi : hast reacb'a the 



nt 


ctnTPKrH r 


ABd ttiT IotM Momt DO tb 

Oimef™s.liiwhMmdiM 


danooi, itmft 


Wld>, lIUll»l|>.L 


And is? br itar »niB 


aimntl thwKtlr 


m£x'ti::ss..'^ 


SS?^.5?7 






But Ughu tar nw prood pnuailBmi rtaa^ 
Itaa MB etMnoM HafdlBtD tk« Mtt. 
And BMr, nninaS^lliiH mnrokV hatnni 
Hi>voiiMdapKH,T«t«(»IIwMi'ab«ne. 
Bve^MBiflitlMMlMliMnt Hawbt In Titai, 
I M«iB to Imc UtM my diDdksHl tfar Main ; 
To ban nagw^dw Ion Ibot onoa vara mine, 
nttbeHnolTioUitafaina; 



^ijaaif ninond, Ur ;ow«r K> looUw BW lUL 
lA'SCKIPTION rOB A STOH£. 



(MHEB UODBI Uw a» tell, 
Wlwn aoiiM(HU« ourtAl Cell ; 
I aUnd k«ra M AMa tlw blilh 
Oftheaa baidr aona ar Eartti. 

Wbleli tbMtaamn bnie tha >ky, 
Stoni and traiC— tlwaa oiki or I ? 

Bat Uu jaan Ikat c^Uo mo 
Bball iHTlvnmte tlw trae. 
aprflcd Iti imiieta, dllsta It^ ilie. 

CharlUi faohODr, virtne. truth, 
SOilialtt)imi|mlangib;^oth. 



TbDush 11 perpatuBlo th 



Who aelgia lo deck tUi bed. 



EdUkatbl^ inaadtatllDM. 



liataBppeaaot'tbareteati* waiTL 
IhabeUwoaUtoUlacaaaw^ .. 
Dd ak, wliM ksTeo moU (no* I 
Ida brvbt dlaplarof ererjlme 



Tbo fantle tt,\rnl PartaiihalL, 

EPITAPH ON MH8. M. aiOGDra, Ot 
Lad&bls mar flourJib round t] 
Bd( taapplot tbej who vrtn the vi 



SOKKEI TO A TOUKO lAJ 
BUtTRDAV. 

Dun not.gweet nne, that bloom 



^IB KETIBED CAT. 






be cnlght rBpiM«, or il 
knsw DM wlww th» I 






MISOXLLAKEOtW PQI 

'St 



In u (MMWiyintarlBf-fiit. 



Bmt tan of ebuic* It mhu Iim i>Iu 
Hal imlr in oar Mmr n»: 
cm alB (ML u well u we, 
nutBuilta'ifoiM.aiidHilUilK. 
^noied bar too mach to the wivd. 



Tno iiiiliiif ■■mm ^SuBL-iar bAlr, 
And aoii^t It !■ t to l l fcrilMt iDiwc 



From Indk. lie lias Ja 



And stec Hiiw mold .daqi iMT liut. 

B; m nwdltntt* laiptira, 
Bat 111 ummdou wboB tl beld. 
Airakan'd ta; tba ibosfc. orted POM, 






Jmtnd lulf^l'd hU IMUI : 






In BVO17 crnnn)- bnllho rigtl.' 
t\)rlh >klnp-d Um Mt Ml no* lejiletg 

Bat niodegt. sober, cnred of lUl 
Her DotkHB bTperbsUoa 
And wuliinc for n iilaoa o( letC 
AdjIUbk nthar Hum s <^>L 
nien itepp'd the poet Into bed 






Could Homer come Mnaelt, dl 



Whence la it, IhM »ni»Md I he. 
The melody of Mijrf 



an no trlntrr aklee oau bum. 



i FOETICAL WOBRS. 



LISES WKJTTEN IS AN ALBUM 
[ftbnMfff. 1782^3 

AuJ ^a mr point (or «iet, 

EPITAPH OS A FBEE BUT TAME BED- 

AjMt, on ber Aagur perch'd, 10 ftUnd 
Alum'd. >ti« cul'd lUm Hind perplti'd 

Thmt dHTltt «•!« not. nor the next. 

Mar ever ame acoln. 
8li« tbaretoni nUKd bim here ■ tomb, 
None knovi. h Rcrel m> birdooiD, 

lDiiocL»'™w^'.8iMd,™ ' 
Ptmr SBlIy-s l*iir« hid lOon bttB Otit^ 



ON A MIBTAEE i: 



: TBAKHLATION 






J/ MEJIOUY OF THE LATE J. THOBS- 
TOS. ESQ. 



Tbeo ID df^re vere grlaf mlstpeot ladeod : 
And glotj (or Ibo vlrtnons, irhen ihaj dfe! 
Or spend thrtlt'a prodlB»l eiceu mBoti, 

As midnlKhirand deipuLrlni or a morn. 
Thnn iiadsi sn InduJiry In doini! good. 



ImpeUea tbce mora lolliotlierolccoBrM 

TefwasthyUberalHvdLscKet. 

sice Id its choice, end of a temper d hcni 



nd chcora the dreoplnf ^dowers, ni^eard, on- 



HOBRENSAU. 
:lA et lympbnU laroT«t 



UieCELLAIJEOUS I 



Fauib. cnidt dli&MKiLated, itaDg to Uw beul^ 



SMiDmIdwu 



TUB JUDGMBST O 



The imrtb of Mch )i*it Men comptelE. 
am botli ilUe beui mild; 



I^ADd IMW fvoied Mvtre. 

Tbe nymplu Klerr'd the mom. 
Who, itnnce to UU, ■lljadscit llwron 

And E*ve mbitliGed iipitUiiK. 
Hkt notle all'd. ind kind iDd eoft. 

Itie Dlppani uid tbe acold. 

In iliort, Oia churmt bW nl«l*r bad 

Tbe^ IliDB the god whom (ondJy Ihey 

Wui beard, one genls] sqramer'a dpy. 
Ta reprlnjHnd ttiem ell: 

■ My [nvoutiie njnipb to jHght, 
With Jun^'undouliled Tlgbt, 

YARDLEY OAK. 

Tills OBh has been knonrn b; the nuD« of J 
al'th^liLe^oabe Conqqesl" 



I ihdttw'd reterin, hollow-lronffl perliipi, 



1 uUihl with rovcteuco knMl, and wonliiji 



cb bftbBE mki^t ptfly wLth; jtnd the lhkvl« 
■Mt iier food, wllli eato mlsht hsTc pa 
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d,°ln the lora; 


clod 


lelllBgwl 
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force IniUnel 
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miJi 








Twins, 














lobe 


. protmdlDS. 


pair- 


leanl^ 


dcd, 


nd another leaf. 




id. all llie 


nS, 








tertntp 




!:*'{ 


becameit a Iw 





In DodonaaBce thy Uudred tiHi 
cnkr 1 would not culoui uk 



IMsperate atleiopt. till Irets shaTipaak auin i 
nma made tliee wbat tdaa watt, k ninths 



wlh^Vi Siran"u4Hhe^B[r"'lh 



Ftne pu^ng Uumglii, e'en In their Eotneti 

DeBalit'liiKcHMIoii. yM siuUla 
Tb* torn, Ost >(ltau* DOC DnlmiHir'd : 
Bat, mm brlnnantlnpiilia. to the aue 
O^lT ta^Kn tbalr dluoliittoa owe. 

niQubtflwaA ppeBd Unlf, compuliur Btlll 
nia intt uul UtUa Df tliT lot. thy graWOi 
nam alBMitiirflliy Inb) « stata 
OtiBitelilMi tmUHBt, and declensloD Uience, 
Mov.'IntO'tiMhminlflaeiit decay. 
ISbm mi wtm, Htolng on thy Jeef , a fly . 

Wben lamHita eosld not. At tby annul its 

TIULt mlgat luiTeiUA'a Dk (Idaaod.pUmk'il tbe 

TheBbJnwiiffbt!i derUDs treaBnre, dldit present 
To tAe foar-qnkTler'd ii4nda. nlnut and bold, 



DMoinlng f n 



In tiiOM Ibrlnier 



Si H'£3"«"X mt 

A hiue tbnMit calUng to tbc clonda (or drink: 
WlilA it mnM glTcln rtnleta to lire root 
Tbon ivinpteat nonB» bat nunnr mnaa 1 orMd'flt 
Tbe faUn^ tidCiAfcii tbon CMldU lU nqulle. 
Tet ii ttar mot dDBBn, nrnUta* ttntock, 
A qnairr ol tlau •pin. andtnottalliinii. 
Wliich, onHk'd Into a tboniaiUI wUduIm, dssp 



■BiiBii aiTDB faaie left ibee. Wlndi Mn not 
on 
Lou aUMe. and roTere or the forest wild • 
WIM bow and slult haie burnt tbem. Some 

AapUnte^datuniphleacb'dtoasnowf white; - 
And.aooiB momorlal none wlie re once tbeygrew. 
Tat tue mil lioaera m tbee, and pnts toiin 
Proid not eotucmptliile d( what afae can, 
Evan wim* deuli pradombiaiei. raatpHng 
Find* thee not l*H alln to bar aweai fom 
Tim iFoBder Dpataru or tha aataUnvinit wifd. 
So nnicAi th/ J onion, who tlMlrmitb received 

But dnea. >HhBa0i van qnalllled br ass , 
Tb MhJi. lb udrtt ihraDa In thee. nOTTOlce 
M>r bs essecied tram thee, aaated beie 
^Ut dlaEorMd not. wUllbeaten none. 
Or inmBtaT, a&Ta tba aoene. I wilt perloim . 
■tmU tia onela. Old wUl dluonne 
In mr own oar •neh matter ai 1 mtj. 



iS/utltdtoitaaafie ta 



it oooe, iipttKn1tntelUE«it,(UTTej'd 
,11 creatnni, with preclBlOD nndencood 

eacThbnams ilcnUlcanc, and, flOyl 






ON EECEIVIStt UAYLETB PICTCBE. 

[Jmwirtiina.'i 
s langnifte wano as coDld be bteathed or 
■hy jiTctnre spculs the orlirinBl. my friend, 
loi Cy those IooIk that lail^te tby mUd. 



J a partial frtend to me. 

0:i MB. CHESTER, o 
iApril, ITOaj 



And Justly— few eball ever him transcend 
As huahand, paient. brother, master, (liend. 

TO MT coram ANNE BODHAM. 

C*a»,17»s.] 
Hy B^tle Anne, wbonr beretofon. 
When I wan Toiing. and then bo moie 

1^ wblcb. by reaion of thfili distortion, an etuOy 
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Gold pays the wortb of all things here ; 
Bnt not of love;— that gem's too dear 

For richest rogues to win it; 
I, therefore, asa jiroof of lore, 
Esteem thy present far above 

The best things kept within tt. 

TO MBS. UNWIK. 

ZMay, 17W.] 

Mast ! I want a lyre with other strings, 
Sacfa aid from heaven as some liave feigned 
they drew, 

An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new 
And undebased by praise of meaner tilings, 
Tliat, ere throogh age or woe I shed my wings, 

1 may record thy worth with honour dne, 

In vbrse «8 mnslcal as thou art trae. 
And that immortalises whom it sings. 
Bat tboa bast little need. There is a book 

By seraphs writ with beams of heavenly 
light. 
On which the eyes of Ood not rarely look, 

A chronicle of actions Jast and bright; 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary shine, 
And, since thoa own'st tliat praise, ispare thee 
mine. 

TO JOHN JOHNSON, ESQ., 

OH mS PBBSENTIKO XX WITH AH AHTIQUE BUST 

OF HOKKS. 

ZMa^, 1793.] 

Kinsman beloved, and as a son, by me! 
Whea I behold the fruit of thy regard. 

The sculptured form of my old favourite bard, 
I reverence feel for him, and love for thee. 
Joy too and grief. Much Joy that there should 
be, 
Wise men and leam'd, who grudge not to re- 
ward 
With some applause my bold attempt and 
hard. 
Which others scorn : critics by courtesy, 
The grief is this, that, sunk in Homer's mine, 

I lose my precious years now soon to fail, 
Handling (lis gold, which howsoo'er it shine. 
Proves dross when balanced m the Christian 
scale. 
Be wiser thou ;— like our forefather Donne, 
Seek heavenly wealth, and work for God alone. 



TO A YOUNG FRIEND, 

ON HIS ASSIVING AT CAMBRIDGE WET WHEN NO 
RAIN HAD FALLEN THERE. 

[The same John Johnson, to whom the preceding 
sonnet was addressed.] 

If Gideon's fleece, which drench'd with dew he 

found, 
While moisture none refresh'd the herbs 

around. 
Might fitly represent the church, endow'd 
Wiih heavenly gifts to heathens not aliow'd ; 
In pledge, perhaps, of favours from on high. 
Thy locks were wet when others' locks were 

dry. 
Heaven grant us half the omen,— may we see 
Not drought on others, but much dew on thee ! 

INSCRIPTION FOR A HiatMITAGE IN 
THE AUTHORS GARDEN. 

iMay, 1793.] 

This cabin, Mary, in my sight appears. 
Built as it has been in our waning years, 
A rest afforded to our weary feet. 
Preliminary to— the last retreat 



INSCRIPTION FOR A M03S>H0USE IN 
THE SHRUBBERY AT WESTON. 

Hbril free from riot's Itated noise. 
Be mine, tlie oalmer, purer joys 

A friend or book bestows ; 
Far from the storms that shake the great. 
Contentment's gale shall fan my seat. 

And sweeten my repose. 



THE FOUR AGES. 
INFAKCT—Yoim— Manhood— Old Age. 

(A BRIEF FRAGMKMT OF AH EXIEKSIVS FSOiJXCIED 

POSH.) 

'* I COULD be well content, allow*d the nso 
Of past experience, and the wisdom glean'd 
From worn-out follies, now acknowledged sncb, - 
To recommence life's trial, in the hope 
Of fewer errors, on a second proof l' 

Thus while grey evening lull'd the wind, and 
call'd 
Fresh odours from the shrubbery' at my side, 
Taking my lonely winding walk, I mused. 
And held accustom'd conference with my 

lieart; 
When from within it thus a voice replied: 

** Couldst thou in truth ? and art thou taught 
at length 
This wisdom, and but this, from all the post? 
Is not the pardon of thy long arrear. 
Time wasted, violated laws, abuse 
Of talents, judgment, mercies, better far 
Than opportunity vouchsafed to err 
With less excuse, and, haply, worse effect ?*' ■ 

1 heard, and acquiesced : then to and fro 
Oft pacing, as the mariner his deck. 
My gravelly bounds, from self to human kind . 
I pass'd, and next consider'd, what is man : 

Knows he his origin ? Can he ascend 
By reminiscence to his earliest date ? 
Slept he in Adam? And in those from liim 
Through numerous generations, till he tound 
At length his desthied moment to be born v 
Or was he not, till fashion'd in the womb? 
Deep mysteries both! which schoolmen must 

have toil'd 
To unriddle, and have left them mysteries still. 

It is an evil incident to man. 
And of the worst, that unexplored he leaves 
Truths useful and attainable with ease, 
To search forbidden deeps, where mystery lies 
Not to be solved, and useless, if It might. 
Mysteries are food for angels ; they digest 
With ease, and find them nutriment ; but man. 
While yet he dwells below, mnst stoop to glean 
His manna from the ground, or starve and die. 



ON A PLANT OF VIRGIN'S BOWER, 

DESIGNED TO GOVXR A GARDEN-SEAT. 

Thrive, gentle plant ! and weave a bower 

For Mary and for me. 
And deck with many a splendid flower. 

Thy foliage large and free. 

Thou earnest from Eartfaam, and, wilt shade, 

(If truly I divine), 
Some future day the illustrious head 

Of him who made thee mine. 

Should Daphne shew a jealous fi-own. 

And envy seize the bay. 
Affirming nune so fit to crown 

Such honoured brows as they. 

Thy cause with zeal we shall defend. 

And with convincing.power; 
For why should not the virgin's friend 

li(i <itoviTC<JL"w\ftL\Vc^\s%'ft«ar««t\ 



anllt o( iiiina. 



UBcb inny own. ihoogb 
WHb tlMe (not iDolKi to 
A pvtpcnlLip ol 11CQ1U7 w\ 
But T uta buknipt now; 



ifi bAi furnlflh'd Uibti lor otb 
L Itw; vho need tiHiD met ■ 



uiskaaaliirc Brrald, -Salnrilnj. Juj 
^ Broomleli 



aL"]iy'°ii Oreenoclc. ond wui loUowcd 



IK ScoUmid"! resiin. whera In 



'•SffS 



Long lime I. br»cdlng-pl»ce tlicv 
At tcDglli B iRlpirtlTliig broncli 

ABonl IhBDJ place ol rest ? 
C wd« the merchant charged Iq 



ramo^ irAMib ibc UiAle paig'd 



Bcnu, wool, uid iMtbm inlx'd, 
'oar Ivorj egn loon pate Its floor. 
With niBHt ipecki b«Ugtai I 

rbe veueL nd^u, roiul«i the itaora 
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ON A SPAN II 



,. CALLED BEAU. 1 



^WdBOn^blrd. 
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BEAU'S REPLY. 



Biu, when I flew to seize the birJ 

in spite of your command, 
A ionder voice than yonrs I heard. 

And harder to withstand. 

You cried— Forbear '.—but in my breast 
A miRhtier cried— Proceed I— 

'Twas Nature, sir. whose strong behest 
Iiupell'd me to the deed. 

Y'et much as Nature I respect, 

I ventured once to break 
(As you perhaps may recollect) 

Her precept for your saice ; 

And when your linnet on a day. 

Passing his prison door. 
Had flntter'd all his strength away. 

And panting pressed the floor. 

Well knowing him a sacred thing. 

Not destined to my tooth, 
I only kiss*d his ruffled wing. 

And licked the feathers smooth. 

Le" my obedience then excuse 

My disobedience now. 
Nor some reproof yourself refuse 

From your aggrieved bow-wow ; 

If killing birds be such a crime, 

(Which I can hardly see,) 
Wnat think you. Sir, of killing time 

With verse address'd to me? 



TO THE SPANISH ADMIRAL, COUNT GRA- 

VINA, 

OH HIS TBAN9LJLTIKG THE AUTHOR'S SONG OK A 
BOSS INTO ITALIAN VERSE. 

Mt Rose, Oravina, blooms anew. 
And steep'd not now in rain, 

But in Castalian streams by yon. 
Will never fade again. 



TO MARY. 

Tee twentieth year is well nigh past 
Bince first our sky was overcast;— 
Ah would that this might be the last ! 

My Mary! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 

I see thee daily weaker grow;— 

*Twas my distress that brought thee low. 

My M.iry! 

Thy needles, once a shining store. 
For my sake restless heretofore. 
Now rust disused, and shine no more. 

My Mary ! 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind ofllce for me still. 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will. 

My Mary ! 



But well thou piay'dst the housewife's part. 
And all thy threads with magic art. 
Have wound themselves about this heart. 

My Mary ! 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 

Like language utter'd in a dream : 

Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme. 

My Mary ! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 
Are still more lovely In my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light. 

My Mary! 

For could I view nor them nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary ! 

Partakers of thy sad decline. 
Thy hands their little force resign ; 
Yet gently press'd, press gently mine. 

My Mary ! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou provest. 
That now at every step thou movest. 
Upheld by two ; yet still thou lovest. 

My Mary ! 

And stUl to love, though press'd with ill. 
In wintry age to feel no chill. 
With me is to be lovely still. 

My Mao- ! 

But ah ! by constant heed I know. 
How oft the sadness that I show 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe. 

My Mary! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much reseiLblance of the past. 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last. 

Mylfary! 



ON RECEIVINa HEYNE'S VIRGIL 

VROX MR. HALBT. 

ZOctober, ITS©.] 

I SHOULD have deem'd It once an effort vain 
To sweeten more sweet Maro's matchless strain. 
But from that error now behold me free. 
Since I received him as a gift from thee. 



ANSWER. 

TO STANZAS ADDRESSED TO LADT HE8XBTH. RT 
MISS CATHARINE SHAWR, IN RRTURNINO A «OBM 
or MR. OOWPKK'S, LENT TO HER ON CONDITION 
SHE SHOULD NEITHER SHEW IT, NOR TAKE A 
COPT.* 

To be remembered thus is fame. 

And in the first degree ; 
And did the few like her the same. 

The press might sleep for me. 



* The stanzas of Miss Fanshawe are as f<^ow :~ 



•' What wonder! if mv wavering hand 
Had dared to dixobey. 
When Hesketh gave a harsh command. 
And Cowper led astray ? 






Then take this tempting gift of thine. 

By pen un<^opied yet ; 
But canst tho i memory coofioe, 

Or ioach me to forget? 



More lasting than the touch of art 

The characters remain, 
Wh«n written by a feeling heart 

On •■ablots o( Oxq htaixi." 



COWPBB'B FOETICAL WOHK8. 



S THE TOHB OF MB. 



PAcaEbere, andtlUnk? a moDltoiy rttym* 
DemandaopgnioaKntof cbjIleetluUDU, 
CDDtull Ufe's lUent cJock, thj bonndliic valD ; 
Seemt It u uj— -Heanb ban bu long U> 



EjcbUms, " Prepare i 

SOSSET TO 

I 
Tht eaaatrf, Wllbf 
Bean Uuc >^cn 

Frfeiid oJ iiie pd 



WILBERFOKCE, 



B7 peace lor Uric, fenced wtib BrHtattbrwa. 

From aU Ihs jnst on eutli, and aU UlB blM 



TO DB. ACSTBH, ar OJtOIL BmEEC, 
LONWUJ. 



Loved by tbe mateB. tbjuffciiloil 



MwUahet* 






^dObl cMdl etmBuadawSlMeiias wi 
with' i>i«Mi lick Un^ ut ^aA to ponii 

Tet tt axlautTe lam, ilid tnra to Ure, 
Were In the power of rena like mine to giro 

nno, (iTbii^Su^SH^ berir w dlKniL 
Frieod iJnir tHaoAl I l0T7^he^ tlUK 
And boldl; ^Ibee, being bl>, mr own. 

•Kt WABBBK BASTIHaa, XgQ, 



Vhlle jDiinc, boDiaiie, oomenabla. uid Ubd : 
Nor can I inU bellaie ibeaJ geaUlilwa, 

pBirtUtrtOBietntitet,wlio ban.gfnteai'd 



ME8 ADDBBaSBD TO DR. DARWIK, 
'. Hayley gent a annplImeDlaiy poem at Un 
Twopoeli, (poeU bj report 
Bweel hannonW i3 Ploia'aamtt! 
ThT best can Judge a poofs woMb, 
The panga 01 a poetic bLrtfa 

We tbereloreplaiuedext^] thysoDg- 

TboQgb Tanoofl yet complete. 
Bleb lo embalUibaieBt, u Urong 

And leanM u tie nrMi. 
Ho cUTT mlngleB witb ODT pralK ; 
T^u^b, could oar heart replnB 

At ally poai's ba(fitec layi, 
Ibey proiud— tlMy laoM at tfalDa. 

Of Irlendiblp'a doasit tte, 
CanganonevenDarwtn'iwlt 

WItb an Dujaimdlced aye i 
And deem Uh bard, wbo^er be b^ 

Wba would sot twine a wreatb for thee, 
DnwoMliT of hU ovi. 

CATEABINA. 



And lOMi pettuuM Dner mMd ; 
l« .im of thai mooiBBt 1» iffi^ 




ibu tlie dwa o( the year, 

na, did notbing Impede, 

WouM tCel taanalf bapplei here; 
For tbe d»»^rof«a anbii of IIbi 

On the Mnti of oirilttF. I kiHr 
Are iwaeiario b«r nanrijam 

^lan ao^t tbat tba dty can ah( 
So It Is, whan tbe mind la endued 

Wltba««U-jndglnatait<>'<-n« 1 
Tben. wbetber cmbiSliI 






Uay erenow wonder wlU . 
Bnt RTorcB. bllK MHtnlleyadatiue 
A luting, sucreddellgU. 

CatbariM'Uine can re|olco 
U^ It Mill be her lot Ut poeiena 
'nua Mtna <il^« iBuUda cbdioel 
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To inhabit a raanskm remote 

From the clatter of street-pachig iteedB, 
And by Philomers annual note 

To measure the life that she lead*. 

With her book, and her voice, and her lyie. 

To wing all her moments at home; 
And with scenes that new rm>tare inspire. 

As oft as it suits her to roam; 
She wUl have Just the life she prefen, 

With little to hope or to fear. 
And ours would be pleasant as hers, 

3ilght we view her enjoying it lieze. 



THB 8ZCOND PABX. 
ON H£S MABSIAOE TO GEORGE GOUBmAT, 
iJtmey 1798.] 

Believe it or not, as you choose, 

The doctrine is certainly troe, 
That the future is known to the mine. 

And poets are oracles too. 
I did but express a desire 

To see Catharina at home, 
At the side of my friend George's fire. 

Audio— she is actually come ! 

Such propheicy some may despise. 

But the wish of a poet and friend 
Perhaps is approved in the skies. 

And therefore attains to its end. 
Twas a wish that flew ardently Coftn 

l<Yom a bosom effectually warm'd 
With the talents, the graces, and worth 

Of the person for whom it wa»ionil*4. 

Maria * would leave us, I knew. 

To the grief and regret of ns all, . 
But less to our grief, could we vieir 

Catharina the Qneen of the HulL 
And therefore I wished as I did. 

And therefore this -onion of lUBiti^ 
Not a whisperwas heard to forMdi 

But all cry, Amen— to the baona. 

Since therefore I seem to Inoor 

No danger of wtshlngin vaia 
Wh|Bn making good wishes for her, 

I will e'en to my wishes again : 
With one I have made her a wife. 

And now I will try wtth.anothen 
Which I cannot suppress fraroiy Uie, 

How soon I can make her aniatlin:, 



SH>MMET, 
junntnsKD Townxiax hASut, ttm. 

iJmf^ 1782.] 

0ATLBT— thy tenderness 'fratemal'shewn 
In our first interviiBfW, delightful gne^ ! 
To Mary, and me for her dear sake distressed. 

Such as it is has made my heart thy own. 

Though heedless now of new emgiqEements 
grown; 
For threesooro winters make a wintiy brei^t, 
And I had purposed ne*mr to gy inqneet { 

Of friendship more, exoept ^imn Ood alone. 
But thou hast won me; norls ^todjpoty^oe, 

Who, ere thls^last af&lettve seeoiB bemOf 
Sent thee to mitigate the dreadluiblow, 
My brother, by whose sjrmpattiyl know 

Thy true deserts idfalUtrty to scan, 

:Not more to admire tbe Said tlnui love the 
Man. 



EPITAPH ON FOP, 



A DOG BELONGING TO LADT THBOGKMOBIOir. 
iAuguU, 1792.] 

Though once a puppy, and though Fop by 

name. 
Here moulders one whose bones some honour 

claim; 
No sycophant, althon^ of spaniel race. 
And though no hound, a martyr to tbe chan. 
Ye squirrels, rabbits, leverets, rejoice! 
Your haunts no longer echo to his voi^; 
This record of his fate exalting view, 
He died worn out with vain pursuit of yon. 

''Yes,'"— the indignant shade of Fop replies— 
"And worn with vain pursuit, man aim) dies.** 



SONNET TO GEORGE ROBINET, ESQ.* 

ON HIS PICTURE OP MS IN CSATOHS^ 

Drawii€aBar(ham^intheei»tjfearafmifvgt,4md 
in the months of August and September, im. 

iOctober, 1798.] 

Bommr, expert infallibly to trace 
On chart or canvas, not the form alone 
And semblance, but however fointly showir 

The mind's impression too on every face ; 



With strokes that time ought neves to 
Thou hast so pencill'd mine, that though I 

own 
The subject worthless, I have never known 

The artist shinUig with superior grace. 

But this 1 mark,— that symptoms none of woe 

In thy mcomiMuable work appear. 
Well— I am satisfied it should Die so, 

Sinoe, on matorer thought, the cause fa (dear; 

For in my looks what sorrow oooldst thou 9ee 
When I was Hayley's guest, and sat to thee ? 



MONTES GLACIALES, OCEANO GEBr 
MANICO NATANTE8. 

March, U^vm. 

En, qnsB prodlgia, ex oris idlata remotis. 
Oras adveniunt pavef acta per saquora noetrul 
Hod eqnldem prtscsB ssBdum rediisae yidetnr 
Pyrrhs, cnm JProteus pecusoUtos visere n^ootes 
El sylvas, egit Sed tempore vix levlon^ 
Adsunt, evmsi quando radidtus alti 
In mare descendunt monte^ Qq/Btuaae p^nr- 

rant, 
jQnid verik hoe monstri est magia est mlrahile 

vita? 
Splendentes video, oea pnlchro ex me vel anro 
Conflatos, mtilisque (aodnctos ondiqne gem- 
mis, 
BaocA csemleft, et flammas imitanta pfrcqw. 
Ex oriente adsunt, npi gaza optima- tellas 
Parturlt omnigenas, qulbns isva per itmxdi 

sumptn 
Ingentt flnxftre sibi diademata reges? 
Vix hoc crediderin. Non fallnnt talla acotos 
Mercatommocnlos: prins et qnlim Uttora Gan- 

- gis 
Liquissent, avidls gratlsslma prssda fnlMont. 
Ortos undo putemns ? An illos Ves'vins atrox 
Protnllt, ignivomisve ejecit faucibus ilStna? 
Lace mkant proprift, PhoBbrve, per adra pumm 
None stimnlantls equos, argentea tela retor- 

qnent? 
PhoBbt luce micant. Ventis et floetlboa altis 
Appnlsl, et rapidis subter currentibps undls. 
Tandem non fallont oenloi. Capita alu yidere 
est 
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At length, bis transient respite past. 

His comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in every blast, 

Coald catch the sound no more : 
For then by toil snbdned, he drank 
The stifling wave, and then he sank. 

No poet wept him ; bat the page 

Of narrative sincere. 
That tells his name, his worth, his age, 

Is wet with Anson's tear: 
And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immoi*taUse tho dead. 



I therefore purpose not, or dream, 

Descanting on his fate. 
To give the melancoly theme 

A more enduring date : 
Bnt misery still delights to trace 
Its semblance in another's case. 

No voice divine the storm allay'd. 

No light propitions shone. 
When, snatchM from all eflfectaal aid. 

We perish'd, each alone : 
Bnt I beneath a rougher sea. 
And whelm'd iu deeper gulfs than h& 
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